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Last Men in London
by
Olaf Stapledon
PREFACE

THOUGH thisisa work of fiction, it does not pretend to be a nove. It has no hero but Man. Since its
purpose is not the characterization of individud human beings, no effort has been made to endow its few
persons with diginctive persondities. There is no plot, except the theme of man's druggle in this
awkward age to master hmsdf and to come to terms with the universe. This theme | seek to present by
imegining that a member of a much more developed human species, living on Neptune two thousand
million years hence, enters into our minds to observe the Terrestrid fidd through our eyes but with his
own intdligence. Usng one of us as a mouthpiece, he contrives to tel us something of his findings. The
shortcomings of his report must be attributed to the limitations of his Terrestrid ingrument.

This book isintdligible without reference to another fantasy, which | produced two years ago, and cdled
Last and First Men. But readers of that earlier book will find that Last Men in London is complementary
to it. In both, the same Neptunian being speaks, formerly to tdl the story of man's career between our
day and his, now to describe the spiritud drama which, he tdls us, underlies the whole confused higtory
of our species, and comes to its crigs today. The present book is supposed to be communicated from a
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date in Neptunian higtory later than the body of the earlier book, but before its epilogue.

The last section of the chapter on the War, though it makes use to some extent of persond experience, is
none the lessfiction.

It will be obvious to many readers that | have been influenced by the very suggedtive work of Mr Gerdd
Heard. | hope he will forgive me for distorting some of hisideas for my own purpose.

My thanks are due once more to Mr E. V. Rieu for many vauable criticiams and suggestions, and to
Professor and Mrs L. C. Martin (who read the untidy manuscript) for condemnation and encouragement
without which the book would have been much worse than it is. Findly | would thank my wife both for
hard labour, and for other hdp which she is gpparently incapable of appreciating.

Let me remind the reader tha henceforth and up to the opening of the Epilogue the speaker is a
Neptunian man of the very remote future.

W.O. S.
September 1932

INTRODUCTION
THE FUTURE'SCONCERN WITH THE PAST

MEN and women of Earth! Brief Terrestrids, of that moment when the First Human Species hung in the
crest of its atainment, wavelike, poised for downfal, | a member of the last Human Species, address you
for a second time from an age two thousand million years after your day, from an age as remotely future
to you as the Earth's beginning is remotely past.

Inmy earlier communication | told of the huge flux of events between your day and mine. | told of the rise
and fdl of many mankinds, of the spirit's long desolations and brief splendours. | told how, again and
agan, after age-long deep, man woke to see dimly what he should be doing with himsalf; how he strove
accordingly to master his world and his own nature; and how, each time, circumstances or his own
ignorance and impotence flung him back into darkness. | told how he sruggled with invaders, and how
he was driven from planet to planet, refashioning himsdf for each new world. | told, not only of his great
vicisstudes, but aso of the many and diverse modes of mind which he assumed in different epochs. | told
how at length, through good fortune and skilled control, there was fashioned a more glorious mankind,
the Eighteenth Human Species, my own. | hinted as best | might a the great richness and subtlety, the
perfect harmony and fdidity, of this last expresson of the human spirit. | told of our discovery that our
own fair planet must soon be destroyed with al the sun's offaring; and of our exultant acceptance even
of this doom. | told of the find endeavours which the coming end imposes on us.

In thismy second communicetion | shdl say little of my own world, and less of the ages that lie between
us Instead | dhdl speak mostly of your world and of yoursdves. | shdl try to show you yourseves
through the eyes of the Last Men. Of mysdf and my fellow-workers, | shdl speak, but chiefly as the link
between your world and mine, as pioneering explorersin your world, and secret dwdlersin your minds. |
shdl tdl of the difficulties and dangers of our strange exploration of ages that to us are past, and of our
dill stranger influence upon past minds. But modtly | shdl speak of men and women living in Europe in
your twentieth Christian century, and of a greet criss that we observe in your world, a grest opportunity
which you tragicdly fal to grasp.

In relation to the long drama which | unfolded in my earlier communication it might well seem that even
the most urgent and the most far-reaching events of your little sphere are utterly trivid. The rise and fdl of
your world-moving individuds, the flowering and withering of your nations, and dl their blind, plant-like



gruggle for existence, the dow changes and sudden upheavds of your society, the archaic passions of
your religious sects, and quick-changes of your fashionable thought, dl seem, in rdaion to those aeons of
history, no more than the ineffective gyrations of flotsam of the greet river of humeanity, whose direction is
determined, not by any such supeficid movements, but by the thrust of its own mass and the
configuration of the terrain.

Inthelight of the stars what Sgnificance is there in such minute events as the defeat of an army, the issue
of apoalitica controversy, the success or falure of a book, the result of a footbal match? In that cold light
even the downfal of a species is a matter of little importance. And the find extinction of man, after his
two thousand million years of precarious blundering, is but the cessation of one brief tremulous theme in
the great musc of the cosmos.

Y e minute events have sometimes remarkable consequences. Again and again this was evident in the
great sory that | told. And now | am to describe events some of which, though momentary and minute in
relation to the whole career of man, are yet in reation to yoursaves long-drawn-out and big with destiny.
In consequence of these momentary happenings, so near you, yet o obscure, man's career is fated to he
the Weary successon of disasters and incomplete victories which | described on an earlier occasion.

But the account of these events, though it isin some sense the man theme of this book, is not its sole, not
even its chief purpose. | shdl say much of your baseness, much of your futility. But dl that | say, if | say it
wdl, and if the mind that | have chasen for my mouthpiece serves me adequatdly, shdl be kindled with a
sense of that beauty which, in spite of dl your fallies and treasons, is yours uniquely. For though the
whole career of your species is so confused and barren, and though, againg the background of the rise
and fall of gpecies after species and the destruction of world after world, the life of any individud among
you, even the mogt glorious, seems so completdly ineffective and inggnificant, yet, in the least member of
your or any other species, there liesfor the discerning eye a beauty peculiar not only to that one species
but to that one individudl.

To us the human dawn is precious for its own sake. And it is as creatures of the dawn that we regard
you, even in your highest achievement. To us the early human natures and every primitive human
individud have a beauty which we oursalves, in spite of dl our triumphs, have not; the beauty namdy of
lifes firg bewildered venturing upon the wings of the spirit, the beauty of the child with dl its innocent
brutishness and cruelty. We understand the past better than it can understand itsdlf, and love it better than
it can love itsdlf. Seeing it in relaion to al things, we seeit as it is; and so we can observe even its follies
and treasons with reverence, knowing that we ourselves would have behaved so, had we been so placed
and so fashioned. The achievements of the past, however precarious and evanescent, we sdute with
respect, knowing wel that to achieve anything at dl in such circumstances and with such a nature entailed
afath and fortitude which in those days were miracles. We are therefore moved by filid piety to observe
dl the past races of men, and if possible every angleindividud life, with careful precison, so that, before
we are destroyed, we may crown those races our equds in glory though not in achievement. Thus we
shdl contribute to the cosmos a beauty which it would otherwise lack, namdy the criticd yet admiring
love which we bear toward you.

But it is not only as observers that we, who are of man's evening, are concerned with you, children of the
dawn. In my earlier message | told how the future might actudly influence the past, how beings such as
my contemporaries, who have in some degree the freedom of eternity, may from ther footing in eternity,
reach into past minds and contribute to their experience. For whatever istruly eternd is present equdly in
dl times, and so we, in so far as we are cagpable of eternity, are influences present in your age. | sad tha
we seek out dl those points in past history where our help is entailed for the fulfilment of the past's own
nature, and that this work of inspiration has become one of our man tasks. How this can be, | shdll
explan more fully later. Strange it is indeed that we, who are so dosdy occupied with the great



adventure of raciad experience, so closdy aso with preparations to face the impending ruin of our world,
and with research for dissemination of a seed of life in remote regions of the gdaxy, should yet adso find
oursalves under obligation toward the vanished and undterable past.

No influence of ours can save your species from destruction. Nothing could save it but a profound
change in your own naure; and that cannot be. Wandering among you, we move dways with
fore-knowledge of the doom which your own imperfection imposes on you. Even if we could, we would
not change it; for it is a theme required in the strange music of the spheres.

1 THE WORLD OF THE LAST MEN

i. HOLIDAY ON NEPTUNE
i. MEN AND MAN
iii. BIOGRAPHICAL NOTE

I. HOLIDAY ON NEPTUNE

WHEN | am in your world and your epoch | remember often a certain londy place in my own world,
andinthetimethat | cdl present. It isa comer where the land juts out into the sea as a confuson of lit
rocks, like a herd of mongters crowding into the water. Subterranean forces acting at this point once
buckled the planet's crust into a mountain; but it was immediatdy tom and shattered by gravity, that
implacable djin of dl great worlds. Nothing is now left of it but these rocks. On Neptune we have no
mountains, and the oceans are waveless. The stout sphere holds its watery cloak so tightly to it that even
the mogt vidlent hurricanes fal to raise more than aripple.

Scattered among these rocks lies a network of tiny fjords, whose wadls and floors are embossed with
variegated life. There you may see beneath the crystd water dl manner of blobs and knobs and brilliant
whorls, dl manner of gaudy flowers, that search with ther petas, or rhythmicdly smack ther lips, dl
manner of clotted sea-weeds, green, brown, purple or crimson, from whose depths sometimes a claw
reaches after a drowsing sprat, while here and there a worm, fringed with legs, emerges to explore the
sandy sunlit bottom.

Among these rocks and fjords | spent my last day of leisure before setting out on one of those lengthy
explorations of the past which have made me dmog as familiar with your world as with my own. It is my
task to tdl you of your own race asit appears through the eyes of the far future; but first | must hep you
to reconstruct in imagination something of the future itsdf, and of the world from which we regard you.
This| can best achieve by describing, firg that day of ddight, spent where the broken mountain sprawls
into the sea, and then a more august event, namdy the brief awakening of the Racid Mind, which was
gppointed for the exatation of the explorers upon the eve of their departure into the obscure recesses of
past aeons. Findly | shdl tdl you something of my own upbringing and career.

Almog the fird moments of that day of recreation afforded me one of those pictures which haunt the
memory ever gfter. The sun had risen over a burning ocean. He was not, as you might expect in our
remote world, a amdl and feeble sun; for between your age and ours a collison had increased his bulk
and splendour to a magnitude somewhat greater than that with which you are familiar.

Overhead the sky was blue. But for Neptunian eyes its deep azure was infused with another unique
primary colour, which your vison could not have detected. Toward the sunrise, this tincture of the zenith
gave place to green, gold, fire-red, purple, and yet another of the hues which dude the primitive eye.
Opposite there lay darkness. But low in the darkness gleamed something which you would have taken
for a very digant showy horn, whose base was logt in night, though its crest glowed orange in the
morning. A second glance would have revedled it as too precipitous and too geometricd for any
mountain. It was in fact one of our great public buildings, many scores of miles distant, and nearly one



score in height. In a world where mountains are crushed by their own weight these towering edifices
could not stand, were it not for ther incredibly rigid materiads, wherein atificid atoms play the chief part.
The huge crag of masonry now visble was rdatively new, but it could compare in age with the younger of
your terrestria mountains.

The shadowed sides of its buttresses and gables, and dso the shadowed faces of the near rocks and of
every stone, glowed with a purple bloom, the light from a blinding violet star. This portent we cdl the
Mad Star. It is a unique heavenly body, whose energies are being squandered with inconceivable haste,
S0 that it will soon be burnt out. Meanwhile it is dready infecting its neighbours with its plague. In a few
thousand years our own sun will inevitably run amok in the same manner, and turn dl his planets to
white-hot gas. But a present, | mean in the age which | cdl present, the Mad Star is only a brilliant
feature of our night sky.

On the morning of which | am spesking there lay full length on the brink of alittle diff, and gazing into the
pool beneath her, awoman of my world. To me she is lovely, exquisite, the very embodiment of beauty;
to you she would seem a strange haf-human mongter. To me, as she lay there with her breasts againg the
rock and one am reaching down into the water, her whole form expressed the lightness and suppleness
of a panther. To you she would have seemed unwiedy, dephantine, and grotesque in every fegture. Yet
if you were to see her moving in her own world, you would know, | think, why her name in our speech is
the equivaent of Panther in yours.

If you or any of your kind were to vigt our world, and if by mirace you were to survive for a few
momentsin our dien atmosphere, gravity would make it dmost impossible for you to support yourselves
a dl. But we, snce our bones, like our buildings, are formed largdly of atificdd atoms, and are far more
rigid than steel, snce moreover our muscle cells have been most cunningly designed, can run and jump
with ease. It is true, however, that in spite of our splendid tissues we have to be more solidly built than
the Terredtrids, whose limbs remind us unplessantly of insects.

The woman on the rock would certainly have surprised you, for she is a member of one of our most
recent generations, whose skin and flesh are darkly tranducent. Seeing her there, with the sunlight
drenching her limbs, you might have taken her for a statue, cut from some wine-dark aabaster, or from
carbuncle; save that, with every movement of her arm, sunken gleams of crimson, topaz, and gold-brown
rippled the inner night of her shoulder and flank. Her whole substance, within its lovely curves and planes,
looked scarcdly solid, but rather a volume of obscure flame and smoke poised on the rock. On her head
ameass of hair, flanelike, smoke-like, was a reverson to the primitive in respect of which she could
never decide whether it was athing for shame or complacency. It was this pre-historic decoration which
firs drew me toward her. In a closer view you would have noticed that on her back and the outer sdes
of her limbs the skin's trand ucency was complicated by a very faint leopard-like mattling. | also bear that
moattling; but | am of the sort whose flesh is opague, and my bronze-green kin is of a texture somewhat
harsher than | should choose. In her, how wdl | know it, the skin is soft and rich to the exploring hand.

While | watched her, she raised her face from studying the water-dwellers, and looked a me, laughing. It
was that look which gave me the brief but strangely sgnificant experience the memory of which was to
refresh me so often in your uncouth world. It was not only that her face was lit up with merriment and
tenderness; but in that flegting expression the very spirit of humanity seemed to regard me. | cannot make
you redize the potency of that glance, for the faces of your own kind afford amogt no hint of such
illumingtion. | can only assert that in our species, facid expresson is more developed than in yours. The
fadd muscles respond to every changing flicker of experience and emotion, as pools respond to every
breath of wind with a thousand criss-cross rippling tremors.

The face that now looked a me was unlike terrestrial countenances both in its subtly dien contours and in



its dark tranducency, which haf-reveded the underlying paleness of bone. It was like a stirred and
dancing pool of dark but warm-tinted wine, in which the sunlight revelled. But the eyes were bright jewels
capable of many phases from sgpphire to emerad.

Like others of our kind, this gil bore two additiond bright eyes in the back of her head. They sparkled
quaintly in the archaic glory of her hair. Like the rest of us, she had on her crown yet another and more
important organ of vigon which we cdl the astronomical eye. Normaly sunken leve with her hair, it
could at will be projected upwards like a squat tel escope. The exquiste development of this organ in her
had determined her career. All of us are in a manner astronomers, but she is an astronomer by
professon.

Her whole face, though so brilliantly dive, was unlike any humen type known to readers of this book,
snce it was so much more animd. Her nose was broad and feline, but ddicatdy moulded. Her ful lips
were subtle at the corners. Her ears moved among her locks like the ears of alion.

Grotesgue, you say, inhuman! No! Beside this the opaque and duggish faces of your proudest beauties
are little better than lumps of clay, or the masks of insects.

But indeed it is impossible for you to see her as | saw her then. For in that look there seemed to find
expression the whole achievement of our race, and the ful knowledge of its impending tragedy. At the
same time there was in it a haf-mischievous piety toward the little Smple creatures that she had been
watching, and equdly, it seemed, toward the stars and man himsdff.

Smiling, she now spoke to me; if | may cdl 'speech’ the telepathic influence which invaded my brain from
hers.

That you may understand the sgnificance of her words, | mugt explain that in our Neptunian rock-pools
there are living things of three very different stocks. The fird is rare. One may encounter in some
sheltered cranny a vague greenish dime. This is the only reic of primevd Neptunian life, long since
outclassed by invaders. The second stock is by far the commonest throughout our world. Nearly dl our
living types are triumphant descendants of the few animds and plants which men brought, ddiberatdy or
by accident, to Neptune from Venus, nearly a thousand million years before my day, and dmog as long
after the age that you cdl present. Third, there are aso, even in these little fjords, a few descendants of
those ancient men themsdves. These very remote cousins of my own human species are, of course,
fantedticaly degenerate. Most have long ago ceased to be recognizably human; but in one, whose name
inour language you might trandate "'Homunculus, nature has achieved a minute and exquisite caricature of
humenity. Two splay feet glue him to the rock. From these rises an erect and bulbous belly, wearing on
its summit an upturned face. The unpleasantly human mouth keeps opening and shutting. The eyes are
mere wrinkles, the nose a wide double trumpet. The ears, deaf but mobile, have become two broad
waving fans, tha direct a current of water toward the mouth. Beneath each ear is a little wart-like
excrescence, dl that isleft of the human arm and hand.

One of these degenerate human beings, one of these fdlen descendants of your own kind, had attracted
my companion's attention. Laughing, she said, 'Little Homunculus has got wind of his mate, and he can't
ungtick hisfeet to go after her. What a pilgrimage it will be for him after a whole month of standing Hill"

She looked down again and cried, 'Quick! Come and see! He's loose, he's moved an inch. He's
waddling at breakneck speed. Now he's got her, and she's willing.' After a pause she exclamed, 'What a
world this pond id Like the world that you are to plunge into so soon.’

Then she looked up at the fierce star, and the light in her face changed and chilled. She became like your
Egyptian Sphinx, which looks across the desert and waits, for something unknown and terrible, but the



gppointed end.

Suddenly she laughed, sprang to her feet, ran down the rock-edge to the sea, and dived. | followed; and
the rest of the morming we spent svimming, ether far out in the bay or among the idets and fjords,
chasing each other sometimes through submarine rock-arches, or dinging to a sunken tussock of weed to
watch some drama of the sea-bottom.

At lagt, when the sun was high, we returned to the grassy place where we had dept, and took from the
pockets of our flying-suits our med of rich sun-products. Of these, some had been prepared in the
photosynthesis stations on Jupiter, others came from the colonies on Uranus, but we oursdves had
gathered the delicaciesin our own orchards and gardens.

Having eaten, we lay back on the grass and talked of matters great and smdl.

| challenged her: This has been the best of dl our matings' 'Yes," she answered, 'because the shortest?
Because after the richest experience in separation. And perhaps because of the Star.’

'In spite of dl your lovers,' | exulted, 'you come back to me. In spite of your tigers, your bulls, and dl
your lap-dog lovers, where you squander yoursdf.'

'Yes, old python, | come back to you, the richer for that squandering. And you in spite of dl the
primroses and violets and blowsy roses and over-scented lilies that you have plucked and dropped, you
come back to me, after your thousand years of roaming.'

'Agan and again | sl come back, if | escape from the Terrestrids, and if the Star permits!’

Our conversation, let me repest, was telepathic. If | were to report dl that passed from mind to mind as
we lay in the sun that afternoon, | should fill a book; for telepathic communication is incomparably swifter
and more subtle than voca speech. We ranged over dl manner of subjects, from the difference between
her eyes and mine, which are crimson, to the awakening of the Racid Mind, which we had experienced
some thousands of years earlier, and were so soon to experience again. We taked dso about the
marriage groups to which we severdly beonged, and of our own drange irregular yet ssemingly
permanent union outside our respective groups. We talked about the perplexing but lovely nature of our
son, whom she had been alowed to conceive at our last meeting. We spoke aso of her work in one of
the great observatories. With other astronomers she was trying to discover in some distant region of our
gdaxy a possible home for the human seed which, it was hoped, would be scattered among the stars
before man's destruction. We spoke dso of the work on which | am engaged as one of the million
specidigts who are trying to complete the exploration of the human past by direct participation in it.
Inevitably we spoke aso of the Star, and of the coming destruction of our world; and of how, if we were
both divein that age we would ding together.

Before sundown we clambered over the rocks and ran inland over the flower-strewn turf. But & last we
returned to our grassy nest; and after supper, when darkness had falen, we were moved to sing, together
or each in turn. Sometimes our choice fdl upon the latest, wildest, scintillations of rhythm and melody,
sometimes on the old songs of her nation or mine, sometimes on the crude chants which we explorers
hed discovered among the ancient peoples and in extinct worlds. In particular | taught her a Terrestrid
song which | mysdf had found. With difficulty we formed the uncouth syllables and caught the lilt. With
difficulty we called up in imagination the dark confuson that gave it birth, the harshness of man to man,
and the yearning for a better world. Readers of this book may know the song. Old Man River is its
name.

While we were dill griving with this archaic melody, the colours of the sunset gave place to the profound
azure which the Neptunian sky assumes by night for Neptunian eyes. Stars began to appear, fird sngly



and faintly, then in companies and brightly patterned congellations. The wide heaven flashed with them.
The Milky Way, flung from horizon to horizon, reveded itsdf to us, not as a pae cloud-zone, but as an
incredibly multitudinous host of lights Here and there our astronomical eyes could detect even those
midy points which are in fact the remote universes. Our Snging was now hushed into a murmuring and
wordless chant; for this comparativdy smple yet ovewhdmingly sgnificant percept of the night sky
commands us dl with a power which might seem to you extravagant. It is, as it were, the visble epitome
of our whole thought and feding. It has for us more than the potency of your most venerated rdigious
symbals. It girs not only the surface of our being but the ancestral depths, and yet it is rdevant to the
most modern ventures of our intellect.

While we were dill sduting with our voices and our spirits this august and never-too-familiar presentation,
the Mad Star rose once more, and scattered its cold sted across the sea. We fdl glent, watching. Its
dread effulgence extinguished the congtdlations.

Whether it was the influence of those barbarian melodies that we had been savouring, or a mere flaw in
my nature, | know not; but suddenly | heard mysdf cry out. Hideoud That such a world as ours should
be burnt, wasted such aworld of spirit and sweet flesh!’

She looked quickly inmy eyes, with amazed laughter thrusting down dismay. But before she could speak
| saw rightly again. 'No!" | said, not hideous, but terrible. Strange, how our thoughts can dip back for a
moment into the bad old ways, as though we were to lose 9ght of the great beauty, and be like the blind
soirits of the past.’

And she, 'When the end begins, shdl we dill see the great beauty? Shdl we see it even in the fire?
And |, 'Who knows? But we see it now.'

Slently we watched the Star dimb with increesing splendour of violet and ultra-violet illumination. But a
last we lay down together in our sheltered grassy nest, and took intimete delight in one another.

At dawn we rose. After a short swim, we put on our flying-suits, those overdls studded with minute
sources of sub-atomic energy on the soles of the feet, the padms of the hands, and the whole front surface
of the body. It is with these that dl lesser flights are performed in our world; and as the action entals
much skill and some muscular exertion, it is a ddight in itsdf. Side by side we dimbed the air, until the
coast was like a map beneath us. We headed inland, firs over a wide tract of rock and prarie, marsh
and scrub, then over corn and orchard, sprinkled with innumerable homes. Once we passed near a gresat
building, whose crysta precipices towered over us with snow on ther cornices. A white cloud covered
its upper parts, save for one dender pinnacle, which tiptoed into the sunlight. Sometimes a flying-boat
would detach itsdf from the walls or emerge from the cloud. As we travelled over more densdly inhabited
regions, sprinkled somewhat more closdy with private houses and cottages, a more numerous swarm of
these flying-boats continualy passed over our heads in dl directions from horizon to horizon a so grest a
speed that they seemed darting insects. We encountered aso many fliers like oursdves. Many we saw
beneath us, moving from house to house across the intervening tillage. At one point an am of the sea lay
across our route; and there we saw, entering dock, a fivemile long ether-ship, latdy returned from
Jupiter or Uranus with a cargo of foodsuffs. She was a great fish of danless metd, studded with
windows over her back and flanks. Hidden under water dso there would be windows, for this ssemingly
marine monster could rise like cormorant, with a great churning of the ocean, to find hersdf within a few
minutes surrounded above and below by gars.

At noon we reached another wild didtrict, and took our med near awarren of creatures which | can best
describe as Neptunian rabbits. The form of these furry descendants of an extinct human species was
chidly determined, as so often with our fauna, by gravity. For support they use, not only their short thick



legs, but adso their leathern bdlies and tails No sooner had we sat down to eat than these mammdian
lizards crowded round usin the hope of tithits, One of them actudly made off with a loaf; but before he
could reach his earth | captured him, and administered such punishment that henceforth the whole tribe
treated us with more respect.

When our meal was over, we took leave of one another. It was a gay, grave parting; for we knew that
we might not meet again for thousands of years, perhaps not before the sun, infected by the Mad Star,
should dready have begun the destruction of our beloved world. When we had looked in one another's
gyes for a long moment, we buckled on our flying-suits once more; then, in opposte directions, we
climbed the ar. By dawn next day we had to be a our appointed dtations, far asunder on the great
planet's surface, to participate in the Racid Awakening, the sublime event to which every adult person on
the planet must needs contribute.

ii. MEN AND MAN

When an attempt isto be made to cdl the Race Mind into being, al adult persons on the planet seek their
dlotted places near one or other of a number of great towers which are scattered throughout the
continents. After a preparatory phase, in which much telepathic intercourse occurs between individuds
and between the group minds of various orders which now begin to emerge, there comes a supreme
moment, when, if al goes well, every man and woman in the world-wide multitude of multitudes awakes,
asit were, to become the sngle Mind of the Race, possessing the million bodies of dl men and women as
aman's mind possesses the multitude of his body's cdlls.

Had you been privileged to watch from the summit of the great needle of masonry round which | and so
many others had gathered on that morning, you would have seen far below, at the foot of the twenty-mile
high architectural precipice, and dretching to the horizon in every direction, a featurdess grey plan,
goparently a desert. Had you then used a powerful fidd-glass, you would have discovered that the plan
was in fact minutdy stippled with microscopic dots of brown, separated by admog invisble traces of
green. Had you then availed yoursdlf of a much more powerful telescope, you would have found, with
amazement, that each of these brown dots was in fact a group of persons. The whole plain would have
been reveded as no mere desert, but a prodigious host of men and women, gathered into little companies
between which the green grass showed. The whole texture of the earth would have appeared dmost like
some vegetable tissue seen through the microscope, or the cdlular flesh of Leviathan. Within each cdll
you might have counted ninety-Sx granules, ninety-sx minute sub-cellular organs, in fact ninety-six faces
of men and women. Of these amdl marriage groups which are the basis of our society, | have spoken
elsawhere, and shdl say no more now. Suffice it that you would have found each dot to be not a face,
but a group of faces. Everywhere you would have seen faces turned towards the tower, and motionless
asgrains of sand. Yet this host was one of thousands such, scattered over dl the continents.

A dill more powerful telescope would have shown that we were dl sanding, each with a doffed
flying-suit hanging over an arm or shoulder. As you moved the telescope hither and thither you would
have discovered our great diversty. For though we are dl of one species, it is a species fa more varigble
even than your domestic dog; and our minds are no less diverse than our bodies. Nearly dl of us, you
would have noted, were unclad; but a few were covered with ther own velvet fur. The great mgority of
the Last Men, however, are hairless, their skins brown, or gold, or black, or grey, or striped, or mottled.
Though you would recognize our bodies as definitdy human, you would & the same time be Startled by
the diveraty of their forms, and by their manifold aberrations from what you regard as the true humaen
type. Y ou would notice in our faces and in the moulding of our limbs a strong suggestion of animd forms;
as though here a horse, there atiger, and there some ancient reptile, had been ingpired with a human mind
in such a manner that, though now definitdly man or woman, it remained reminiscent of its anima past.
You would be revolted by this animd character of ours. But we, who are so securdy human, need not



ghrink from being animd too. In you, humanity is precarious; and <o, in dread and in shame, you kill the
animd in you. And its daughter poisons you.

Y our wandering tel escope would have reveded us as one and dl in the late soring or full summer of life
Infants had been l&ft behind for the day in the automéatic creches; children were a large in ther own
houses; the youths and girls were living their wild romantic livesin the Land of the Y oung. And though the
average age of the host gathered below you was many thousands of years, not one of its members would
have appeared to you aged. Senility is unknown among us.

Regarding us in the mass, you would have found it hard to believe that each human atom beneath you
wasin redity a unique and highly developed person, who would judge the immature persondity of your
Own species as you judge your haf-human progenitors. Careful use of the telescope, however, would
have reveded the light of intense and unique consciousnessin every face. For every member of this great
host had his peculiar and subtle character, his rich memories, his loves and ams, and his specid
contribution to our incredibly complex society. Farmers and gardeners, engineers and architects, chemists
and sub-atomic physcigs, biologigts, psychologists and eugenigts, stood together with creetive artists of
many kinds, with astronomers, philosophers, historians, explorers of the past, teachers, professond
mothers, and many more whose work has no counterpart in your world. There would be aso, beside the
more permanent denizens of Neptune, a sprinkling of ethered navigators, whose vessals happened to be
on the home-planet, and even a few pioneers from the settlements on Uranus and Pluto. The ethered
navigators who ply between the planets are our only transport-workers. Passenger traffic on the
home-planet takes place entirdy in private air-boats or flying-auits. Freight travels automaicdly in
subterranean tubes, some of which, suitably refrigerated, take direct routes dmogt through the heart of
the planet. Industry and commerce, such as you know, have no representatives among us, for in our
world there is nothing like your industria system. Our industry has neither operatives nor magnates. In so
far as manufacture is a routine process, it is performed by machinery which needs no humean influence but
the pressing of a button. In so far asit involves innovation, it is the work of scientists and enginears. In so
far asit involves organization, it is controlled by the professona organizers. As for commerce, we have
no such thing, because we have no buying and no sdling. Both production and digtribution are regulated
by the organizers, working under the Supreme College of Unity. This isin no sense a governing body,
snce its work is purdy advisory; but owing to our constant telepathic intercourse, its recommendations
are dways sane, and dways persuasive. Consequently, though it has no powers of compulson, it is the
great co-ordinator of our whole commund life. In the crowd beneath you many members of this Supreme
College would be present; but nothing would distinguish them from members of the other and equdly
honourable professons.

If you had watched us for long enough, you would have noticed, after some hours of dillness a
shimmering change in the grey plain, a universa dirring, which occurred at the moment of the awakening
of the Racid Mind throughout the whole population of the planet. The telescope would have reveded
that dl the faces, formerly placid, were suddenly illuminated with an expresson of tense concentration
and triumph. For now at last each one of us was in the act of emerging into the higher sdf-hood, to find
himsdf the Sngle and dl-embracing mind of aworld.

At that moment, |, Man, perceived, not merdy the multitudinous severad perceptions of dl men and
women on the face of the planet, but the Sngle sgnificance of dl those perceptions. Through the feet of
dl individuds | grasped my planet, as a man may hold a bl in his hand. Possessing dl the memories of
al men and women, not merely as memory but as direct experience of the present. | perceived the whole
biography of my generation, nay, of my species, as you perceive a melody, in flux yet dl of it 'now'. |
perceived the planets whirling round the sun, and even the fixed stars cregping about the sky like insects.
But dso a will | perceived movements within the atoms, and counted the pulsations of light Waves. |
possessed dso dl the emotions and desires of dl men and women. | observed them inwardly, as a man



may introgpect his own ddighting and grieving; but 1 observed them dispassionately. | was present in the
loving of dl lovers, and the adventuring of dl who dare. | savoured dl victories and defeats, dl imaginings
and reasonings. But from dl these teeming experiences of my tiny members | held mysdf in detachment,
tuming my attention to a sphere remote from these, where 1, Man, experienced my own grave desires
and fears, and pursued my own high reasoning and contemplation of what it was that then occupied me,
the Mind of the Race, it isimpossible for me, the little individua who is now communicating with you, to
sy anything definite. For these experiences lie beyond the understanding of any individud. But this a
least may be said. Waking into this lofty experience, and looking down upon my individua members as a
men may regard the cdls of his flesh, | was impressed far more by my littleness than by my greatness.
For in rdaion to the whole of things | saw mysdf to be a very minute, smple, and hepless being,
doomed to swift destruction by the operation of a sdlar event whose meaning remained unintdligible to
me, even upon My new and lofty plan of understanding. But even the little individud who is now
communicating with you can remember that, when I, Man, faced this doom, | was in no manner
dismayed by it. | accepted it with exultation, as an evident beauty within the great beauty of the whole.
For my whole experience was transfused and glorified by the perception of that dl-embracing and
terrible beauty. Even on that loftier plane of my being | did but glimpse it; but wha | glimpsed |
contemplated with an indght and a rapture impossible in my lowlier mode of being.

Had you remained upon the tower until the following morning, you would have seen, shortly after sunrise,
the whole plain dir agan. We were preparing to go. Presently it would have seemed to you tha the
surface of the planet was detaching itsdf and rigng, like dust on a wind-swept road, or steam from hot
water, or like avdley cloud seen from a mountain-top, and visbly bailing upwards. Higher and higher it
would have risen toward you, presently to resolve itsdf even for the naked eye into a vast smoke of
individual men and women. Soon you would have seen them dl around you and above you, svimming in
the air with outspread arms, drding, soaring, darkening the sky. After a brief spdl of random and ecdtatic
flight, they would have been observed streaming away in dl directions to become a mere haze dong the
horizon. Looking down, you would now have seen that the grey plain had turned to green, fading in the
digtance into blues and purples.

The dispersd of the gatherings does not put an end to the racid experience. For an indefinite period of
months or years each individud, though he goes his own way, living his own life and fuifilling his specid
function in the community, remains none the less possessed by the race mind. Each perceives, thinks,
grives as an individud; but dso heis Man, percaiving racidly, and thinking in manners whally impossible
inthe humbler mode of being. As each cdl in a brain lives its own life, yet participates in the experience
of the whole brain, so we. But after awhile the great being deegps again.

After the awakening which | have just described the racid mentdity endured for many years, but one
class of individuds had perforce to refrain from any further participation in it, namey those who were to
engage upon exploration of the past. For this work it is necessary, for reasons which | shdl explain later,
to cut off dl telepathic communication with one's fellows, and consequently to leave the telepathic system
in which the Race Mind inheres. Yet it was expresdy to further our work that this particular awakening
had been ordained. It was to drengthen us for our adventures. For my part, as | hastened firs to my
home and thence through the upper ar in my flying-boat toward the Arctic, | fdt that | had been kindled
with an inextinguisheble flame and that though | must henceforth be exiled from the lofty experience of
the Race Mind, | had acquired a new fervour and darity of vison which would enable me to observe
your world with finer ingght than on my earlier vists.

iii. BIOGRAPHICAL NOTE

At this point it seems desirable to say afew words about mysdf, so that you may have some idea of the
kind of being who is communicating with you, and the angle from which he is regarding you.



| am at present twenty thousand years old according to your Terrestria reckoning, and therefore | am ill
in the soring-time of my life My parents were chosen for me. They had long been intimate with one
another, but the cdl to have a child arose from the knowledge that there was need of such abeing as they
together could produce. Recent improvements in man's powers of entering into past minds, together with
the new urgency for completing the exploration of the past before our own world should be destroyed,
hed increased the call for past-explorers. For such a career | was destined even before | was concelved;
and while | was 4ill in the womb, the eugenists were ill influendng me so as to give me novel powers.

During infancy | remained with my mother. Throughout my life | have retained a closer intimacy with her
then is common in my world; for with her tenderness and strange innocent ruthlessness she embodies for
me the very soirit of the past and the primitive. And these have enthralled me dways. Not that in your
eyes she would have seemed primitive; but underlying dl her reasonableness and sophigtication | detect
that savage temperament which, perhaps partly because of my own extreme sophidtication, | so enjoy in
others.

| spent my thousand years of childhood in the manner characteristic of my race. Moglly | lived in a
children's resdentid club. We managed it with more dash than efficdency; but in intervas between
domestic duties, games, quarrels and sentimentd attachments, we managed to lay the foundations of our
education. Even a this early stage my predispogition toward the primitive and the past was beginning to
wake. While others were making toy ether-ships and modd planetary systems, | was digging for fossls,
haunting museums, brooding on ancient folklore, and writing histories of imaginary past worlds. In dl my
recreations and in al my sudies this interest was ever apt to indnuae itsdf.

My second thousand years was spent, as is cusomary with us, in the reserved continent called the Land
of the Young. There our young people sow their wild oats by living as savages and barbarians. During
this phase they are ddfinitdy juvenile in dispogition. They appreciate only such barbarian virtues as were
admired even by the mogt primitive human species. They are capable of loydty, but only by an uneasy
and heroic victory over sdlf-regard. Ther loydties are never easeful, for they have not yet developed the
sdf-detachment of the adult. Further, they care only for the beauties of triumphant individud life The
supernd  beauties of the cosmos, which form the main preoccupation of grown men and women, are
hidden from these young things. Consequently our adult world lies very largdy beyond ther
comprehengon.

For some centuries | gave mysdf whally to a'Red Indian' life, becoming a master of the bow and arrow,
and a redly brilliant tracker. 1 remember too that | fdl in love with a dangerous young Amazon with
golden harr. My firg encounter with her was warlike. She escaped, but Ieft her javdin in my shoulder,
and her presence inmy heart. Long afterwards, when we were both in the adult world, | met her again.
She had by now entered upon her career, having been chosen as one of our professona mothers. Later
dill, she volunteered to submit to a very dangerous maternity experiment, and was so shattered by it, that
the eugenigts had findly to put her to death.

| had not been many centuriesin the Land of the Y oung before my master passion began to assert itsdf. |
set about collecting materid for a complete history of that juvenile world. For thisend | sampled every
kind of lifein every corner of the continent. | so sharpened my perception, or so | persuaded mysdf, by
inimacy with many resplendent young women. But long before | had completed my higtory, the work
began to be interrupted by vists to the adult world.

Thereisaparty inthe Land of the Young who preach that the juvenile world is happier and nobler than
the world of the adults. They send missonaries among those whom they know to be turning from the
primitive, and seek to persuade them to join a smdl and pathetic band caled the Old Y oung, who dect
to remain in the Land of the Young for ever. These poor arrested beings become the guardians of



tradition and mordity among the nations of the Y oung. Like the village idiat, they are despised even while
a the same time their sayings are supposed to be pregnant with mysterious truth. | mysdf, with my taste
for the past and the primitive, was persuaded to take the vow of this order. But when | was introduced to
one of these bright old things, | was s0 depressed that | recanted. It came as a reveation to me that my
task was not actudly to become primitive, but to study the primitive. It was borne in on me that even the
past and the primitive can be understood and loved better by the full-grown mind than by the primitive
itdf.

During their last century in the Land of the Y oung our boys and girls normdly develop beyond the larvd
dage very rapidly, though not without severe mental agony. For during this period the mind is in bitter
confflict with itsdf. It dings to the primitive, but is at the same time nauseated; it yearns toward the mature,
but is a the same time fearful and reluctant. This profound metamorphosis of body and mind continues
for some centuries even after the young person has entered the adult world. The smple mde or femde
sexud characters specidize themsaves into one or other of the ninety-six sub-sexes. Intdligence soars
into a new order of proficiency. New centres of the brain integrate the nervous system so perfectly that
henceforth behaviour will be, without exception, and without serious struggle, rationd; or, as you would
say, mord. At the same time the faculty of telepathic communication appears; and, through the cumuletive
effect of condant telepathic intercourse, the mind comes into such exact understanding and vivid
sympathy with other minds, that the diversity of dl serves but to enhance the menta richness of each.

Thisradica change of nature, which raises the individud in afew centuries to a new plane of experience,
was for me the more torturing because of my innate hunger for the primitive. This same characteristic
meade it difficult for me to reconcile mysdf to the highly complex adult sexud life of my species, which is
based on the marriage group of the ninety-ax sub-sexes. My group formed itsdf with unusud difficulty;
but, once congtituted, it was maintained without undue emphasis. Only once in a century or O are we
moved to come together, and live together, and love together; and then only for about a year. During
these periods we take ddicate joy in one another, and in oursalves. And though we remain self-conscious
individuds, a Sngle group-saf emergesin us. We spend much of our time rapt in the perceptions and
thoughts which are possible only to the minds of the sexud groups, brooding especidly on the subtleties
of persondity and super-personality, and preparing the ground for the recurrent phases of that far more
complex mode of consciousness, the Mind of the Race. Apart from these occasond periods of
group-mentdity, each of us lives an independent life and is only obscurdy conscious of his
group-membership. Nevertheless, much as, after svimming, a freshness may vagudly cheer the body for
the rest of the day, or after sunbathing a tingling bestitude, so for each of us participation in the group
affords an enhanced vitdity which may endure for many decades.

When | had settled into my sexud group, | was about three thousand years old. My body had attained
thet youthful maturity which with us is perennid, and my mind had shed dl the fallies of the Land of the
Y oung. | was apprenticed to work which was perfectly suited to my nature. It was exacting work, for the
nove powers with which | was endowed were as yet imperfectly understood. But my working hours
would have seemed ridiculoudy short even in your most ardent trade-unionigts. Only for a few years in
every century was my mind actudly absent from the contemporary world. Only for a decade or two
would | devote my mornings to formulating the results of my research. Though inevitebly the past, and my
sudy of the past, would be nearly dways in my thoughts, the great bulk of my time was occupied with
other activities. For decade after decade | would merdy watch the manifold operations of our great
community, wandering into dl countries, seeking intimacy with dl sorts of persons, peering through
microscopes and astronomica ingtruments, watching the birth of inventions in other minds, studying the
eugenigts plans for new generations, or the latest improvements in ethereal navigation. Much of my time
was spent in ether-ships, much in the Uranian colonies, much in the interior of the mine-honeycombed
Pluto. Sometimes | would go as a guest into the Land of the Y oung to spend yearsin comparing our own
young things with the primitive races of the past. Occasiondly | have been chiefly concerned for a decade



a atime with the appreciation or practice of some cregtive art, mogt often with our supreme art, which |
mug rdluctantly cdl ‘telepathic verse. Somewhat as auditory verse uses sound, this most subtle of dl arts
uses our direct sengtivity to ethered vibrations for the evocation of rhythms and patterns of sensory
images and ideas. Sometimes, on the other hand, | have been absorbed in some specid problem of
natura science, and have done little but follow the experiments of scientific workers. Much of my time, of
course, has been given to cosmology, and much to metaphysics, for in my world these subjects compel
the attention of every man and woman. Sometimes for ayear or so | would do little but rebuild my house
or cultivate my garden; or | would become whally absorbed in the invention or congtruction of some toy
for a child friend. Sometimes my main preoccupation for severd years has been intimacy with some
womean, of my own nation or another. It must be confessed that | am more disposed to this kind of
refreshment than most of my fdlows. But | do not regret it. In these many brief lyricad matings of body
and mind | seem to experiencein avery specid manner that which unites the devel oped and the primitive.
Now and then, like most of my fdlows, | spend a decade or so in londy wandering, giving mysdf wholly
to the sensuous and indinctive life. It was on one of these occasions thet | first met the tranducent woman
whom | have cdled Panther. Many have | loved; but with her, whom | meet only in the wilderness, | have
avery specid rdation. For whereas my spirit turns ever to the past, hers turns to the future, and each
without the other is an empty thing.

Thisgreet freedom and variety of life, and this preponderance of leisure over work, are characteristic of
my world. The engineer, the chemis, even the agriculturist and the ethered navigator, spend less time a
their own specid tasks than in watching the lives of others. Indeed it is only by means of this system of
mutual observation, augmented by our congtant telepathic intercourse, that we can preserve tha
undergtanding of one another which is the life-blood of our community. In your world this perfect accord
of minds is impossible. Yet your differences of racid temperament and of acquired bias are as nothing
beside the vast diversty of innate disposition which is at once our constant danger and our chief strength.

From the time when | had reached full maturity of mind, and had become expert in my specid cdling, up
to my present age of twenty thousand Y ears, my life has been even, though eventful. | have of course had
my difficulties and anxieties, my griefs and my triumphs. | lost my two closest friends in an ether-ship
disaster. Another friend, younger than mysdf, has developed in such a strange manner that, though | do
my best to understand him telepathicaly, | cannot but fed that he is serioudy abnormal, and will sooner
or later ether come to grief or achieve some nove splendour. This has been my most serious anxiety

gpart from my work.

Work has been by far the mogt important factor in my life Peculiarly gifted by inheritance, | have
co-operated with the equaly gifted fellow-workers of my generation to raise the art of past exploration to
anew range of power. My novitiate was spent in sudying one of the earlier Neptunian cvilizations. Since
then | have acquired considerable first-hand knowledge of every one of the eighteen human species. In
addition | have specidized in some detal on the Venetian Hying Men and the Last Terrestrids. But the
great bulk of my work has been done among the First Men, and upon the particular criss which you can
present.

Apart from the exigencies of my work, two events have produced profound changes in my life but they
were events of public rather than private Sgnificance, and have affected the whole race with equd
urgency. One was the firgt occason on which we awakened into the racid mentdity. The other was the
discovery of the Mad Star, and of the doom of our world. For dl of us these two great happenings have
changed a life of serendly victorious enterprise into something more mysterious, more pregnant, and more

tragic.
2 EXPLORING THE PAST

i. THE PORTAL TO THE PAST
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vi. IN THE STREETS OF LONDON

I. THE PORTAL TO THE PAST

IT was with an overwheming sense of the mystery and formidable beauty of existence that | hastened,
after the racid awakening, toward that Arctic settlement which we cdl the Portd to the Past. Traveling
now by flying-boat, | soon reached the icefidds, and by noon the greet towers which marked my
dedtination stood like brigtles on the horizon. Already | encountered many other boats and boatless
flyers, bound for the same god. Presently | arrived, docked my little vessel in her appointed garage, and
entered the greast white gate of the particular tower which concerned me. Greding some of my
colleagues, | passed through the entrance hdl and stepped into one of the many lifts. In a fev moments |
had sunk a thousand feet below the ground. | then proceeded dong a lofty and well-lit passage, in the
wals of which were doors, a intervals of a hundred yards. One of these | opened. Within was a
comfortable room, in which were chairs, atable, cupboards, and a bed. At the far side of the room was
awindow, opening from calling to ground, and beyond it a ddightful sunny garden. How could this be,
you wonder, athousand feet below ground? Had you walked out into the garden, you would have seen
that in the luminous blue celing there blazed an atificid sun, and you would have fdt a refreshing breeze,
which issued from among the bushes.

Behind every one of the doors in the many underground passages you would have found smilar rooms
and gardens, varying only in detail according to the tastes of ther occupiers. Such are the apartments
where we explorers of the past undertake our srange adventures. You ask, why in the Arctic, why
underground? Our work demands that the mind shdl be isolated from the contemporary humen world;
oy in a remote land, and beneath its surface, can we escape the teepathic influence of the
world-population. Our telepathic intercourse is based on the transmisson and reception of ethered
vibrations from brain to brain.

Normaly our powers of reception are kept under strict control, so that we receive messages only when
wewill. But, in the peculiar trance which is our medium for exploring the past, this contral fals, so that,
unless the explorer isisolated, hismind is lashed like a pond in which torrentid rain isfaling.

When | had entered my room and shut my door, | went out into my garden and walked up and down for
awhile, preparing my mind for its adventure. | then brought out from the room a drawer full of rolls of
microscopicaly figured tape, which in my world take the place of books. In norma circumstances these
litle rolls work by sysematicdly interrupting the radiation of a specid ingrument. This radiation
penetrates the brain of the' reader’, and is interpreted telepathicaly by the telepathic organ of his brain.
But snce in the catacombs no radiation other than the norma solar wave-lengths is permitted, we
explorers have to learn actudly to read the ralls, with the aid of a microscope.

| now spent many hours lying on the turf in the sunshine, reading about the epoch which | was to vigt.
After a while | re-entered the room and pressed a button in the wall. A tray appeared, bearing an
aopetizing med. When | had finished this, and dismissed the tray, | returned to the garden and my
dudies. For a period equivdent to about ten days | lived in this manner, studying, meditating, esting
occasiondly, but deeping not a dl. Sometimes | would break off my sudies to tend my garden.
Frequently | would swim about in the pond among the bushes. But for the most part | merdy browsed on
my books or on my own records of the past. Toward the end of this period of preparation, | grew
desperately deepy. To keep mysdf awake, | had to wak up and down more and more, and my dipsin
the pond became more frequent. It was dmogt time to be gone. | drew my little bed out into the garden
and made it ready to receive me. | pressed another button, which would make day dowly become night.



| took afind dip and afind walk, then staggered to my bed and lay down in the twilight.

But even yet | must not deep. Instead, | concentrated my attention on the recurrent rise and fdl of my
own breathing, and on the nature of time. This process | had to maintain for about thirty hours, without
food or deep or any respite. Toward the end of this period, had you seen me, you would have said thet |
was a lagt fdling adeep, and findly you would have declared me to be in a very profound dumber. And
soin amanner | was, save that a angle organ in my brain, usudly dormant, was now intensvey active,
and preparing to take possession of my whole body as soon as my brain should have been refreshed by
its deep deep. After a couple of days of unconsciousness | did indeed wake, but not to the familiar
surroundings.

For months, even years or decades, my body might now reman inert upon its bed, save for periodic
rigngs to perform its naturd functions of eeting, drinking and excretion. Frequently aso it would walk for
hours a atimein the garden or bathe in the pond. But these activities would be carried out in complete
abgtraction, and had anyone spoken to me at these times, | should have been unaware. For the higher
centres of my brain were wholly possessed by the past. To anyone watching me during these routine
activities, | should have appeared as a deep-waker. At these times, no less than during the long periods
of quiescence on my bed, the observer would have seen that my face, and sometimes my whole body,
was congtantly influenced by emation and thought. For during the whole trance, of course, my brain
would be experiencing sequences of events in the remote past, and my whole body would respond to
these experiences with my norma emotiond reactions. Thus to the observer | should appear to be adeep
and dreaming, save that my expressons would be far more definite and systemdic than those of a
dreamer.

Here | will mention one point of philosophica interest. The duration of the trance has no relation to the
duration of the past events observed. Thus | might liein my comfortable prison for a year, and in that time
| might observe many years of past events, or many thousands of Y ears, or even the whole span of man's
higory. The length of the trance depends only on the complexity of the matter observed. | might for
ingance spend a year in observing an immense number of amultaneous events which took only a few
minutes to occur. Or | might cover the whole life of one individud in far more detail than was afforded by
his own consciousness of his life story. Or | might sweep through whole epochs, tracing out only some
one ample thread of change. In fact the length of the trance depends smply on the brain's capacity to
assmilae, not upon the actud duration of the events observed.

When as much maerid has been gathered as can be conveniently grasped, the explorer gradudly
withdraws his attention from the past. He then sinks into an undisturbed deep which may last for severd
weeks. During this phase his body shows none of that ceasdess emotiond expresson which is
characterigtic of the main trance. It lies inert, as though stunned. Findly the explorer's attention begins to
concentrate itsdf again, and to revert once more to his own body and its surroundings. He wakes, and
liesfor awhile passvely accepting the new visud impressions. He then lives in his gpartments for months
or years recording his experiences in rough notes, to be organized at a later date. Sometimes, when this
process is finished, he chooses to return at once, without respite, to the past for further data. Sometimes
he leaves his room to confer with other workers. Sometimes he decides to drop his work and return to
the contemporary world for refreshment.

Ii. DIFFICULTIES AND DANGERS

How it comes that at the moment of the onset of the trance the explorer is freed from the limitations of his
own date and place | cannot tdl you. Sufficeit that the process involves both a specid organ in the brain
and a specid technique, which has to be learned through a long apprenticeship. In that moment of
awakening the worker has seemingly a confused experience of dl the great successve epochd phases of



the human spirit, up to his own date. But as the content of that supreme moment amost wholly escapes
his memory as soon as it is pagt, it is impossble to say anything definite about it. He seems, indeed, to
seein aflash, as though from another dimengon of time, the whole historicd order of events. Of course,
he sees them only schematicdly. Ther vast complexity of detall cannot be grasped in an instantaneous
view. What he experiences can only be described (unintdligibly | fear) as a summation of dl hagppening,
of dl physca, mentd and spiritud flux. Oneis tempted to say dso that he is aware of the human aspect
of thisflux as a vast dumber of the spirit, punctuated with moments of weatchfulness, a vast stagnation
troubled here and there with tremors of tense activity. Though dl this is seen in an indant, it does not
appear atic, but dive with red passage and change.

This sublime moment must not be permitted to endure, for it islethd. Immediately the explorer must begin
to sdect tha part of the higoricd order which he desires to study. To do this he must adopt the
fundamentd atitude of mind, or temperamenta flavour, which he knows to be digtinctive of the desired
period. This process demands very great kill, and involves a host of uncouth and nerve-racking
experiences. As soon as he begins to succeed in assuming the gppropriate mentd attitude, dl the periods
save that which he has chosen fade out of his consciousness, and the chosen period becomes increesingly
detailed. He has then to specidize his mentd atitude dill further, so as to sdect a particular phase or
group-culture within his period. And this specidization he may carry further again, till he has brought
himsdf into the mind of some particular individud a a particular moment. Having once gained a foating in
the individuad mind, he can henceforth follow dl its experiences from within; or, if he prefers, he can
remain in one moment of that mind, and study its microscopic detail.

Such is the essence of our method. First we have to atain the momentary glimpse of eternity, or, more
precisdy, to take up for one ingant the point of view of eternity. Then by imagination and sympathy we
have to re-enter the stream of time by assuming the fundamenta form of the minds or the mind that we
wigh to observe. In this process we have to work by means of a very delicate 'sdectivity’, not whally
unlike that physica sdectivity which you exercise when you pick up ethered messages on a particular
wavdength. But this process of picking up past minds is far more ddlicate, snce the sysem of basic
mentd patterns is very much more complex than the one-dimensiond series of wave-frequencies.

When our ancestors firg acquired the power of ‘entering into the point of view of eternity’ they suffered
many disasters through ignorance of its principles. Very many of the earliest explorers succumbed smply
by faling to keep their bodies dive during the trance. Their deep turned into death. Others fdl into such
vident convulgons that they damaged themsdves irreparably, and were medfully killed by the
superintendents. In other cases the normd trance lasted indefinitdy, the body remaning dive but
unrespongve for millions of years. A section of the catacombs was until recently filled with these persons,
who were |ooked after by the attendants in the hope that some day they might wake. But a few thousand
years ago it was decided to do away with some, and use others for experimenta purposes.

Of the early explorers who successfully emerged from ‘the point of view of eternity’ into some past
epoch, many returned insane. Others, though sane when they woke, kept faling into the trance again and
agan. Others were so embittered by ther experiences tha they became plague-spots in the community,
and had to be requested to stop their hearts. Of these, some few refused, and remained at large, doing O
much damage that findly they were put to death. One or two of the pioneers, and one or two of my
contemporaries aso, have returned from the trance with a peculiar kind of insanity, which suggested that
they had actudly found their way into the future, and that they dill regarded our contemporary world as
an episode in the remote past. Unfortunately they could give no account of their experiences; but in one
of the earliest cases the recorded ravings seem to refer to the Mad Star, which did not earn its name urtil
long afterwards.

In the early stages of the work few persons were engaged on it, and dl that they could do was to collect



random incidents from the very recent past. Gradualy, however, the technique was greaily improved. It
became possible to inspect dmogt any sequence of events in the history of our own species. This could
only be done because the basc mentd patterns of dl the races of our own species had aready been
farly wel worked out by our psychologists and higtorians. Later, however, the psychologists began to
fomulate a vast theoreticd sysem of possble basc mentd patterns, and after some barren
expaimenting the explorers findly learned to assume certain of these patterns in the trance. The result
was gartling. Not only did they, as was expected, gain access to many primitive cultures upon Neptune,
but dso they began to find themselves sometimes in dien worlds, gpparently much smdler than their
familiar planet. The proportions of common things were dl atered. The seas rose into great waves, the
lands were often buckled into huge mountain ranges. The native organisms, though unfortified by artificid
atoms, were able to atain great 9ze and yet remain dender and agile. And these facts were observed
through the medium of human types the existence of which had never been guessed. The very planets
which these races inhabited could not be identified. No wonder, since dl traces of Earth and Venus had
long ago been wiped out by the solar callison that had driven man to Neptune.

Thisdiscovery of Past worlds Was even more exciting to us then the discovery of America to your own
ancestors,; for it entailed incidentaly the overthrow of a well-grounded theory, which traced the evolution
of the human race to a primitive Neptunian organism. Interest in the exploration of the past now gregtly
increased. The technique was devel oped far beyond the dreams of the early explorers. Little by little the
outline of man's whole history on Earth and Venus Was plotted, and tract after tract of it was elaborated
insome detall.

In observing these extinct species, the explorers found traces of experience very different from their own.
Although, of course, the basic mentd pattern or temperamenta ground-plan was in every case one which
the explorer himsdf had been able to conceive, and even in a manner assume, in order to make contact
with these primitive beings at dl, yet when the contact had been made, he seemed to enter into a new
mentd world. For ingance, he had to ded with minds whose sensory powers were much more limited
then his own. Looking through those Primitive eyes, he saw things in much less detall than through his
own eyes, so that, though he observed everything with dl the precison tha his host's crude vison could
afford, yet everything seemed to him blurred, and out of focus. The colours of objects, too, were diluted
and amplified; for severd colours familiar to us are hidden from more primitive eyes. Consequently the
world as seen through those eyes appears to us at fird strangely drab, amost monochrométic, as though
the observer himsdf had become partidly colour-blind. The other senses dso are impoverished. For
indance, dl touched shapes and textures seem curioudy vague and muffled. The sensations of sexud
intercourse, too, which with us are richly variegated and expressve, are reduced in the primitive to a
nauseeting sameness and formlessness. It isimpossible for you to redize the jarring, maddening effects of
this coarseness and emptiness of dl the sensory fidds, especidly to the inexperienced explorer, who has
not yet learned to submit his spirit generoudy to the primitive.

In the sphere of thought, we find dl the primitive species of man, however different from one another,
equaly remote from oursalves. Even the most advanced members of the most advanced primitive species
inhabit worlds of thought which to us seem naive and grotesque. The explorer finds himsdf condemned to
cramp the wings of his mind within the caging of some gimecrack theory or myth, which, if he willed, he
could eesly shatter. Even in those rare cases in which the ground-plan of some edifice of primitive
thought happens to be true to the Implest basic facts of the cosmas, as in your own theory of rdativity,
the superstructure which it ought to support is wholly absent. The explorer thus has the impression that
the cosmos, with himsdf init, has been flattened into a two-dimensionad map.

In the sphere of desire the explorer has to ded with very unfamiliar and very jarring kinds of experience.
Indl human species, of course, the most fundamental anima desires are much the same, the desires for
sdfety, food, a mate, and companionship; but the kind of food, the kind of companionship, and so on,



which the primitive human mind seeks, are often very foreign and distasteful to us. Take the case of food.
Of course the explorer's body, lying in the catacombs on Neptune, does nat, if perchance he is inhabiting
some primitive glutton of the past, suffer dyspepsia; save occasondly, through the influence of
suggestion. But none the less he may experience acute distress, for his brain is forced to accept sensory
complexes of overeating which in normd life would disgust him. And they disgust him now. Even when
overeating does not occur, the food percepts are often repulsve to our centres of taste and odour. In the
meatter of persond beauty, too, the explorer is a firs repelled by the grotesque caricature of humeanity
which among primitive species passes for perfection, much as you yoursaves may be repelled by the
too-human animdity of apes. Often, when he is fallowing the growth of some primitive love-sentiment in
your epoch, he is nauseated by the adored object, and by the intimecy in which he is rductantly
entangled. It ismuch as though a part of the mind were to waich the other part entrapped into romantic
adoration of a femde ape; as if with infinite disgust one were to find himsdf pressng againg those hary
thighs. But indeed in this matter, asin others, Snce it is not mere animdity that disgudts, but the falure to
be human, the explorer is far more outraged than if he were compelled to cohabit with an ape. With
familiarity, however, these repulsions can be surmounted. Just as your disgust of the ape's gpproximation
to the human is a weakness in you, due to lack of vison and sympathy, so our tendency to a disgust of
your own crude approximation to the human is a weakness in us, which we have to learn to transform
into a reverent, though often ironica, sympathy. Just as the surgeon may become accustomed to deving
among viscera, and may even find beauty in them, so the explorer may and mugt accustom himsdf to dl
these primitive forms, and find beauty in them too. Of course the beauty which he discoversin the adored
yet repulsive ape-woman is never Imply identica with the beauty which delights the adoring ape-man;
for it is a beauty which indudes within itsdf both that which ddights the primitive and that which disgusts
the devel oped mind.

To dl the preoccupations then, and to dl the ways of life, and dl the ideds, of the early races, the
explorer mugt react with that ddlight which triumphs over contempt and disgust. Of course there is very
much in this sphere which he can whole-heartedly enjoy, snce much in primitive life is the unspoiled
behaviour of the animd, and much dso improves upon the animd. But a avery early stage primitive man
begins to torture his own nature into grotesque forms, inadvertently or by intent; much as, inadvertently,
he tortures his domestic animas, and by intent he turns his pets into freaks and caricatures. This violation
of his own nature increases as he gans power, and reaches its height in primitive industrid communities
such as your own. In such phases the individud body and spirit become more and more distorted,
impoverished, noisome. The early explorer, sudying these phases, was hard put to it to prevent his
overwhdming indignation and nausea from spailing his study. He had, of course, to observe it dl as
though it were happening to himsdf, since he observed it through the suffering minds of its victims. And
30 he was dmogt in the position of a Sck doctor, whose spirit must triumph by ddighting in the study of
hisown disease.

Grotesgue sentiments such as the lust of business success or economic power of any kind, and indeed
evey purdy sdf-regarding passion, from that of the socid climber to that of the salvation-seeking ascetic,
are experienced by the explorer with something of that shame which the child, emerging into adolescence,
may fed toward the dill-dinging fascination of his outgrown toys, or with such disgust as the youth may
fed when he wakes from some unworthy sexud infatuation. But this shame and disgust the explorer must
learn to transcend as the surgeon the disgust of blood. Even the passions of hate and gratuitous crudty,
S0 widespread in your own and dl other primitive species, he must learn to accept with sympathy, in spite
of his spontaneous revulson from them and his well-justified mora condemnation of them.

One gresat difference between ourselves and most primitive minds is that, while in us dl motives are fully
conscious, fully open to introspection, in them scarcely any of ther more complex motives are ever
brought fully to light. Thus when the explorer isfalowing some train of action in a primitive mind, he very
often observes an immense discrepancy between the mind's own view of its motives and the red motives



which he himsdf sees to be in fact the source of the activity. To experience dl the dally and hourly
perverdties of a lifelong complex, to experience them not merely through dinica observation but in the
mog intimate manner, puts him to an extremdy severe drain. At every turn his own mind is wrenched by
the conflict in the mind that he is observing. And in him the conflict is whally conscious and shattering.
Not afew of our early observers became infected by the disorder which they had been studying, so that
when they returned to ther native world they could no longer behave with perfect sanity, and had to be
destroyed.

To sum up, then, the earlier explorers were often desperately fatigued by the monotony of primitive
exigence and the sameness of primitive minds, and aso they fel into disgust, an agony of disgudt, with the
crudity, insengtivity and faly of the primitive. From the one point of view it might be sad tha the
Neptunian found himsdf condemned to gft the dmogt identicd sand-grains of a desert, and even to
record the minute ditinctive features of each grain. From the other point of view, it was as though he had
been banished from the adult world to the nursery or the jungle, and was actudly imprisoned in the mind
of babe or beast. For, once settled in the mind which he has chosen to study, the explorer is indeed a
captive until Sudy calls hm elsewhere. Though he thinks his own thoughts, he perceives only what the
other perceives, and is forced to endure every least sensation, thought, desire and emation of the other,
be it never so band. Like one who feds within his own mind the beginnings of some mania or obsesson
which, though he recognizes that it is irrationd or base, he cannot control, so the explorer is doomed to
experience sympaheticdly dl his subject's thinking and desiring, even while he is nauseated by it. No
wonder, then, that many early explorers were tortured by disgust or ennui.

Long before my time, most of these dangers and irks of exploration had been greetly reduced. One
serious trouble, however, remains, and has even increased. A greet amy of workers was of course bred
with specia aptitudes for supra-temporal experience, and with specia ingght into the primitive types of
mind. These new workers were given aso a specid enthusasm and sympathy in respect of the past; and
herein lay thar danger. In my day every member of the race has something of this enthusasm and
sympathy; and we explorers have them in an extreme degree. So enthraling do we find the past, evenin
dl its monotony and squalor, that many have succumbed to its spdl, and logt dl footing in the present
world. Rapt in some great movement of history, or in some individud life-story, the explorer may lose,
little by little, dl memory of the future world of which he is a native, may in fact cease to be a future mind
ingpecting a past mind, and become instead a mere undertone or freskish propendty in the past mind
itsdf, or in many Past minds. In time even this may vanish, so that the explorer becomes identicad with the
explored. If this occurs, his own body, stuated in the future and in Neptune, gradudly disintegrates and
dies.

Certain other troubles hamper even the mogt modern explorers, in spite of improved technique. The
method by which we enter a past epoch is, as | have said, this process of shgping our minds to the basic
pattern or ground tone of the epoch to be studied. But when the explorer desires to enter a particular
individud, he mugt try to assume the complex form or temperament which is distinctive of that individud,
or ese he mug seize on one unique desire or thought, which he supposes to be peculiar to that individud
a acertain date of hislife. Now this process of mentd infection or association does not necessarily work
inhisfavour. Often, when he is trying to establish himsdf in some mind, or even when he has long been
established, some chance association in his own thought-process may suddenly snatch him away from the
object of his sudy and fling him into some other mind. Sometimes this other is a contemporary of the
recent object of sudy; but often it is a mind in some different epoch or world. When this happens, not
only is the sudy broken short, but dso the explorer may be very serioudy damaged. His brain, on
Neptune, suffers such afundamental and rapid readjustment thet it is grievoudy jarred and strained, and
may never recover. Even if he does not actudly succumb, he may have to take a long holiday for
recuperation. Fortunately, however, it is only the more extravagant didocations that are redly dangerous.
Occasond jolts into minds of the same basc pattern as the origind object of sudy are more



exagperating than harmful.

Often when the explorer is resdent in a particular individud he encounters through that individud's
perception another individua, who, he thinks, would repay immediate sudy. He has then to observe this
other carefully through the perceptions of the firdt, so as to discover, if possible, some entry into his mind.
This may be very difficult, snce one primitive mind's awareness of another is often so erroneous and
biased that the perceptions which would make for true understanding of the other fall to occur. Moreover
there is dways the danger that, when the explorer atempits this ‘change of mounts he may fdl between
them, and be flung vidlently once more into his netive location intime and space. Or again, he may at the
critical moment be snatched by some chance association into some other epoch or world. Such accidents
are of course very damaging, and may prove fad.

Here | may mention that some minds, scattered up and down the ages, defeat dl attempts to enter them.
They are very rare, only one in millions of millions; but they are such as we should most desire to enter.
Each one of these rare beings has caused the ruin of a great company of our most able explorers. They
mug be in some vita respect dien to us, 0 that we cannot assume their nature accurately enough to
enter them. Possibly they are themsalves subject to an influence future even to us. Possbly they are
possessed and subtly transformed by minds native to some world in a remote sdlar system. Possibly,
even, they are under the direct influence of the cosmica mind, which, we hope, will awaken in the most
remote of dl futures.

Explorers of the past incur one other danger which | may mention. Sometimes the past individud under
observation dies suddenly, before the explorer can foresee the death, and free himsdf. In many cases, of
course, he knows the date at which the other's death will occur, and can therefore, having prepared
himsdf for a normd departure, observe the course of events right up to the moment of death, and yet
escape before it is too late. But sometimes, especidly in pioneering in some unexplored region of higtory,
the explorer is as ignorant of the immediate future as the observed mind itsdlf.. In such cases a dagger, a
bullet, a flash of lightning, even an unforeseen heart-failure, may fling him back to his own world with a
shattering jerk, which may irreparably damage his brain, or even kill him outright. Many of the early
observers of your recent European War were caught in this manner. Resident in the mind of some soldier
in action, the observer himsdf was annihilated by the shdll that destroyed the observed. If burid were one
of our practices, we, like you, might have our war graves of 1914 to 1918, though they would not have
been dug till two thousand million years later. Nor would they be decorated by nationd emblems. Nor
would they bear the cross.

iii. INFLUENCING PAST MINDS

Our power of taking effect on past mindsis much more restricted than our power of passvely observing
their processes. It is dso a much more recent acquisition. To you it seems impossble; for future events,
you suppose, have no being whatever until their predecessors have aready ceased to exidt. | can only
repeat that, though future events have indeed no tempora being until their predecessors have ceased to
exig with tempord being, al events have dso eternal being. This does not mean that time is unredl, but
that evanescence is not the whole truth about the passng of events. Now some minds, such as ours,
which are to some extent capable of taking up the point of view of eternity, and of experiencing the
eternd aspects of past events in other minds, can dso to some extent contribute to the experience of
those mindsin the past. Thuswhen | am observing your mental processes, my activity of observing is, in
one sense, located in the past. Althoughit is carried out from the point of view of my own experience in
the future, it enters the past through the eternal sde of past events in your minds. When | act upon your
minds, as for ingance in inculcating thoughts and imagesin the writer of this book, that activity of mineis
located in your age. Yet it is done, so to speak, from my purchase in the future, and with dl my
Neptunian experience in view.



From this rare but important action of the future on the past it follows that past events, which themselves
cause future events, are in part the product of future events. This may seem unintdligible. But in fact there
isno more mystery in it than in the reciproca interaction of two minds that know one another. The one,
which owes its form partly to the other, isitsdf one factor determining the other's form.

As| sad before, the only way in which we can influence a past mind is by suggesting in that mind some
idea or desire, or other mentd event, which isintdligible to amind of that particular order, and is capable
of being formulated in terms of its own experience. Some minds are much more receptive than others.
The great mgjority are whally impervious to our influence; and, even among those who are not insengtive,
vay may are so drictly dominated by ther own desires and prgjudices that any thought or vauation
which we consider worth suggesting to them is a once violently rejected.

There are many complications and difficultiesin this strange work. In the firgt place we may chance to do
serious damage to the past mind by unwise influence, for instance by presenting it with ideas which are
too disturbing to its nature. For though some ideas are so foreign to a mind that they are smply rejected,
others, though dien to the superficd part of its nature, may be incendiary to the submerged part, as
gparks fdling upon tinder. Thus an idea which to the explorer seems gtraightforward and harmless may
produce in the past mind a sdf-discrepant experience both of reveation and of horror; and the resulting
conflict throughout the mind may lead to catastrophe. Or the idea may so captivate and exdt the
unfortunate person that he loses dl sense of proportion, is ingigated to some fantastic course of action,
and findly comes into serious collison with his society.

Ancther difficulty lies in the fact that our influence is not aways voluntary. Thoughts and desires of our
own, which we have no intention of transmitting, may sometimes find ther way into the mind under
observation; and ther effect may be disastrous. For ingance, a sudden surge of contempt or indignation
on the part of an inexperienced explorer, when he observes his 'host’ commit some egregious fally or
meanness, may flood a hitheto complacent mind with bewildering sdlf-contempt. And this nove
experience, coming thus without preparation, may shatter the whole flimsy structure of the mind by
dediroying its carapace of self-pride. Or again, the explorer's own clear-eyed and ecstetic view of the
cosmos, as both tragic and worshipful, may sear the optimigtic faith of a primitive religious mind, without
being able to raise it to the loftier worship.

Our influence, then, upon the past is a very much more precarious and restricted power than our
past-exploration. All that we can do is to offer to a very amdl minority of minds some vague hint of a
truth or of a beauty which would otherwise be missed, or some specid precept, or semind ides, rdevant
to the mind's particular circumstances. This may be done ether by a congtant 'tilting' of the mind in a
certain generd direction, or, much more rarely, by occasona impregnation of the mind with some precise
idea or vaudtion. In very exceptiond cases, which humber no more than one in many thousands of
millions we can subject the individud to a congtant siream of detailed suggestion which he himsdf can
embody in a more or less fathful report. But here we find ourselves on the horns of a dilemma To
undergo this detailed suggestion, the individua must be extremely receptive; but in the main those that are
extremdy receptive lack origindity, so that, in spite of their detailed receptivity, they ether entirdy miss
the true spirit of the communication, or fal to embody it in a manner capable of dirring their fdlows. On
the other hand the highly origind minds, even when they are dso very receptive, tend ddiberatdy to
ignore the detall of the suggestion. Thus they produce works which, though true to the spirit of the
suggestion, are embodied in manners expressive of ther own genius.

iv. HOVERING OVER TIME

| must now give you a more precise idea of the strange experiences which befal the explorer when he is
trying to get a footing in some particular moment of some particular past mind. Each explorer has his own



technique, and each adventure its own vicisstudes, but | shdl tdl smply of my own approach to your
world and epoch on that occasion which | have dready begun to describe.

Emerging presently from that ineffable moment in which | participated in the eternd view, | was a the
outset conscious of a vague restlessness, a mogt poignant yet indefinite yearning, and aong with this a
viodlent and confused agitation of dl my senses. Even though this was not my fird excurson into these
redms, | was overwhdmed with the pathos of man's ever-unsatisfied and blindly fumbling desire, and
equaly by the tyranny of hisrare joys and the torture of his distresses. At the outset this yearning and this
sensory tumult were, so to speak, dl that there was of me but with an effort | woke to something more
precise. | held the obscure thing away from me, and looked at it calmly. As | did so, it developed under
my very eyes, the eyes of my mind, into a surge of specific primitive cravings and passions, which, though
| lived them as my own, | adso regarded, as it were, from a great haght of doofness. | was now
experiencing the summed and confused experiences of dl mankind. They came to me with the vagueness
of a composite photograph, but also with that sense of multitude, of innumerable individua uniquenesses,
which one may sometimes catch in ligening to the murmur of a great crowd. Yet dl these multitudinous
experiences were in a manner ming, and combined into one experience, like the Sngle ddiverance of a
man's two eyes. | was terrified and longed for safety, hungry and lusted for food. | was enraged againgt
some obscure adversary. | tasted the joy of murder, and equaly the find despair of the victim. | was
solitary, and my flesh burned with sexud potency; outcast, and my mind hungered for companionship.

Agang this vast enduring background of primitive craving | experienced also momentary gleams of loftier
desire, rare and fant as voices heard above the sorm. | fdt the longing and the ddight of spiritua
inimacy with another mind, the longing and the ddight of truth, the longing and the ddight and glory of
participation in a great community, the longing and the ddight of faith. | fdt aso the terror, the despair,
the peace and find ecstasy, which isthe way of true worship. But dl these illumingtions of the spirit were
no more than stars piercing for a moment the storm-cloud of the primitive.

While | was undergoing al these obscure impulses, tumultuous messages were aso pouring in through dl
my senses. At firg indeed | received such amedley of impressions that | was aware only of a nondescript
and disressng commotion. But, as | attended to this the maiter of the various senses began to
differentiate itsdf. Thus at firg | seemed to be subjected to a generd pressure dl over my body; but
under scrutiny this developed into a profuson of hardnesses and softnesses, roughnesses and
smoothnesses, rotundities and angularities. | fdt the pressure of earth under my feet. | fdt mysdf lying on
hard ground, and then on a kindly bed. With my hands | fdt a multitude of textures, as of stone,
tree-trunks, fur, and the incomparable touch of humen flesh, in dl its repellent and its enticing modes. |
fdt dso a vegue warmth and chill, which, by atending to them, | could develop into violent heat and cold,
or the bite of fire and frost. Innumerable pains invaded me. At firg they seemed to druggle agang a
sense of physica well-being, a tingling hedthiness, but soon pan triumphed; for it had a the outset a
compdling poignancy which increased darmingly under atention. The whole surface of my body, it
seemed, was tortured; and my internd organs were dl gripped in agony. My brain throbbed and burned,
and was stabbed through and through in dl directions. But in truth the brain that was thus tormented was
not mine, nor the bowels ming, nor the skin. The source of my torture lay in the innumerable bodies of my
predecessors. Wrenching my atention from this horror, | noticed a confuson of tastes, fragrances and
genches. And dong with these there came sounds. A muffled roar, as of the sea or a digant
bombardment, grew as | ligened to it into a crashing and dhrieking, which reverberated through my
whole body. By a specid act of atention, a graining of the mind's ear, | could penetrate beyond this
uproar, and hear an obscure voca sound, which, as | listened, became inarticulate lamentation, flecked
here and there with laughter.

Inthe fidd of vison | experienced at firgt nothing but a vague brightness above and obscurity below. This
was due to the fact that in most minds of dl periods, save those in which indoor life predominates over



outdoor life, daytime-experience containsin the main alight sky and a darker ground. As soon as | began
to attend to the matter of this vison, it reveded itsdf as being after dl rich with detail. First, both in the
light and in the dark field, there moved unrecognizable shadowy forms and occasiona colours. Then doft
| began to see white clouds salling in blue sky, then widespread rain-cloud, then thunder-cloud, and then
inamoment the broad unbroken blue; then night, obscure, starry, moonlit, and again obscure. Below, |
saw sometimes hills, crags, tree-tops, meadows, bright flowers and plumage, sometimes breakers on the
shore, sometimes huts, mansonsin many styles, or congested towns, sometimes interiors of splendour or
comfortable homdiness or squaor. All these forms kept appearing, vanishing, reappearing, invading one
another and exterminating one another, like the visons that haunt us between waking and degping. | saw
adso forms of beasts, and human forms of dl the species, from hary pithecanthropus, and your own
fantadticaly clothed haf-human kind, to those large and noble beings who were the last Terrestrids, and
the bat-like fliers of Venus, and my own immediate ancestors on Neptune. | saw limbs writhing in agony,
limbs dancing, limbs draining in tail and sport, far limbs embracing, limbs grotesque and crippled. Faces
aso appeared and vanished, Sngly or in crowds, faces eager and disliusoned, faces twisted by pain, or
by rapacity, faces expressonless as pebbles, faces of terror, hate, meanness, faces of peace and of
exultation; child faces, faces of maurity dl aglow with life, faces grey, wrinkled, sagging, old; and faces of
the dead, impassive, sedled againg experience.

Along with these visons of humeanity, would sometimes come faint sexud sensations, which, when |
atended to them, opened out into a whole world of amorous experience, of lyricd fird maings and
desolate repetitions, of violations, thwarted crises, londy makeshifts, of the bland unions of long-tried
lovers, of senile falures, and the whole gamut of perversions.

Intermingled with these purely perceptual visons, there came to me dl manner of experiences of persona
relationships. | was flooded with the lovings and hatings, of dl men and women, by their co-operations
and rivdries, by dl the modes of leadership, by dl c fedties and servitudes. | became a mother tailing for
a son whose thought was not of her; | became a son held within the soft, strong meshes of his home. |
hed a glimpse, asit were both from without and from within their minds, of myriads of the boys and girls
of dl the species, opening their eyesin amazement upon life, knowing neither what they ought to be doing
with it nor even how to wrest from it the ample joys they so vaguely conceived. | glimpsed likewise the
myriads of grown men and women, with dl their hopes thwarted, and their minds desparately concerned
only to keep their bodies dive, or a mog their heads above their fdlows. And the old | glimpsed aso,
with ther lives written inddibly into the great story of worlds. Through ther eyes | watched the young
things rigsng up dl around them and beyond them, like birds that rise and leave ther wounded on the
ground. It seemed too tha | entered into the minds of the innumerable tailers of dl the aeons. | fdt the
ache and the leeden weight of ther limbs, the sick ache of ther eye-bals, and the hopelessness of their
crippled souls. | fdt dso the cam of spirit, the strenuous peacefulness, of those few who are whally and
gady possessed by their work.

There poured in upon me aso dl the thoughts and fantasies and ideds of dl men and women in dl ages.
My mind reded and staggered in the tide of them, and was swept to and fro upon the great ocean of
whimges and dreams, doctrines and theories. With the pre-human beings, | fashioned imaginativey, step
by step, the whole world of perceptual common sense, that tissue of theories and images, so true and so
fase, which to most human beings of dl species appears to be the unquestionable redl. | observed, asin
my own mind, the flashes of primeva genius that had gone to the making of that greet medley of fact and
fiction. With the ape-men, too, | projected souls into trees and mountains, storms and stars. And with
them dso | fdt thefirg painful birth-throes of true intdlect. To trap my prey, to beguile my mate, or build
my shelter, | reasoned, | put two and two together. But every mation of this reason | distorted with
fantasies born of mere desire, and when this hybrid failed me | blamed reason.

All manner of laborious reasonings and intricate bright myths flashed across my mind and vanished. In the



twinkling of an eye | savoured cosmology after cosmology, | saw Shiva, Odin, Zeus, Jaweh and his far
offsoring Jesus, and innumerable other god-heads, of wrath and righteousness, of wisdom, of power, of
love, emandions from the minds of dl the races, dl the species of man. And with these | tried out a
million sciences and philosophies, anongst which, as yet ever so faint and remote, like the voices of two
bright confident quarreling children, that' materidiam’ and that' piritism' which resound throughout your
litle play-room world. Theories, theories, myriads upon myriads of them, streamed over me like
wind-borne leaves, like the contents of some titanic paper-factory flung doft by the storm, like
dust-clouds in the hurricane advance of the mind. Gasping in this vast whirling aridity, | dmost forgot that
inevery mote of it lay some few spores of the organic truth, most often parched and dead, but sometimes
living, pregnant, significant.

v. DESCENT AMONG THE FIRST MEN

During the whole of this early stage of my adventure | was dready trying to select from the confuson of
experiences something which might serve to bring me nearer to your own particular phase of the humen
process. My chief method of directing mysdf toward your age is, as | have dready sad, to assume
imagindtively, and as precisdy as possible, fird the basic temperamentd pattern of your species, and then
the particular form of it which is characteristic of your period, and of that unique point and moment of
individudity which | desire to study. This work | was dready atempting; but it was hampered on this
occasion, and on mogt others, by the prodigious influx of perceptions, thoughts and emations which |
have attempted to describe. | was like a swvimmer swept hither and thither by great waves, and scarcely
able to make the particular rocky creek which is his haven.

| had firg to conceive, and emationdly assume, the generd form of dl primitive human mentdlity, so as to
exclude from my view the whole of my own species, and dso that other, abortive, phase of spiritud
meaturity, which took place just before man left the earth. | had to become in imagination a bewildered
limited being, ignorant of its own nature, ever racked by inner conflicts which euded its apprehension,
ever yearning to be whole, yet ever carried away by momentary cravings which were ludicrous evenin its
own edimation. With patience | was able to achieve this piece of inner play-acting with such success tha
| began to have definite but flegting glimpses of individuas and incidents among the primitive kinds of
men, now awinged Venerian, skimming hiswild ocean, now awoman of the Third Men, ruddy and lithe,
feeding her beasts, now a scarcey human early inhabitant of Neptune. These individuds | perceived, of
course, through the eyes of some contemporary; and if ever | troubled to look at 'my own' body during
these experiences, | perceived it to be not my familiar body a dl, but of the same species as the
observed individud. Percelving through the eyes of past beings, | perceived their bodies as though they
were each in turn my own body.

| had now to sdect that mode of the primitive which is diginctive of your own species, a mode
characterized by repressed sexudity, excessve sdf-regard, and an intdligence which is both rudimentary
and in bondage to unruly cravings. Now though dl the races of your speciesin dl its stages manifes, in
Spite of their differences, one unique blend of these factors, yet the process of imaginatively assuming this
mode of mentdity is dangerous, for there is another species, one of our fore-runners on Neptune, which
is grangdy like you in this respect. | now found mysdf, as often before, osdllating panfully between
these two phases of man's career. | saw now the hillsand tal trees of Earth, now the plains and bushes of
Neptune. | assumed now the spidery limbs and jaunty gait of a Terrestrid, now the dephantine legs,
kangaroo arms and grave demeanour of an early Neptunian. | lisened for a moment to Attic disputation,
then suddenly to primitive Neptunian grunts and clicks. It was as though | were ligening-in with a radio
st of bad sdlectivity. Or, to change theimage, | was a storm-tossed buzzard among the hills, beneath me
adividing range, on ether sde of it avaley. Into one of these valeys | purposed to descend, but the
wind kept thrugting me back over the ridge into the other. At one moment | saw beneath me the desired
vdley; then, after a van druggle, the other. At length, however, by a violent effort of atention |



succeeded in concentrating upon your species and avoiding the other. Gradudly the imagery and thought
which flooded in on me came to be entirdly derived from the First Men, in one or other of their phases.

But my experience was dill chaotic. | had indeed a strong but vague gpprehension of your species as a
higoric whole, of its many long phases of somnolence and its few brief effulgences. And after careful
ingpection | detected that sense of cosmicd tragedy which overwhelmed, or, from your point of view, will
overwhelm, the more intdligent of your descendants, when they redize that ther species is seting
inevitably into decline. But for the most part | had merdly a sckening confusion of random samples from
dl your ages. Thus, & one moment | was an Aurignacian, engraving his cave wal with vivid shapes of
deer and bison, while my fdlow hunters peered with admiraion through the smoke. Now | was a
Chinese ditizen of that Americanized world-state which lies future to you; and | was spesking in worn and
polluted English to my Soudanese wife. Now | was an Elizabethan dame, tight-laced and plastered with
jewelery. Suddenly | flashed many thousands of years ahead into that Patagonian dvilization which is the
las weary effort of your species. | was a prematurely aged boy, prostrate in a temple before the
grotesque image of Power. Not until many more of these visons had appeared, and been dismissed, did
| find mysaf gpproximately in your age. | was an Indian confronting a topeed, bare-kneed Englishman.
Rage was in my heart, fear, contempt and subterfuge, and as little understanding of the other as he had of
me

Fatigued but now more hopeful, | forced mysdf rigoroudy into the mentdity which is common to most
members of a primitive indugtridistic community. To you this curious mode of experience is so familiar
that you do not suspect its rarity and oddity, though many of you fed that it is neither wholesome nor
inevitable. That you may redize the violent effort of imagination and emotiond control that was now
incumbent on me, | will set down the main features which render the primitive industrid mentdity so
difficult for the explorer. To revert to the image which | have dready used, it is as though the buzzard,
having successfully descended into the valey of his choice, were now to enter the ventilation shaft of an
old disused mine, and were to Snk downwardsin the dark through fetid air, with scarcely room to keep
hiswings outspread. No wonder that he suffers considerable distress and incurs serious dangers, before
hefindly dights amongst the pae and eydess fauna of the pit. No wonder that his own eyes take time to
accustom themsdlves to the dim phosphorescence which is the sole illumingtion of that world. When the
explorer seeks to establish himsdf in your society, he has firg to assume that jarred and restless mood
which is common to dl those whose habitua environment is dien to their native capacities. In particular
he must imaginatively produce in himsdlf the lifdong strain of perceiving streets, traffic, and Suffy interiors,
indead of the landscapes which arigindly moulded his capacities. He mugt dso recongtruct in himsdf the
unconscious obsession with matter, or rather with the control of matter by mechinery and chemicd
manipulation. He mugt concelve dso the mind's unwitting obeisance and sdf-distrust before its robot
offgoring. Further, he mugt subject his own free-roaming spirit to the hideous effects of a narrow
gpecidiam, both of body and mind. He must concelve the amogt inconceivable ignorance and groping
hete of the being whose life is moulded to one narrow round of duties and perceptions. Equaly he must
concelve the profound unwitting guiltiness of the primitive industrid master, and also of that idle scum that
floats on the surface of dl primitive indudtria societies.

Little by little | reproduced in mysdf this cramped and ungenerous mode of the mind; and, as | did so,
vidons of your world came crowding in upon me with increesng vividness. | became a haf-naked
woman in a cod-mine of your Indudtrid Revolution. | crept on hands and knees dong a low gdlery.
Tuggng a the collar like a beast, | dragged a truck. The trace passed between my legs. | was
whimpering, not from any present discomfort, but because | had logt a keepsake. This incident was
obvioudy a century or more too early, but others followed, and more and more of them were of your
period. | had now to seek out a particular individua among you, and a particular moment of his life. But
in doing 0, | nearly suffered catastrophe. On Venus there was once, or rather from your point of view
there will be, an indudrid phase much like your own in certain respects, dthough the species which



produced it was very different from yours. Into that epoch | was suddenly flung by | know not what
detail of identity. A face which was obvioudy not of the Firg Men, a pde and blinking frog-like face,
with a running sore benegth the left eye and a fantastic hat cocked backwards, dowly grimaced a me.
For one anxious moment | feared that | should be trapped in that Venerian phase of man, with my mind
dill moulded to the mentdity of the Firs Men. But by a desperate effort of concentration upon the
Terrestrid mode of experience | managed to disengage mysdf from this dangerous irrdlevance. And with
one legp | found mysdf back again at the desired point of your higtory.

vi. IN THE STREETS OF LONDON

| was in atown. A greet red vehide, roaring and trumpeting, was in the act of swooping upon me.
Legping out of its track, | ran to the pavement where two contrary streams of pedestrians brushed past
one another. As the archaic chariot left me, | saw on its flank the English word 'Generd’, in letters of
gold. | had dready become familiar with this device on my previous vist to your world, and | now knew
thet | must be in London somewhere between the invention of the motor-omnibus and the socidization of
dl such vehicles under a metropolitan authority. The clothes of the women pedestrians were of the Syle
wornin 1914. Skirts left the ankle exposed, waists were confined within broad belts of ribbon, hats were
large, and poised high on the crown. Clearly | had struck the right period, but who was |, or rather who
was my host? | noted with satisfaction that his basic mentd pattern fitted very precisaly the mood which |
hed aready mysdf assumed to take me to my chosen object of study. Surdy this must be the young man
whom | sought. | shdl not reved his name, since with its ad he or his reatives might recognize the
portrait, or the setting, which | must givein some detail. 1 shdl therefore refer to hm amply as Paul. | had
dready observed him on an earlier vist, but now | proposed to follow him through the mogt critica
moment of the career of his species.

Paul was gravely agitated. | noticed a visua imege looming in the recesses of his mind, an image not open
to his own introspection. It was the face of his pet enemy of childhood days, and it was sreaming with
tears and blood. The child Paul had jugt put an end to this lad's bullying by defending himsdf with a
table-fork. He now conscioudy felt once more (though he knew not why) the horror and guilt that he hed
suffered long ago at the sght of his enemy's damaged cheek. The experience was now accompanied by
confused images of khaki, bayonets, and the theme of a patriotic song. Paul was experiencing, and |
experienced through him, a distressing conflict of blood-loathing and marttid fervour. Evidently | had
come upon Paul in the midgt of his greet crigs. Like so many of his contemporaries, he was faced with
the necessty of deciding whether he would or would not fight for king and country and gdlant litlle
Bdgium. But with Paul the Stuation was complicated by the fact that ever snce his childhood | had been
tampering with hismind so as to make him more sensitive to the momentous issues which were at stake.

Had | needed further confirmation that my host was indeed Paul, it was available. He was now passng a
shop which bore a pand of mirror between its windows. Such mirrors | had often noticed in your cities,
cunning devices for atracting the attention of your anusngly and fatdly sdf-gratulatory species. My host
dackened his pace and gazed into the mirror. Indeed he actudly hated for a moment. | a once
recognized the youthful and anxious face that | had perforce so often observed in the shaving-glass. Bt |
noticed that its hebitud expresson of watchful saf-reserve was now intendfied with some kind of
suppressed but haunting terror. Neptunian vison detected aso, contrasting with this cdlow distress, a
gleam of contemptuous irony, new in Paul.

Only for a moment did Paul regard himsdf. With a blush and an impatient jerk he turned away, and
looked anxioudy to seeif any one had been watching him. Immediately, with a deeper blush, he faced the
mirror again, and pretended to be searching for grit, in his eye. Amongst the crowd of passers-by, two
figures were gpproaching, and dmost upon us. The young man was in khaki. The gil dung to his am
with demure possessiveness. He did not notice Paul, but she caught Paul’s eyes as he was turning toward



the mirror. In the fraction of a second that elapsed before his eyes could free themselves, he saw that she
dismissed him as no true made, that she thanked God her man was a soldier, and that she was ready to
do her bit by yidding hersdf unconditiondly to him. Red tears welled in Paul's eyes to wash out the
imaginary grit. | took a hasty glance a the most recent memories of my host, and saw that, while he had
been waking dong the Strand after his lunch he had been subject to severd encounters of this sort, red
or imaginay. By now he was badly shaken. He turned down a side-street, and wandered dong the
Embankment. Presently he was camed by the quietly flowing water, dill more, perhaps, by the Obdlisk,
that proud ancient captive among Lilliputians. To Paul it seemed refreshingly indifferent to their ant-wars.
Suddenly his peace was shattered. Half a dozen urchins approached in military formation, accompanied
by martid rhythms on an old tin can. As they passed him, one of them struck up on a mouth-organ an
excruading but recognizable verson of a catchy song dready in vogue among the troops. | fdt Paul's
mind rear and plunge beneath me like a startled horse. Many times he had heard that tune; many columns
of troops he had seen, with ful equipment, marching toward the great ralway terminus for entranment
toward the coast. But this commonplace little incident stirred him more deeply. It filled hm with a
desperate longing to be a one with the herd, to forget himsdf in the herd's emotions, to sacrifice himsdf
heroicdly to the herd's gods.

A visud image now flashed into his view, a shop-front converted into a recruiting office. The window
displayed posters to indte the laggard, Y our king and country need you', and so on. This image Paul
now greeted with a violent assent. On the heds of that swift mentd gesture there followed a flegting
tactud image of a hand's pressure on his hand, as though the whole nation were congratulating him on his
decison.

Paul hurried away from the river with an dmost swaggering gait. He took a short cut by back-streets to
the recruiting office that he had so often passed, and as often circumvented so as to avoid' its blatant
reproaches. Street after street he threaded, and in each: succeeding street his resolution was less secure
and his swagger less evident. The only clear conviction in his mind, was that, whichever course he findly
took, he would regret it, and fed ashamed that he had not taken the other. His perplexity was the
outcome not only of the objective mord problem as to what course was in fact the right course, but dso
of a subjective psychologicd problem, namdy what would his motives redly be if he took this course,
and what if he took that.

| mysdlf, observing hismind as he hurried dong in dangerous abstraction among pedestrians and vehicles,
was able to detect in him many moatives hidden from his own observation. There is no need to give a
complete inventory of the tangled impulses that were pulling him hither and thither in his perplexity, but
one point must be made clear because of its sgnificance. Paul's indecison was in fact only superficid,
was indeed illusory. To me, though not to Paul himsdlf, it was evident that he had resolved on his course
a good month earlier, and that however much he might seem to himsdf to be vadillating, his will was
dready fixed. This curious state of affairs was due to the fact that his deciding motive was not dearly
apprehended; while a the same time he was very poignantly aware of a conflict between other motives
which were not drictly relevant to the problem at dl. Thus, he dared not enli, lest his motive should be
merdy morad cowardice; he dared not refuse to enlig, les his motive should be medy physicd
cowardice or mord pride. Whatever course he chose would dmogt certainly spring from purdy sdfish
motives. In fact dthough the decison had indeed redly been made long ago, he had ever since been
chefing within his illusory cage of mordity and sdlfishness, like a captive beast that rubs itsdf panfully
agand its bars without hope of escape.

The same forlorn task was occupying him when at lagt the recruiting office legpt into view. It was a comer
house, diagondly opposite him. He stepped off the pavement, dodged the traffic, and was dready
helf-way across, when his resolution findly vanished.



At the door stood a sergeant with a red, white and blue cockade. He had aready sghted Paul, and was
preparing to greet him with acquisitive genidity. Paul's legs continued to carry him toward the door,
though wesekly; but Paul's mind now woke to a surprisngly clear conviction that, whatever the reason,
this thing mugt not be done. He reached the pavement. The sergeant stood aside to let him pass. Paul
was dmogt in the doorway when he suddenly veered and scuttled away. His conviction vanished, but he
continued to hurry along the pavement. Tears came to his eyes, and he whimpered to himsdf, 'Coward,
Coward'; with which verdict the sergeant doubtless agreed.

But to me, the detached observer, it was evident that though Paul was on the whole more of a coward
then the average, and would have made a very bad soldier, it was not cowardice that had put him to
flight. It isdifficult to describe the determining though deeply hidden motive which, on this occasion as on
others, snatched him away from the recruiting office. It was a motive present dso in the mgority of his
contemporaries, though in few was it ale to disurb the operation of more familiar motives. The red
determinant of Paul's behaviour was an obscure intuition, which your psychologists modly fal to
recognize as a basic and unanalysable factor in your nature. They fal to recognize it, because in you it is
S0 precarious and so blind. Y ou have no satisfactory name for it, Snce few of you are a dl dearly aware
of it. Cdl it, if you will, loydty to the enterprise of Life on your planet and among the stars; but redize
that, though itisa natura product of age-long events, and though it cannot express itdf at dl unlessit is
evoked by education, it becomes, at a certain stage of evolution, a bias as strong and unreasoned as the
biasin favour of food or offspring. Indeed these propendties are but gropings toward this more generd
but equaly non-retiond bias. This it was that in Paul, partly through my earlier influence, partly through
his own condtitution, was strong enough to turn him aside on the threshold of the recruiting office. This it
was that in the mgority of Paul's contemporaries caused, indeed, grave agony of mind, but could not
bring them to refuse war.

3THE CHILD PAUL

i. PAUL AND HIS NEPTUNIAN PARASITE ii. THE CHILD PAUL iii. EARLY EXPERIMENTS ON PAUL iv. PAUL'S
CHANGING WORLD

I. PAUL AND HISNEPTUNIAN PARASITE

WHY do | choose Paul for study? Why do | propose to tdl you more of him than of anyone dsein my
callection? | have examined in detall a one time and another an immense number of specimens of your
kind, not only your contemporaries but many others whose date is earlier than yours, and many who in
your day are dill to live | have made mysdf familiar with every trait and whim, every minute episode in
the minds of selected individuds from among the Greeks, the Indians, the early Teutons, the ancient
Egyptians, the Chinese of dl China's phases, and aso the gill unborn Americans and Patagonians. In fact,
there isno race of the First Men that has not yielded me samples, which, as | have grown intimete with
them, have so captivated me with their fantadtic personditiesthat | have come to regard them not merdy
as specimens but, in a manner, as friends. For these beings have yielded me the secrets of their nature to
an extent impossible in norma intercourse; and yet they have never communicated with me, and for the
mogt part have never suspected my existence.

If I chose, | could tdl you many strange secrets about your famous characters, for instance about your
Queen Elizabeth, who is among my collection. Through her eyes | have looked not only on the far face
of Essex, but dso on that abnorma formation of her own body which caused her to be so londy, so
indggent on her womanhood, and withd so kingly. And | have tasted her bitter rage agang fate, her
greedy sHf-love, her love of England. Leonardo da Vind dso | have inhabited. It was | that tormented
hm with a thousand ideas in advance of his age. It was the enigma of my influence in him that he
embodied in pigment as a amile. Aknahton dso | swayed, and in his wifés face my influence conjured
another amile. There are moments in my life on Neptune when my beloved specimens crowd in upon my



memory and overwhdm me with the infinity of their uniquenesses, when, forgetful of my own Neptunian
persondity, | seem to be nothing but the theatre in which these many play ther parts.

If itisincredible to you that | should have millions of these intimates, remember, not only that the minds of
the Last Men are far more agile and far more capacious than your minds, but also that | have spent many
thousands of years upon the work, and that in most cases a whole terrestrid lifetime occupies me for no
more than a day of my life on Neptune. Of course even my millions of specimens can afford only partid
knowledge of your kind. But those of my colleagues who have been working in the same fidd have
worked with no less industry. No doubt dl of us together have studied only a minute fraction of your
species; but at least we have by now sampled every culture, every locd drain, every generation. And
your own age, snce it is the turning-point of your history, we have sfted again and again with specid
care.

Why then out of dl this collection do | choose Paul as the text and the epitome of what | have to say to
you? | choose him because he does epitomize in his character, his circumstances, and his reaction to my
influence, the spiritud crigs of your age, and indeed the doom of your species. It would not be true to say
that he was an exceptiondly average member of his race. Far from it. Though in a sense typicd and
sgnificant, Paul was not average. Indeed both in character and in circumstance he was rather unusud.
Yet heistypicd inthat he illusrates very dearly the confused nature of his species, and the disorder of its
world. In Paul's life there appear with an dmost naive amplicity of outline certain phases of spiritud
growth, distorted by the dl-pervading blight of his age, nay of his species. In dl of you, from the earliest
flint-worker, even to the lagt survivors of Patagonia, the conflict between the primitive Smian nature and
the genuindy human (or from your point of view the super-human) is present as a fundamental condition
o life In Paul the old smian nature was undisguised and inggtent, while the new human nature had
defined itsdf with precison and emphasis. The conflict therefore was clear.

| pride mysdf somewhat on the discovery of Paul. My crowning research upon the mentdity of the First
Men and on the crigs of their career demanded a specimen such as | knew would be hard to find. |
cannot tel you at dl clearly what was necessary, Snce you are ignorant of the principles of my work. B,
to repeat, | had to sdect an individud both typicd and unique, a being of average intdligence, average
abilities, average strength of will, but one in whom the smian and the digtinctively human were both well
developed and ddicately baanced. Further, he must be one capable of a degree of self-consciousness
abnormd in your species. Many other more subtle requirements | must leave unmentioned. In order to
discover this unique creature | had to explore not only your own age but many earlier generations in
search of genetic strains favourable to my requirements.

In the Seventeenth Century there was a German family which promised what | wanted; but in them the
desirable features were complicated by a musca sengtivity which in many individuds afforded escape
from the conflict. | noticed, however, that those members of the dan who most nearly fulfilled my
requirements had a subtly characteristic laugh; or rather that, though they laughed in many different styles,
the laughter of each had a curious flegting tremor of bewilderment. Armed with this clue, and certain
others more introgpective, | continued my search, until in the England of King Alfred | found a amilar and
even more promising grain. This | followed through the generations hither and thither. One branch of it,
the mogt promising, was exterminated by the Black Desth, another became hopeesdy contaminated by
interbreeding with a grain of defectives, athird produced witchesin the Sixteenth Century and mysticsin
the Seventeenth. Early in the Eighteenth Century a member of thisline married into another stock which |
hed aready marked out, and produced a number of more scientificaly-minded folk. Throughout the
Eighteenth and early Nineteenth Centuries thisline suffered socid decline, and proliferated in a swarm of
poverty-stricken households scattered over the indudrid north of England. From one of these prang
Paul's grandmother, who by good fortune married into yet another of my chosen lines Paul’s father aso
was of a stock that had dready interested me.



Having now discovered my unique specimen, | firg took a hasty glance at his career, and found to my
ddight that circumstance was destined to intengfy and darify in him the characteristics which | proposed
to study. In that firg hasty glance | saw ds0 the quite unmistakable effects of a Neptunian influence,
doubtless my own influence which | had not yet exerted. | then proceeded to make a thorough
investigetion of every line of Paul's ancestry, in order that | might know his nature through and through.
Many volumes could be filled with the results of this inquiry, but here | need not elaborate. Incidentdly |
traced the evolution of Paul's physica appearance, of his nose, eyebrows, hands, and so on. A curious
twig of the hair of hisleft eyebrow, which was a recessve character, and had not appeared in any of his
more recent ancestors, came in with a French drain in the Fourteenth Century. A certain scarcely
noticeable prominence of the cheek-bones | traced to a Danish inveder of the Eighth Century, and
beyond him through Swedes and Finnsinto Centrd Asa Another remarkable line of his ancestry, in part
responsible for his intdlectud curiosty and certain festures of his thumb-print, took me via a Dutch
merchant of the Seventeenth Century, a Rhenish baron of the Thirteenth, various Swiss herdsmen and
Itdian farmers to Syracuse, and so to ancient Greece, where one of Paul's ancestors once handed a cup
to Socrates. But apart from a dozen or so curious threads of this type, which of course occur in many
family trees, Paul's ancestry was the usud tangle of intercrossing lines dretching back in manifold
complexity among the Norse, the Low Germans, the Ancient British, and the Neolithic, and beyond these
to the common forefathers of dl your races. It would have been usdess to trace Paul's ancestry any
further in detall, snce nothing more that was distinctive of Paul himsdf remained to be discovered. In the
more remote past the genes tha were to produce Paul were ancestrd dso to the mass of his
contemporaries. This story was aready known to me.

| mugt now tdl you what it was that | intended to do with Paul, and how | carried out my plan. | wished
to perform certain delicate experiments on him and observe his reactions. To some of the readers of this
book the mentd vivisection which | had to practise upon Paul may seem merdy brutd. | would remind
them fird that it was a necessary part of a very lofty task; second, that Paul himsdf in his best moments
would have gladly accepted dl and more of my torturing manipulation for the sake of that high enterprise;
and lagly thet the find result upon Paul, the individua human being, was a very great spiritua enrichmen.

It isdifficult to give you any clear idea of my am beyond saying that, having found this uniqudly typicd yet
aso exceptiondly sdlf-conscious being, | intended to influence him periodicaly in such a manner that he
should see his world as far as possible from the Neptunian point of view. | should then be able to
observe in detal the effect of this vison on his primitive nature. Had he been of the heroic type, this
policy would have turned him into some kind of prophet or crank. But he was made of milder suff, and
would never spoil my experiment in that style. Indeed, one effect of my intermittent manipulation of his
experience was to ingpire him with a dread of showing himsdlf to be different from others. Just because
he possessed a whole secret world of his own, and was prone to see the actud world turn farcica or
hideousin the light cast by that other world, he became increesngly anxious to maintain a secure footing
in the actua world and conform to al the customary modes of behaviour. For in spite of his Neptunian
vison he remained essentidly a product of his own world. But as my influence extended, he was forced
to admit that there was something in him profoundly dien to his environment, something dien even to
himsdf. At times he feared he was going mad; at other times he would persuade himsdf with immense
complacency that he was 'inpired’, and that he mugt indeed be a prophet; but as he was incgpable of any
such heroigm, this dduson was soon shattered. There were moments when he threatened to bresk into
two persondities, one the naturd Paul, the other a vidlent and spasmodic idedist. But | had chosen him
caefully; he was too wdl integrated actudly to succumb to this easy solution of his conflict. Instead of
disntegrating, he remained one mind, though torn and perplexed.

But as time passed a change came over him. At first he had regarded his native terrestriad mentdity as
himsdf, and the Neptunian influence as dien, disturbing, irrationd, insane. He was fascinated by it, but he
wished to keep it thoroughly suppressed and ineffective. Later, however, it came to seem a divine



enlightenment, sane and joyous, dill dien to himsdf but most precious. Then at last he began to try to live
according to my influence, and incurred a once the ridicule and hodility of his own world. With horror he
now foreswore his 'inner light' which had so mided him. He earnetly tried to become blind to it, and to
be like his fdlows. But my influence left im no peace. It found something responsive in him, which, as he
matured, was emboldened to identify itsdf whally with the Neptunian point of view. Little by little he
came to think of this Neptunian factor in his mind as truly ‘himsdf', and the norma Terrestrid as' other’,
something like an unruly horse which his true sef mugt somehow break in and ride. There followed a
period of struggle, which ended in despair; for it became clear that he could not master his Terredtrid
nature. Indeed, it seemed to him that he himsdf was bound and helpless upon the back of this
uncontrolled animd; or that while his body and his mundane intdligence went about the world performing
dl manner of amless antics, his essentia spirit was imprisoned somewhere in his head watching al, but
amaost whally impotent. This essentid spirit which he regarded as 'himsdf* was not, of course, merdy my
influence in him; it was his own best and most human nature, on which my influence was adle to work.
But this best of hiswas only the rudimentary best which was characteristic of his species, and though my
influence had endowed it with an immense treasure of imagination, it remained dmaost whally ineffective,
asis usud with your kind. Yet there were times in his life when Paul did succeed in acting in a manner
thet was redly human, and on these occasions my influence played a part. Of these crises | shdl presently
tell.

ii. THE CHILD PAUL

| know Paul perhaps better than | know mysdf. | have been Paul. | have been Paul throughout his life,
and watched him to the very moment of his death. The more important passages of his life | have
experienced again and again. | know little intimete facts about him, like the fed of the ingde of his mouth.
| know the fed of Paul dightly drunk, Paul sexudly excited, and Paul with one of his bad colds. | know,
far better than Paul himsdf knew it, the obscure tone of his whole body, when through egting too many
muffins, he seemed to see the world itsdf turn foul. | know also, and can hold together for comparison,
the fed of Paul the child, Paul the boy, Paul the young man, diffening into middle age, and Paul awaiting
degth in helpless senility.

Fortunately there isno need for me to tdl you dl the detalls that | know about Paul. | have only to make
you redize the man mentd themes or matifs of his life. | need not, for instance, tdl you much about his
birth. It was anormd birth. Severd times | have examined the obscure experiences which harassed him
during that earliest of his adventures. For it seemed possible that even then something might have
occurred to contribute to his idiosyncrasies. But neither in his passage into the outer world nor in his
fungoid pre-natal experience (so difficult for the explorer to penetrate) did | find anything sgnificant, save
what is common to dl hiskind. In Paul, whose nature was more senstive than the average, the shock of
exchanging the dysum of the womb for an dien world was serious, and was accentuated somewhat by
the dumgness of the physician. But it caused no unusud damage to his mind, nothing but the common
yeaning toward a warmer, cosier, less noxious world, which, in so many of you, favours legends of a
golden age in the past, or of a golden heaven in the future.

One feature of Paul's experience of birth was indeed sgnificant, and served to confirm my choice of him
as a subject of experiment. Like many others, he did not breathe till a smack made him take breath to
bellow. | experienced, of course, his bewildered fury a the chastisement. | dso experienced his
awareness of the cold air that flooded his lungs, and the shock of glee that came with it. In that indant a
connexion was registered in Paul's mind for ever after, a connexion between what | may cdl fate's amiting
and the breath of life. In after years Paul was to know himsdf a coward, yet in spite of his cowardice, he
was ever to seek in the harshness of fate for the breasth of a new life. Even though, in dl his ages, he
yearned to creep back into the warm close peace of the womb, he craved aso to absorb into his blood
the atmosphere of awider world.



| need not describe Paul's arduous sdlf-education in the cot, the nursry and the garden. Like dl
organisms he had to learn to cope with hisworld. Like dl animads he had to grapple with the problems of
percaiving and acting in aworld of space and time. Little by little he learned to observe and to respond to
dl manner of objects, such as the rotund and fragrant dairy of his mother's breast, and the less delectable
bottle. He learned the geography of his own body, mapping it out patiently, unwittingly, day by day, in a
urprigngly intricate sysem of explorations, discovering that al these complex findings fdl together
beautifully in a three-dimensiond system of touch and sight. Many great arts he acquired, fird the art of
sucking, and of shifting about in bed, then the art of the rattle. Presently he learned how to use his whole
body as a vehidle to trangport him to and fro in awider sphere. He mastered the more dangerous arts of
crawling and waking, the art of the bouncing bdl, and so on. Meanwhile he had disinguished the
soothing and indignant tones of the human voice. Also, the intermittent human breasts and arms and laps
and voices had fdlen into order to make more or less constant systems, each of which might be expected
to behave in a distinctive manner. Then at lagt he discovered that human voices had meanings, and that he
himsdf could use these noises so as to make the great grown-up creatures do his bidding.

This power of controlling the movements of adults was one of Paul's most exciting early triumphs. It was
alimited and erratic power. All too often the great creature refused to obey, or actudly turned the tables
and compelled him to do what he did not want to do. Altogether these adults were a very perplexing fact
in Paul's early life. In some ways they were so necessary and rdligble, in others so inconsequent and even
noxious. Of course, Paul did not conscioudy make these generdizations, but they were implied in his
behaviour. Thusin certain respects, such as physcd care and protection, he trusted the adult absolutely,
but in others he learned to expect nothing but misunderstanding and ridicule. In yet other respects he
himsdf was s0 influenced by the prestige suggestion which these mighty beings brought to bear on him,
that many of their unintdligible admirations and taboos gradudly took root in his own nature. For
ingance, he davishly accepted their views about sex. Very early in his childhood he had begun to take an
interest in those parts of his body which adults pointedly ignored. He had discovered tha a vague
pleasure occurred when these organs were touched. But long before he was told that it was wicked and
dangerous to take any notice of them, he dready profoundly fdt that it was so, merdy through the
awkwardness that beset adults whenever he referred to them. Had Paul been born a young baboon or
chimpanzee he would at least have escaped the agony of mind and waste of energy which, as | shdl tdl
later, he, like so many of his kind, incurred through this too ready acceptance of adult standards.
Meanwhile it was inevitable that, before sex became an imperious need, Paul should adjust himsdf to
adult standards in this asin so many other respects. Adults were objects which one had to learn to cope
with, just as one had to learn to cope with dogs and chairs and fire. Sometimes one falled and suffered
for it, but on the whole one succeeded.

| mugt not, however, dwell on the process by which Paul gradudly mastered these earliest problems. In
dl his adventures, 1, his parasite, tasted his success and falure. | suffered dl his bumps, scratches and
scadings. | saw beforehand what was impending. | saw both that it was inevitable and that with a little
more ill it might have been avoided. Had | chosen, | might have played the mother to him and saved
him from many a disaster, but it was better to let him learn. During his earliest Years | refrained from any
kind of influence, Snce it was important that he should develop normdly up to a certain stage.

Little by little Paul's world cryddlized into extensive patterns. No longer a meagre and obscure flux of
dream-like forms, it became a more or less reigble world of ‘common sense, a house and garden, with
surrounding continents made up of other houses and gardens, streets and fidds. Gradudly aso he was
able to look backwards not merdy into a confused cloud of pastness but dong a brief but orderly vigta of
nights and days.

But with this gradud increase of order in his daylight world, Paul became more and more distressed by
that other chaotic world which swallowed him at night. When the light was put out and he was |eft done



in bed, the whole rdliable order vanished. Even if he kept his eyes shut, terrifying shades confronted him
with their vague and shifty forms. He saw animd heads and shoulders, and gedthily moving gorilla arms.
They kept changing from one thing into another thing. They were unintdligible and therefore terrible.

Sill worse, sometimes the seething confusion of shadows would be dominated by a sngle saring eye.
Paul could not escape it. Wherever he looked, there it was, watching him. Perhaps it was God's eye,
seaing right through him, coldly noting dl his most secret wickedness. Perhaps God had done away with
the world of day because Paul had been so naughty in it. Perhaps there was nothing now but Paul and
God and the close dark, with one streek of light pretending to be under the door, to keep up
appearances. Somehow the Eye seemed to him both very wise and very stupid, a vindictive clever thing,
that intended to kill him just by gazing a him, for no reason but that he did not please the Eye. Sometimes
Paul was o terrified that he screamed. Then an exasperated grown-up would appear and ask what on
earth was the matter. He could never tdl, for grown-ups were somehow blind to the night world, and
would think him dlly. But to me, Paul's trouble was very red, and dso intdligible To Paul, though he
knew it not, the night was the womb. When he was very deepy, it promised rest and peace; but when he
was not deepy, he regarded it as awdl of blackness, suffiness, formlessness, negetion. It threastened to
swalow him back from the bright orderly extra-uterine world of day, with its complicated geography, its
reliable persons, and its winds that came with obscure messages from ill wider spheres.

Throughout Paul's life this contrast of the day world and the night world lay at the back of histhinking and
feding, influenaing it, perplexing it. As he grew older, however, the two worlds seemed to interpenetrate
more and more, until at last he found that there was a day view of everything and a night view aso. But
which was the true view? Perhaps the night view of things was in fact just nightmare, a bad dream. But
then perhaps it was the other way round. Perhaps the whole day universe was just a foolish dream of the
eternd foetus imprisoned in the eternd womb. In early days, of course, Paul never thought of the
problem in thisway, but | mysdf could see how the obscure movements of his mind were related to the
forgotten experience of birth.

There was one aspect of the night which seemed even to the child Paul very different from the night which
imprisoned himin bed, namdly the starry sky. He seldom saw it, but even a brief glimpse of it would have
ledting effect on him. It gave him a sort of cam dation which fortified him againg the terrors of darkness,
and would sometimes even lagt into the next day, soothing his troubles and tempering his joys. This
experience, which played an important part in Paul's life, was not smply a spontaneous outcome of his
own nature. It was in part due to my presence in his mind, though in part o to his native digpostion.
Throughout hislife, these occasions on which he was able to regard the night sky had avery consderable
effect on me, the imprisoned and often fatigued observer of dl his experience. They afforded me
refreshing glimpses of something common to his world and my own. When | had become too deeply
immersed in the minutiae of Paul's behaviour, and was beginning to fed your world more red than mine,
the sght of the stars, even through the inefficient eyes of a member of your species, would recdl to me
with great vividness the Neptunian plans and dwarf jungles the sky-piercing towers and bland
inhabitants of my own far-future world. This vivid recollection would rekindle in me the 4ill, flamelike
ardour which is the spirit of our doomed but unperturbed community. And the serene emotion which then
surged through me would infect Paul also, lending a tone to his experience, which, though he could never
properly account for it, he came in time to recognize as in some manner a gift from a source beyond his
mundane nature. | well remember the hush of surprise and gurgle of ddlight with which the child Paul firgt
gregted the stars. He was in his mother's arms. He stretched out his own fat arms and turned his head
dowly from side to side, surveying the heaven. On another occasion, much later, when he was being
brought home from a Chrigmas party, so tired that he could hardly wak, a brilliant night sky
overpowered him so that he burgt into tears of uncomprehending joy.

As the years advanced, Paul's sense that the starry night was present even by day became an increesing



influencein hislife Thiswas partly my doing; for I soon found that by giving him visud imeages of the night
sky in the midst of mundane situations | could help him to regard the affairs of himsdf and his companions
with Uranian detachment. There was an early stage in his development when, through this action of mine,
he came to think of the universe as a sandwich made of the upper and nether night, with, between them,
the meat of day. Below was the horrible darkness and confuson and closeness which he encountered in
hissuffy bedroom. Above was the high mysery of the stars. Between was the world of familiar things

This middle world had dready spread outwards to become a vague expanse of countries, embracing
somewhere beyond the familiar streets dl kinds of wonders, which were neverthdess definitely day-time
wonders. Somewhere there was India, full of tigers, eephants, jeweled princes, and jugglers. Elsawhere
lay Icdand, dl solid ice, with rivers of fire running down the crysta volcanoes. Then there was France,
where they ate frogs and snals and were teribly polite; Germany, where they made cheap copies of
English toys, and fought duels, Greece, where they wore no clothes except hemets with clothes-brushes
on them; Egypt, dl mummies and crocodiles; Faryland, where magic happened more eedly than in
England. Y et even in England, magic was not unknown. There was Santa Claus, and dozens of lucky and
unlucky things to be sought and avoided.

Over the whole world of countries hung the sky, a blue or cloudy calling. Here a discrepancy entered into
Paul's universe. If you thought about it from the day-time point of view, you bdieved that beyond the sky
and the stars there was heaven, full of winged angels in nightgowns, their eyes dways turned upwards.
And above them again was God, whom Paul had somehow come to think of as a huge grown-up,
gorawling from horizon to horizon, and looking down precisdy a Paul, with eyes that saw even his
thoughts. Somehow those eyes were the same as the Eye that stared at him in the nether darkness of his
bedroom. When Paul remembered the Eye by day, he would repeat rapidly, 'Oh God, | love you, | love
you, | love you.'

But if you thought of things from the point of view of the starry night, God and the angds did not seem to
fitin very wel. Paul hdf believed that they were pictures painted on the caling of the day world.

Intime, of course, Paul's day world ceased to be flat, and became a huge bdl. At this stage the universe
was more like a dumpling than a sandwich. Vagudy Paul dill conceived the three levels of existence. The
nether night was deep down within the bal of the day world. The starry night was dl around it. On the
bdl were dl the countries except Faryland, which was nowhere. Many of the countries were British
Possessions, and red. At school he learned much about England and the Empire, and became a patriot.
The English were--well, English. They had the greatest empire in the world. They were the only people
who played far in games, and were kind to animas, and could govern black people, and fight a losng
baitle to the end, and rule the seas. And because they were such fine people, God had hidden a lot of
cod and iron under their country, so that they could use it for ships and engines and for making thousands
of things that other countries were not clever enough to make for themsdves. God had aso written the
Biblein English, because it was the best language, and the angdls talked it.

Paul's patriotism was largdly an affectation. At thistime he had a great longing to be like his felows, and
his fellows made it very obvious that they were patriotic. Also he found in patriotism a source of
s f-gratulation. Somehow or other, through patriotism, the worm that was the ordinary Paul became one
of the lords of the earth. But there was aso another factor a work. He had aready begun to fed an
obscure impulse to devote hmsdf to ends beyond private gratification. Much of this sadly misconceived
yeaning for lofty ends was expressed in bragging about his school and vilifying other schools; but the
Empire afforded it a more imposing object.

iii. EARLY EXPERIMENTS ON PAUL

Not until Paul was aready at school did | begin to exercise a deliberate influence over him. My am was



to prepare him to atain in early maurity as complete an ingght as possible into the Neptunian view of
Terredrid affars. In hisearly years | seddom influenced him, but the rare occasions on which | did so had
a deep effect on him. They were designed to intensfy his consciousness beyond the normd limitations of
his species. By goading and ddicately controlling his attention | contrived to make him gartlingly aware,
now and again, of data which commonly lie beyond the apprehension of the First Men. The scope of my
early work upon him might be described by saying that | forced him to a more vivid sense of the redity
and unigueness of perceptua objects, of himsdf, of others as selves, and aso of his own underlying unity
with others, and of his own participation in the cosmos.

For ingtance, to dedl with the smplest matter firdt, Paul once found a curious green pebble. He picked it
up and examined it intently, noting with ddight its veining, its smooth curvature, its rigidity. He turned it
about, fingered it, tapped it. Then suddenly | flooded him with a spate of rdevant imegery, visud and
tactud, s0 that he seemed to encounter in this one pebble the whole splendour of sght, the whole
poignancy of touch. The thing suddenly legpt at him with its unvelled redity. The change in his experience
was as impressve as the change from imagery to actud perception, from picturing a friend's face to
actudly seeing it. It was as though the earlier experience, which at the time seemed normdly vivid, had
been after dl but a shadowy imagination of a pebble, compared with the later experience, which was an
actud apprehension of an objective redity. It was over in a moment. Paul dropped the pebble and
collgpsed on the grass, holding his head in his hands. For a moment he thought someone had thrown a
pebble a him and that it had gone right through his head. He opened his eyes. Evarything seemed
ordinary again. Then he caught Sght of the pebble, haf-hidden under a danddion ledf. It was jus a little
round green thing, but it seemed to look a him meaningly. As they regarded one another, Paul and the
pebble, Paul fdt the pebble rushing a him again. He covered his eyes and sat for a long while thinking of
nathing but his solitting head. He had been rather badly hurt, but dso he was intrigued. The effect was
something like his forgotten experience of birth, a confuson of shock, pain, brilliant novety, fear of the
unknown, and exhilaration.

Paul spent the next two days in bed with a 'bilious headache'. When he was recovered, he went in search
of his pebble. He picked it up dmogt as though it were a live bomb, but though it raised a vivid memory
of the adventure, it gave him no fresh experience.

| repeated this experiment on Paul at rare intervas and in rdation to very diverse objects, such as his
precious knife, the talling of a bell, aflying hawk, and his own hand. The lagt entailed a whole week in
bed, for not only had he perceived his hand extendly as he had perceived the pebble, he had dso
perceived it from within; and moreover he had been fascinated by his valitiond control of it. It was a little
grubby brown hand with black-rimmed nalls and many scratches. He turned it about, bending and
graghtening the fingers, confidently willing it to perform various antics, intensdy aware of his own fid, yet
not at dl self-consciousin any deeper sense.

Through my influence Paul continued to suffer these experiences throughout his childhood. He became
accustomed to them, and to look forward to them with mingled dread and zest. At length | judged him
ripe for a different kind of experiment. He had been coveting a minute bronze dog which belonged to one
of his companions. He tried to persuade the owner to 'swop' it, but in vain. Paul became more and more
obsessed, and findly stole the dog. While he was guiltily playing with it in his own house | played a trick
on him. | gave him an intense and detailed visud image of his friend rummeaging franticaly among his toys
for the lost dog. So aggressive did thisimage become that it blotted out Paul's actua environment. It had,
moreover, the intendfied redity that he had first encountered in the pebble. Paul's reaction was strange.
For amoment he stared a the hdlucination, while hatred welled within him. Then, as soon as the vison
had faded, he rushed into the street and dropped the little bronze figure down a grid. Henceforth he
treated his former friend with shocking spite, mingled with terror.



| did not attempt to influence Paul's dowly dawning awareness of sdf till he was aready wel advanced in
boyhood. One day, after he had been bathing with his favourite schoolfelow, the two boys, naked, wet,
deaming in the sunlight, had a friendly wrangle over atowd. They tugged in opposite directions, shouting
and panting. For a moment they stood 4ill, staring into one another's eyes. Suddenly | re-kindled in Paul
dl his past groping redizations of the difference between himsdf and the other, dl his past obscure
awareness of ‘'me and 'you'. | focused, s0 to speak, the whole vague illuminaion of this mass of
experience upon the present moment. As formerly the pebble and his hand, so now his friend and his
own being, impinged upon him with overwhelming redlity. It was a redity not aone of visud and tactud
form but aso of experiencing. Through my manipulation of his imagery he seemed to enter imagingivey
into the mind of the other, to have the fed of a different being, in a different body. A fly settled on the
other's neck. Paul fdt it tickle, and fdt the quick contortion that sent it away. Through the other's eyes he
seemed to see hisown intent face, and his own arms lightly pulling at the towe. He began murmuring to
himsdf, 'l, Paul; you, Dick; I, Dick; you, Paul." And through Dick's eyes he seemed to see his own lips
moving. Through Dick's ears and through his own ears dso he heard his own voice. Dick, meanwhile,
hed seen the sudden intengity of Paul's expression, and was darmed. Paul saw, and vividly experienced,
Dick'sdarm. They dropped the towd. Paul reached out a hand and fdt Dick's shoulder, as formerly he
hed fet the pebble. 'Odd!" he said, 'I've waked up. | do sometimes. But never quite this way before.”
Dick began to question, but Paul went on, 'l sort-of woke to be redly me. Then | was you. And both of
us a once. Did it happen to you too? Dick shook his head, very perplexed. Then came the headache.
Paul dropped, and lay whimpering, with his hands over his eyes.

My next experiment was performed during a violent quarrel between Paul and Dick. Paul had spent a
free afternoon making a boat. He was hollowing it with a gouge borrowed from Dick. Dick arrived to
demand the gouge, which was long overdue, and was needed for hollowing his own boat. Paul, intent on
hiswork and eager to finish it before tea, refused to surrender the tool. They wrangled, while Paul carried
on his work. Dick tried to stop him. At this moment | forced on Paul a vivid apprehension of the other
boy, and of his craving to have his tool, and of his rage againg Paul. Paul stopped working. Once more
he seemed for a moment to be Dick, and to see his own ugly scowl through Dick's eyes. For a moment
Paul hung pardlysed in amenta conflict. Then suddenly he jabbed Dick's hand with the gouge. Both boys
screamed with Dick's pain. Paul rushed toward the door, crying, 'Beast, get out of me, you taste horrid.'
Before he reached the door he vomited. Then he fled, ydling. He carried off the gouge.

This reaction of Paul's was very typicd of his species. His brief ingght into the other's point of view
merdy filled him with resentment. Typica aso was his subsequent remorse, which tortured him during his
period of illness after this experiment. Dick had been thoroughly frightened. It seemed to him that Paul
hed gone mad.

In time, however, the friendship was restored, and even deepened; for Paul now trested Dick with a
gentleness and understanding beyond his years. Occasondly | induced in him the more vivid
apprehension of his friend and himsalf, but | carefully refrained from doing so when ther interests were
vidlently opposed.

Inthisway | produced in Paul a sdf-indght and ingght into others which is very unusud in your species.
His rare anorma experiences now coloured his whole life, and sowed in him the seed of a lifdong
corflict between the behaviour naturd to his kind and the behaviour which his enhanced indght
demanded. When he found himsdf forced to choose between the two, he dmost dways acted in the
baser way, though afterwards he was hitterly remorseful. Once or twice, however, things turned out
differently. I will give one example.

Paul was one of those timid boys who is a congtant temptation to the bully. When any bullying was afoot
in which Paul himsdf was not involved, he dways took care not to interfere. Sometimes he would



actudly try to ingratiate himsdf with the stronger party. One winter day a school, when Paul and a few
others of his form were supposed to be doing their' preparation’, the arch bully of the form began
tormenting alittle Jaw whom Paul intensaly didiked. The smdler boys, with Paul among them, looked on,
goplauding now and then with anxious giggles. | chose this moment for an experiment. With dismay Paul
fdt his cursed imagination beginning to work. He tried to bury himsdf in his French exercise, but vanly.
Do what he would, he could not help entering imaginetively into ‘that beestly little Jew'. Then he Started
being not only the Jew but the bully also. He imagined the big lout feding the helpless sdlf-disgust which
he hmsdf had fdt in his one experiment in the art of bullying. | worked up this imegination till he redly
apprehended the mind of the bully far better than the bully himsdf. He redized vividy the drowsy,
fumbling, vagudy distressed and frightened life that was going on in that hulk of flesh, and was disguised
even from itsdf by the pose of braggartism. Suddenly Paul said doud in a clear but dreamy voice, 'Chuck
it, Williams, you're hurting yoursdlf." There was a sudden sllence of amazement. Paul, terrified at his own
voice, bowed over his French book. The bully remarked, "Y our turn next', and then gpplied himsdf once
more to his victim, who squealed. Paul rose, crossed the floor, lad a hand on the bully's shoulder, and
was sent crashing into the hearth. He sat for a moment among the cinders ligening to the generd laugh.
Then dowly he rose, and dowly surveyed his grinning fellow-mortas. Williams gave an extra twig to the
Jew's arm, and there followed a ydl, Paul, saying quietly, ‘Williams, you've got to stop', put his own |eft
hand into the fire and picked out a large completely redhot cod. Ignoring the pain and the amdl of his
burning flesh, he went over to Williams and said, 'Now, clear out or Il brand you,” Someone tried to
saize Paul's arm, He used his cod with effect, so thet the other retired, Then he rushed at Williams, The
bully fled. | fdt Paul's eyebrows rise and his lips twigt in a whimdca amile, He stood dreaming for a
moment, then restored the dill fantly glowing cod to its place in the fire, Suddenly he caught sght of the
charred and smoking mess that was his hand. All dong he had been aware of the pain, but he had camly
ignored it. But now that the incdent was completed, ignoring was impossible. His srange exdtation
vanished. He gave one sharp scream, hdf for pain, haf for surprise, and then fainted. Paul's hand
recovered within a few weeks, though of course it remained scarred for ever. Paul's mind was more
deeply affected. He was terrified about himsdf. He fdt that he had been possessed, and he dreaded
being let in for even worse scrapes in the future. All the same, he was rather proud of himsdf, and
haf-wished he could be like that dways.

iv. PAUL'SCHANGING WORLD

During his schooldays Paul suffered more than the normd growing pains, for his mind was shooting
upward in response not only to normad but to aonormd influences. He was outgrowing not only toys and
childish interests; he was outgrowing the world which school life imposed upon him, Like a crab that has
become too big for its shdl and mug gruggle out of it, Paul was now too big for his world. It had
cracked under the stress of his vitd movement, and he was in the act of issuing from it in a soft
vulnerable, but flexible and expansible covering, which some day would harden into a new and ampler
dwdling-place.

Two conflicting influences dominated him at schooal, the impulse to assume the stereotyped' schoolboy'
neture and live comfortably in the schoolboy world, and in opposition to this the impulse to find himsdf
and to find redity. He strove to live according to the schoolboy ethic, partly because he genuindy
admired it, patly so as to assume the protective colouring of his surroundings. But he could never
succeed. The forces a work within im were too strong for him. In his early schooldays Paul never
dearly understood that he was trying to live two inconsgtent lives a once. He did not know that, while he
was 0 earnedtly trying to adjust himsdlf to the school universe, he was ao trying to burst that universe
gpart and grow an entirdy new universe to suit the expanding tissues of hismind.

Thisgrowth, or rather this profound metamorphoss, was controlled by certain experiences which had an
enduring effect on him. They were, 0 to speak, the centres of reorganization which, little by little,



changed the larval Paul into the adult imago. These semind experiences were of two kinds, though he did
not clearly diginguish between them. His attention was arrested, and he was stung into excited admiration
by two widespread fects by the intricacy and relentlessness of physca happenings, and dso by
biologicd perfection, or at least functiona perfection of every sort.

Paul's sense of the audterity of the physica universe awoke early. Even in the nursery he had conceived
an uncomprehending respect for the mechanism of naurd events. This spontaneous movement of piety
toward 'nature’ developed not only into a strong scientific interest, but also into strangely exultant awe, for
which there seemed to be no rationd judtification.

It was his father who firg pointed out to him the crossing wave-trains of amountain tarn, and by eoquent
description made him fed that the whole physical world wasin some manner alake rippled by myriads of
such crossing waves, great and smdl, swift and dow. Thislittle Sgnificant experience took place during a
holiday spent on the Welsh moors. They were sanding on a crag overlooking the grey ‘llyn. They
counted five diginct systems of waves, some smdl and sharp, some broad and fant. There were dso
occasond brief ‘cat's paws complicating the pattern. Father and son went down to the sheltered side of
the lake and contemplated its more peaceful undulations. With a sense amost of sacrilege, Paul stirred
the water with his stick, and sent ripple after ripple in widening circles. The father said, "That is what you
are yoursdf, a dirring up of the water, so that waves spread across the world. When the dirring stops,
there will be no more ripples.” As they waked away, they discussed light and sound and the rippled sky,
and the sun, great source of ripples. Thus did an imagindive amateur anticipate in a happy guess the
wave mechanics which was to prove the crowning achievement of the physics of the First Men. Paul was
given to undergtand that even his own body, whatever else it was, was catanly a turmoil of waves,
inconceaivably complex but no less orderly than the waves on the tarn. His gpprehension of this nove
information was confused but dramatic. It gave him a sense of the extreme subtlety and inevitability of
exigence. That even his own body should be of this nature seemed to him very strange but dso very
beautiful. AlImogt a the outset, however, he sad, 'If my body is dl waves, where do | come in? Do |
make the waves, or do the waves make me? To this the father answered, with more confidence then
lucidity, 'Y ou are the waves. What dirsis God.'

This experience remained with Paul for ever. It became for him the paradigm of dl physca sciences, and
a the same time an epitome of the mystery of life. In his maturity he would often, when he came upon dill
water, pause to disturb its serenity. Thelittle act would seem to him darkly impious yet adso credtive. He
would mutter to himsdlf, 'God Hirs the waters.” Sometimes he would take a handful of little stones and
throw them into the pond, one &fter the other in different directions. Then he would stand motionless,
watching the intersecting circles spread and fade and die, till at last peace was whally restored.

Paul's firg view of the moon through his father's modest telescope was another memorable experience.
He had dready seen a ship disgppearing below the horizon, and had been told that the earth and the
moon were round. But actudly to see the rotund moon, no longer as a fla white shilling, but as a digant
world covered with mountains, was an experience whose fascinaion he never outgrew. Throughout his
life he was ready to gaze for ten minutes a a time through telescope or fidd-glass at the bright summits
and black valeys dong the line between lunar night and day. This vison had a gartling power over him
which he himsdf could not rationdly judtify. It would flash mygterioudy upon him with bewildering and
even devadtating effect in the midst of some schoolboy ectivity, in the midst of a Lain lesson, or morming
prayers, or a game of cricket, or a smutty story. Under the influence of this experience he began to
devour popular astronomy books. He looked with new eyes a the fird page of the school atlas, which
hed hitherto meant nothing to him. Rapidly the school-boy universe ceased to be the whole red universe,
and was reduced to a very faulty picture of a tiny comer of a universe which teemed with suns and
inhabited worlds. For at this stage he imagined that every star was attended by a dozen or so populous
planets.



He was perplexed to find that most adults, though many of them fully believed in some such universe, did
nothing with the knowledge. That which to hm was so dgnificat was to them either tiresome or
terrifying. Even hisfather, who had helped him to discover the new world, did not seem to appreciate it
asit deserved. To the father it did indeed seem wonderful. He called it 'sublime. But for him it remained
merdy a aublime irrdlevance. It compeled his attention, and in a manner his admiration aso; but the tone
of hisvoice, when he was taking of it, suggested a velled reluctance, dmog resentment. He seemed, in
spite of dl his scientific interest, to be happier and more at home in the world of the lliad or of the 'Faerie
Queene . The son, on the other hand, though he did his best to appreciate these dream worlds, was
never moved by them. But the stars gave him an intense exhilaration, which, when he tried to judify it to
hisfather, turned out to be, or to seem, whally irrationd.

Another overwheming fact that gradualy emerged into the child Paul's ken, partly through the hdp of his
fether, partly through his own unaided apprehension, was what he came later to cdl' the diveness of dl
living things *. His boon companion of early days had been aterrier, with whom he used surreptitioudy to
share his bread and buitter, bite by bite. Of course he bdieved that this creature had a mind much more
like his own mind than was actudly the case; but aso, by long experience of this animd, he learned to
enter into imaginative sympathy with a mind that was not human. This canine friendship drove deep into
his own mind and heart both a sense of the kinship of dl living things and a sense of ther differences.
Though Jack could enter into a romp, he could never be induced to play trains. Nor could he be
persuaded that rabbits were beings like himsdf, whose lives should be respected. Paul himsdlf, of course,
hed to make that discovery; but even in his earliest fly-tormenting and beetle-crushing phase he was
dready making it. Later there came a stage when this mystery of dien lives was his chief absorption and
his chief perplexity. He would watch ants tailing through the grass-jungle with food for the public store, or
‘talking' to one another as they met on one of their highways, or fighting to the death in organized battle.
Always, of course, he imputed far too much of human intdligence to these strange beings. But even when
a a much later date he discovered this error, he remaned firm in his sense of therr fundamenta
community with himsdf. Even worms, exploring the soil with thelr blind noses, seemed to him infinitey
more like himsdf than the soil they devoured. And when one of them was snapped up by a thrush, Paul
suffered an agony of indecison, debating whether to save the worm or let the bird have its dinner in
peace. When he saw a cat with a mouse, he rushed indignantly to the rescue; yet somehow, after the
event, he fdl to wondering if he had merely been meddiesome.

In short, during this phase of his growth he was overwhedmed with what some would cal a mystica
apprehension of theinner being of dl living things, and shocked by their insengtivity to one another, their
essentid harmfulness to one another. He was troubled by the fact that he hmsdf ate meat and wore
lecther boots, and amazed that even kind-hearted persons, who doted on their own pets, did likewise
without any hesitation. He was dill more distressed by a streak of red sadism which survived in himsdf.
At onetime he used to catch wasps and cut them in two, S0 as to observe the strange behaviour of the
parts. Worse dill was his reaction to stag-hunting. His rare excursons into the world of sport did not
occur until he was in his last year a school. They ceased while he was at the University. A well-to-do
and much respected friend of his father sometimes invited Paul to spend part of the summer holidays a
his house in Devon. He taught Paul to ride, and was determined to make a sportsman of him. When the
lad was consdered proficient, he was taken out to follow the hounds. With a dckening guiltiness, a
sckening sense of his own bad horsemanship, with a Sckening blend of adulation and contempt for the
res of the fidd, he let himsdf be bumped over moors and through covers, down lanes and through
villages till surprigngly he found himsdf in at the death. There at last was the stag, chin-deegp inariver, or
dithering on the roof of some outhouse in a village street, or more mgedicdly at bay in the angle of two
hedges. Then Paul exulted, even while he sickened with shame and pity. Why did he do it? he wondered.
Why did he stand there watching the great weary beast mauled by the hounds, while the huntsmen tried
to grab one of its antlers from behind? And when the knife went home, why did he fed, just for a fraction



of a second, a sudden glee and triumph? Why was he so anxioudy sdf-complacent as he stood a his
horse's head chewing cake and apples, while the stag was disembowelled and the hounds clamoured for
their share? Why did he so desre to be taken for one of these sporting gentry, these overgrown
schoolboys? These questions remained for Paul unanswered. Clearly his lavd nature was meking a
desperate effort to rgect the more developed mentdity that | was forcing on him. In spite of his
incompetence, he fdt toward the sporting English gentleman not merdly respect and envy but a deep
kinship. In his revulson againg the primeva hunter and fighter, and aristocrat, he was divided agangt
himsdf. Essentidly the same conflict racked him a few years later when the war forced him to choose
once and for dl between the two dlegiances. But of course in his war-perplexity, the primitive motive
was reinforced by much that was by no means primitive.

4 PAUL COMESOF AGE

i. PAUL AND SEX
ii. PAUL DEVOUT
iii. PAUL FACES THE FACTS

i. PAUL AND SEX

| HAVE now to describe Paul's advance from boyhood to early manhood, which he reached just before
the outbreak of the European War. In order to do this| mugt tdl chigfly of his changing reactions to three
factsin his experience, namdy to sex, to persondity, and to the immense impersond.

As | have dready said, Paul discovered early in his childhood that a very specid and deectable
experience could be obtained from that part of his body on which his eders had conferred a most
intriguing mystery. Their dropped voices, their hesitations, their veiled suggestions and warnings, had long
ago roused his curiogty and prepared him to fed guilt in hisnew pleasure. Later, during adolescence, the
naturd development of his body, combined with the influence of stories and drawings circulated a
school, increased hisitch of experimentation in thisfidd. His own sensitivity, which had been exaggerated

by my influence, made him peculiarly susceptible.

In this new experience Paul found something unique, arresting, myserioudy sgnificant, yet sgnificant of
he knew not what. | mysdf, the observer of these disurbing events, can only describe the character
which he seemed to himsdf to find in them, by cdling it an impresson of amost mystica fulfilment, or of
communion with some presence, or being, or power, whally beyond the grasp of this intellect. It was as
though he had unexpectedly discovered how to reach down and touch the deep, living heart of redlity,
and as though this contact were to quicken him through and through with an exquisite, though deedly
thrill. The experience was dl too brief, and after it came a vague fear. In the very act it seemed to be
promisng more than it could ever give. That flegting contact with the heart of things was but an earnest,
seemingly, of some more profound and ladting penetration, not yet to be achieved.

Now this atainment and this promise were not whally illusory. To minds that have passed far beyond
your stage of growth, every sensory experience whatever may afford this exquisite, inebriating sense of
contact with objective redity. More primitive minds, however, sddom étan this ingght. For them it is
only when the sensuous has the added glamour of rarity, or of sn and sanctity, that it can ddiver its full
content. And so the amazed soirit fasdy assumes that only through this one particular sensory window
can it reach out and touch redity. Among you the sexud experience done has univerdly this unique
sgnificance and power. For in you, as in the apes, dmogt done among mammals, reproductive potency
is congtant and excessve. And in nearly dl your cultures the consequent excessive interest in sex has
been thwarted, in most cases very dumdly.

In Paul's case it soon became clear that, unless | intervened, the mystery and horror with which sex was
treated would cause in him an obsessive fascinaion. His plight iswdl enough expressed in a poem which



he wrote & thistime, but showed to no one. | should explain that henceforth he was frequently to indulge
inwhat he regarded as poeticad expression. | shdl occasondly quote from his writings to illudtrate his
soiritua progress. Note that even at this early stage he was desarting the forms of verse that were dill
orthodox. Here isthe poem.

SI N>

| have touched filth.

Only with the finger tip | touched it.
inquisitive of the taste of it.

But it creeps.

It has spread over ny body a sline.

and into ny soul a stupor.

It is a filmover the eyes.

blurring the delicate figuring and ethereal hue of things.
It clogs the ears.

The finer tones of truth are nuffled from ne.
Beauty has turned her back on ne.

| have shaned her, | am desol ate.

There is no escape from nyself.

And in ny |oneliness,

It was because of ny nmad | oneliness,

| touched again.

| dabbled for a nonent in the sweet filth

and fled back shuddering in the silence.
Presently | shall slink down again and wal | ow.
for solace in ny nad |oneliness.

One of the mogt difficult facts for the Neptunian explorer to grasp about primitive mindsistheir obsession
and ther abject guilt and disgust in respect of bodily appetites. In the conditution of the last humen
species the excess energy of these appetites is very largdy sublimated, innaidy, into the spiritud and
intdlectud life. On the other hand, whenever they do demand direct satisfaction, they are frankly and
zestfully gratified. In Paul's species it was the sexud appetite that caused trouble. Now it did not suit me
that Paul should become tangled inextricably in sex. His whole generation, | knew, was going to develop
dong the lines of sex mania, in revulson from the prudery of its predecessors. But it was necessary that
Paul should maintain a true balance, so that his soirit's energies should be free to direct themsdaves
elsawhere,

The method by which | brought peace to Paul's troubled mind was easy to me, though disturbing to him.
Whenever he began to worry himsdf with guilty fears, | would force upon his imagination scenes from
another world, in which not sex but nutrition was the deed of supreme uncleanness and sanctity. Little by
litle I pieced together in his mind a consderable knowledge of an early Neptunian species whose
fantadtic culture has many points in common with your own. Let me here tel you briefly of that culture.

On Neptune, then, there once lived, or from your point of view, there will live, a race of human beings
which attained a certain aflluence and socid complexity, but was ever hampered by its morbid interest in
nutrition. By what freskish turns of fortune this state of affairs was brought about, 1 need not pause to
describe. Suffice it that physologica changes had produced in this human species an exaggerated
mechaniam of hunger. This dnormdity saddled dl its members with a craving for food much in excess of
biologica need; and from the blundering socid repression of this craving there arose a number of strange
taboos and perversons. By the time this Neptunian species had attained avil life, the function of nutrition
had become as perverse and mdignant as the function of reproduction in your own society. No reference
might be made to it in public, save to its excretory side, which was regarded as a rite of purificaion.
Eaing became a private and vagudly obscene act. While in many socid Stuations sexud intercourse was



a recognized means of expression and diverson, and even drinking was permitted in the less puritanica
crdes so long as it was performed through the nose, eating in the presence of another person was not
tolerated. In every home a specid privy was set aside for esting. This was stocked during the night by the
public food carriers, who congtituted the lowest caste of society. In place of your chedtity ided there
arose afiction that to refrain from eating was virtuous, and that the most holy persons could live without
eding & dl. Even ordinary folk, though pardoned for occasiond indulgence, were supposed to refrain
from thefilthy act as far as possible. Repressed nutrition had by now coloured the Whole life of the race.
The mouth occupied in its culture much the same pogtion as the phdlus with you. A vast and subtle
symbolism, like that which in your culture is associated with the sacred and obscene reproductive act,
was generated in this case by the sacred and obscene nutritive act. Eding became at once a Sn and an
epitome of the divine power; for in egting does not the living body gather into itsdf lifdess matter to
organize it, vitdize it? The mouth was, of course, never exposed to view. The awvful member was
concedled behind a little modesty apron, which was worn below the nose. In prehistoric times the lips
hed formed the chief visuad simulus to sexud interest, and like the rump of the baboon had developed
lavish coloration and turgescence. But very early in the culturd development of the species the modesty
gpron became universa. Even when the rest of the body was unclad, this garment was retained. And just
as in your culture the notorious fig-leaf is vagudy suggedtive of that which it conceds, so, in this
Neptunian culture, the conventiondly decorated covering of the mouth came to mimic furtively the dread
orificeitsdf. Owing to the fact that in polite society no sound might be made which betrayed movement
of the lips, speech became distorted and debased. One curious consequence of this obscenity of the
mouth was the peculiar status of kissng. Though sexud promiscuity was dmost universd, kissng was a
deadly Sn, except between man and wife A kiss, bestowed in privacy and darkness, was the true
consummation of marriage, and was something infinitdy more desirable and more disurbing than the
procredtive act itsdf. All lovers longed to be united in a kiss; or, if they were innocents, they looked for
some unknown fulfilment, which they vagudy and quiltily fdt must be somehow connected with the
mouth. Coitus they regarded merdly as an innocent and peculiarly ddightful caress; but the kiss was the
dark, exquisite, sacred, mydicaly sgnificant, forbidden fruit of dl their loving. It was a mutud devouring,
the act in which, symbalicaly, the lover took the substance of the other within his or her own system.
Through this connexion with romantic love the kiss gathered to itsdf dl that obscure sgnificance of tender
persond relations, of spiritud communion between highly developed persondities, which in your world
the same romantic love may confer on coitus. Further, since, like your Trobriand Idanders, the less
sophigticated races of this species were often ignorant of the connexion between the sexud act and
conception, and since, as with those idanders, sexud intercourse outsde the marriage bond often failed
to produce offspring, it was commonly believed in the more primitive of these Neptunian societies that the
true reproductive act was the kiss. Consequently conception and child-birth came to be endowed with
the same mydery, sanctity, and obscenity as nutrition. Sex, on the other hand, remained ddightfully
uncontaminated. These traditions mantained their power even in dvilized societies, which had long ago
redized the truth about parenthood. Children were carefully indructed in the hygiene of sex, and
encouraged to have blithe sexud rdations as soon as they needed that form of expression. But in respect
of nutrition they were left in disastrous ignorance. As infants they were suckled, but in drict secluson.
Later they were taken to the food-privy and fed; but they were trained never to mention food in public
and of course never to expose their mouths. Obscure and terrifying hints were let fdl about the disastrous
effects of gudtatory self-indulgence. They were told not to go to the privy more than once a day, and not
to say longer than necessary. From their companions they gathered much distorted information about
eding; and they were likdy to contract diverse kinds of nutritive perverson, such as chewing stones and
earth, biting one another or themsdves for the taste of blood. Often they contracted such a prurient mania
of thumb-sucking, that mouth and thumb would fester. If they escaped these perversions, it was by
means of ignorant licentiousness in the food-privy. In consequence of this they were prone to contract
serious digedtive disorders, which moreover, if discovered, inevitably brought them into contempt. In
dther case they incurred a shattering sense of guilt, and contracted by auto-suggestion many of the



symptoms which rumour attributed to ther vice. In maturity they were likdy to become ether secret
gourmets or puritans.

The effect of introducing Paul to this remote world was beneficid in more ways than one. Not only did it
leed him gradudlly to regard his own sexud nature with a new tolerance and a new detachment, so that
his mind was no longer tethered to the stake of sex; it dso gave him a considerable indght into the
mentdity of his elders, and opened his eyes precocioudy to the farcica aspect of his species. Of course,
he did not serioudy believe hisvisons. Or rather, as the dien world embodied itsdf with incressing detail
inhismind, he could not entirdy dishelieve it, but came to regard it as 'over ther€, ingead of 'here' like
his own world. | had, of course, made him picture the Neptunian species. He glimpsad its squat stone
cities, thronged with nude and bulky caricatures of his own race. He saw ther mouth-aprons, and their
secret vices of nutrition. He saw aso ther frank sexua behaviour, and actudly from the study of sex in
thet remote age and world he learned much about sex in his own race. Not only so, but he learned his
fird lesson in that generd detachment from the purdly Terrestrid vaues, which | needed to produce in
him. He learned, too, to scrutinize dl prized and dl condemned things to discover whether they were
prized or condemned for their own sakes or for some other reason. For ingtance, comparing his fantasy
world with the normd world, he saw that sexud activity and nutritive activity were both vaued in both
worlds, but that in each world one of these activities had gathered a purdy accidenta and farcicd
sgnificance. On the other hand, in both worlds, love, the passionate admiration of spirit for spirit, was a
genuine experience which lent something of its glory here to sex, there to nutrition.

Paul's mygterious life of imaginaion gave hm an understanding of human nature far beyond his years.
Combining with his enhanced self-consciousness, it made him strangely sympathetic yet strangely cynicdl.
His companions regarded him as 'queer’. At mogt times he behaved as a rather sdfish and rather
cowardly boy, and he was not incapable of spite. Yet a any moment, it seemed, he might blaze up with
what to his companions seemed an dmog insane generosity and an entirdy sdlf-oblivious courage. At
other times he displayed a disconcerting indifference and remoteness. In the middle of some wild game he
would suddenly ‘fade out', play his part perfunctorily or not at al, and presently be seen waiching the
action with an interest that was somehow not the interest of a boy.

During his schooldays Paul was generdly in love with some other boy or with a girl. His erratic
temperament prevented the course of true love from running even as smooathly as it does with norma
young human animas. One day he would be terifyingly earnest, next day entirdly uninterested, or, worse,
interested in the manner of a scentific observer. One day he would be possessive, touchy, spiteful, the
next day devoted and sdlf-oblivious. Consequently his loves were uneasy, brief, and in retrospect bitter.
The more he was defeated, the more he longed for a laging intimacy. The more he longed, the more
impossible he became. During the latter part of his school career he grew increesngly aware of and
absorbed in human persondity. It came to seem to him that the only thing of any account in life was the
inimacy of one person with another, in fact with a perfect mate. His whole attention was given to the task
of finding for hmsdf the perfect mate. Gradudly he began to redlize that he would never succeed, and
indeed that success was dmog impossible. It seemed to him that human beings were doomed to miss for
ever the only god worth seeking, and that in their fated griving for it they must ever lacerate one another.

It was with this conviction that Paul ended his much-prolonged school career and embarked upon an arts
course a the Universty of London. He was very unlike the ordinary ‘freshman’. Some years older than
the average, cripplingly self-conscious, scholagticaly backward and erratic, but equipped with a very
unusud stock of random knowledge, and of indght into human nature, he seemed to his fdlows an
amiable but rather tiresome freak.

While he was ill at the university Paul met a young woman some years older than himsdf, whose image
was destined to be a permanent influence in his mind. From the Terredtrid point of view she was no



doubt a ddightful creature, though not a paragon of classca or any other recognized kind of beauty.
Even to the Neptunian eye, sufficiently fortified by long Terrestrid experience, she was not without
charm. Of course, vary little of her was visble Save for the face and hands, her whole body was
covered and insulted by the peculiarly grotesque dothing of her period. But in her face there was
something more than the prettiness which attracted the maes of her own species and was a source of a
certain winsome complacency in hersdlf. There was a vitdity in it which to me was dusvey reminiscent
of the full-blown and fully conscious beauty of women of my own species. In fact, there was a hint of the
more fully human and more frankly animd spirit, which the Last Men look for in woman and the Last
Womean in man. But in the eyes of her contemporaries, and in her own eyes too, this pervading
characterigtic of her face, of her dow free gait, and, as | was later to discover, of her body dso (about
which there was something of the young cart-horse), was but an oddity, a blemish. Now Paul believed
that he was attracted only by her conventiond prettiness. He did not know that my influence hed
inadvertently brought him under the spell of a beauty beyond his usud ken, He prided himsdf on being
able, in spite of his adoration, to point out and ridicule her imperfections, and even ddight in them. He did
not know that these very 'imperfections of body and mind were the source of her strange pdll over him,
He recognized, dmost gpologeticdly, that they made her for him lovdier, more individud, more red,
more peculiarly hersdf, He did not recognize, though in fact he obscurely fdt, that her peculiarity was not
a fdling short from, but a transcending of, Teredrid beauty. Mentdly she was, he fdt, exquigtdy
complementary to himsdlf, yet basicdly at one with him. She was able to appreciate and enrich his inner
life of fantasy, which hitherto he had never revealed to anyone. She flattered him by regarding him as a
genius, He was wel content that she should treat hm dso as a dear smpleton whose dreams were
impracticable. Above dl, he was strengthened by the knowledge that each had become to the other a
mogt necessary playmate and helpmeet, and that each had dready been spiritudly enriched by the other
for ever after.

Thisgirl, whom | will call Katherine, took ddight in 'bringing Paul out of his shel’, in heping him to hold
his own in socid intercourse. She taught him to dance; and, though the physicad contact made his head
svim, he did her credit. They went to many dances, but the custom of the period forbade them to dance
together more than two or three times in an evening. Dancing was &t firg their only opportunity of close
contact; for a strange reason. This fundamentdly downright and generous creature had unfortunately been
educated in a puritanica tradition. Through loydty to her father, for whom, as | later discovered, she fdt
adeep affection, she corseted her nature within the limits of a gtrict socid and mord etiquette. By nétive
conditution strong both in anima zest and in maternd tenderness, by upbringing severely conscientious,
ghe had tried to solve the inevitable conflict between her generous vitdity and her mord severity by
kindliness toward others and drictness toward hersdf. Mantaining her own puritan conduct, she took
vicarious ddight in the peccadilloes of others. It was partly her combination of romanticdly puritanicd
idedlism with imaginative sympathy that won Paul's respect. Her rlation with Paul was &t firs extremdy
correct. It had to compensate for the redtriction of its physicd side by a romantic efflorescence on the
mentd side. They found many intelectud and aesthetic enthusasms in common. They dso inculcated Iin
one another a common zed for socid service. He swore thet in the great cause of making a better world
he would ‘wear dways the armour of her love so that nothing should strike him down. His own love for
her would be his lance. Her beauty would be his inspiration, her sense of beauty his guiding star. Theirs
was a union, they told one another, primarily of spirit and spirit. The body should fulfil its minor function,
in due season.

It was extremdy interesting to see how Paul acted his part during the first weeks of this intimacy. The
detachment from Terrestrid vaues which | had been teaching him, at firg enabled him to ridicule and
damp down his cravings for a more sexud raionship. Neptunian fantasies helped him here. But soon
they began to work on the other side aso. He came to see the fdlly and futility of his romance. Externdly
he remained for long the tame squire of his beloved; but inwardly, though often he was a sdfless admirer



of thislovely human animd that had confided in him, sometimes he was sheer greedy sex, chafing within
the bonds of decency. At other times, behind his caresses he was ice-cold, or even disgusted, or just an
ironicd observer, corrdating events Terredtrid with events Neptunian. But for long these great inner
fluctuetions appeared to the beloved only as dight whimscd changes of mood, to which' with maternd
tact she gladly adjusted hersdf.

Astime passed, however, Paul became more difficult’. Hitherto, in spite of his moods, he had seemed to
the young woman absolutely safe, absolutely devoted to their common code of decency. His occasiona
respectful importunity flattered her without serioudy disturbing her. But now his norma mood began to
be penetrated with rather terrifying moments in which his persondity seemed to change to something a
once more cynicd and more violent, more remote and more animd. Mogt terrifying was the fact that, to
her own amazement, she could not fed disgusted, but only conscientious.

The crigs occurred on a summer evening after a dance. Paul and his beloved, flushed with exertion and
mutud ddlight and exdted by a sense of their own daring unconventiondity, escaped through the garden
to the bare down that fringed their suburb. Armin arm they walked, then seated themsdlves on the grass
to watch the riang moon. After the usud discreet caresses, Paul extended a reverent hand and stroked
her throat. His finger-tips ventured down to the white expanse of bosom, reveded by her low-cut
evening dress. Surprised less by his boldness than by her own sudden ddight, she caressed the caressing
fingers He ventured further, feding his way toward her breasts. Pardysed between desire and anxiety,
she dlowed him to explore those warm, secret, holy excrescences.

This little tactud event, this marvelous, ecstatic new experience, affected both somewhat violently. For
Paul it seemed to condtitute an important new stage in that quest which had so long tormented him, the
quest for redlity. It seemed to fulfil, or dmogt fulfil, a once his hunger for sexua contact and his yearning
for spiritud intimecy. It had about it a qudity of home-coming after long absence, as though he had been
there before in some forgotten existence. It was indeed as though the starved exile, who had for so long
been nourished only on phantoms, and had logt even the memory of his motherland, were to find himsdf
back once more in the bosom of redity, bewildered yet fundamentadly a home. In her it roused both
sexud warmth and aso a poignant tenderness dmost as of maother for babe. She was torn between a
sudden longing to give hersdf whally and a sudden darm at this unprecedented invasion.

How distressed these two innocents would have been had they known that a third person was witness of
this shocking deed, that another humean being, a man older than Paul by some thousands of years (though
not to be born till long after the earth's destruction) was noting through Paul's eyes the moonlit eyes and
features of the girl, was himsdf caressing, though through Paul's hand, the thrilled Terrestrid breasts, and
comparing them with corresponding objects upon Neptune! All these data, and dso Paul's own guilty
swvooning ecstasy, | observed with sympathy born of the mogt intimate acquaintance, but aso with
amusement and some impatience, in spite of the detachment and remoteness of two thousand million
years.

Even Paul himsdf was in a manner a detached spectator of his own behaviour. He himsdf was in a
manner danding outsde himsdf and observing these two young courting mammas. This detachment |
mysdf hed induced in him. For dready at thistime of hislifel had trained him to be the cam spectator of
his own reactions in every fervent experience. In the present case it seemed good to emphasize certain
aspects of the matter for him. | therefore began to influence the course of his thoughts. As he savoured
the experience, he became increesngly aware of a disturbing and fantastic under-current to his ddicious
perceptions. He saw with the mind's eye an early Neptunian couple engaged upon an act which to them
was one of shocking licentiousness and excruciaing ddight, but to the Terredtrid eye was merdy
ridiculous. This guilty pair stood facing one another, ther mouth-gprons removed. From mouth to
crimson mouth there stretched a curious fruit, not unlike a much-elongated banana. With mohile lips both



he and she were drawing this object into the mouth, and egting it progressively. They gazed into one
another's kindled eyes, ther cheeks aflame. Clearly they were both enrapt in that exquisite sweet horror
which is afforded only by the fruit that is forbidden. Paul watched the banana shrinking, the faces
approaching one another. His own hand, feding the responsive breasts, paused, lay inert. The fruit had
vanished. The faces made contact in a long mumbling kiss. The vison faded. Paul was left with an
agonized conflict of the sublime and the ridiculous, for it was evident to him that in this farcical scene he
hed witnessed the exquisite union of two impassioned spirits.

For a moment Paul stayed motionless, wondering whether to an dien eye he and Katherine would seem
any less comic. Almost he decided to withdraw his hand. But now that | had forced himin the very act of
sngleminded zest to take an unsympathetic view, | was able to give him an exdtation which was secure
agand ridicule because it included ridicule. Firgt | let him suffer in a angle flash of indght the stabbing
pleasure of those two Neptunians. | then flooded his mind with a spate of visons, such that he seemed to
himsdf to be witnessing in afew seconds the whole pageant of amorous adventure. He seemed to see the
earliest mutud devourings of microscopic jdliesin the sea, the far-flung pallination of greet trees, dow
reptilian embraces, the aerid copulations of swalows, the rutting of stags, the apes more conscious
amorousness. He saw human forms, brown, yelow, black or white, in their firgt adventurous fondlings, or
clipped together. He saw them now in caves, now in jungle lairs, now in snow huts, blubber-lit, now in
lake dwdlings, the water lapping the piles, now in curtained Tudor four-posters, now in jangling iron
bedsteads in dums, now between fine linen sheets, now among the bushes of public gardens, furtive,
druggling with clothes, now beside moorland tams, the untrammeled limbs sun-darkened, glossy.
Throughout this experience Paul retained a flavour of the earlier ludicrous scene over the forbidden fruit;
but he gathered dso a new sense of the deep, groping earnestness of sex. And this jerked him into one of
his rare moods of heightened consciousness. The little breast and nipple beneath his hand suddenly
reveded itsdf to imin a mogt poignant vison, and at the same time the individua spirit of the gil (so it
seemed) was laid bare dazzingly to his own spirit's gaze. He saw, moreover, that she wanted what he
aso wanted.

But now the girl, sendng a change in his mood, and feding that something ought to be done, firs pressed
his hand upon her yidding breast, and then tried to extricate it. Paul fdt the soft flesh crushed between his
fingers. Exulting, he gripped, so vigoroudy that she gave a little scream. Then suddenly she found hersdlf
caught in an embrace that was atogether too frankly sexud to be tolerated. Y &, to her own surprise, she
yielded to it for a moment, savouring the new experience. Then it became clear that if she was to
preserve any longer that which a virtuous young lady is supposed to cherish more then life itsdf, she mugt
take immediae action. She struggled, expostulated, then suddenly, greedily, seized Paul'slip between her
teeth. The pain shot through him like lightning. His grip relaxed. They separated. While he mopped his
bleeding mouth, she arranged her dothing, swore she would never see him again, and then retreated
toward the house with dl the dignity she could muster.

But they continued to mest, for each had by now become necessary to the other. The intimecy
deepened. They became 'engaged’, though for finanda reasons they had no prospect of marriage. They
saw one another every day. The solid bags of thar friendship, thar mental ingght into one another and
joy in each other's natures, compelled them to seek one another. But their love was becoming warped by
the longing for that find bodily intimacy which both craved, but she dared not permit. To the Neptunian
observer it was obvious that for both thar sakes she ought to have cut hersdf away from him once and
for dl, or ese to have yielded fully to her own desire and his. For the former course she had no will The
intid feminine reluctance, the desire to preserve hersdf intact, had long since given place to the no less
feminine hunger to give hersdf and be merged with her chosen mae. But an irregular union would have
been intolerable to her salf-respect. She was a child of her age, and her age was 4ill in spirit, though not
in date, 'nineteenth century’. Though under Paul's influence she had recently begun to modify her
puritanism, and now liked to think of hersdf as 'modern’ and unconventiond, there was a point beyond



which she dared naot go.

The months passed. Paul became more and more obsessed. He thought of nothing but love-making and
his own unhappy Stuation It became necessary that he should stagnate no longer; for the year 1914 was
approaching, in which he must be fully recovered from dl the fevers of adolescence. | therefore decided
to interfere. Two courses were open to me. Either | could make the girl give hersdlf, or | could remove
her. From the Neptunian point of view the obvious course was to let Paul have hisway, and gain the little
treasure of experience that would thus be added to him. In many ways they would both have benefited.
They would have found new hedth and vigour of body, and for a while new peace and vitdity of mind.
But | knew that, harmless and invigorating as this culmination would have been for other individuals and in
another society, for these two young Terredtrids it would have brought disaster. In the fird place, they
might have inadvertently produced a new individud of their species; and then both mother and child, and
the young father also, would have been persecuted by the barbarian society in which they lived. | judged
that such an experience would render Paul unfit for my experiment. It would have tethered his atention
for too long to the persond. Secondly, they would have suffered a spiritud disaster, for they themsdves
both accepted the code which they would have infringed. Had | driven them on to taste their innocuous,
pretty, forbidden fruit, they would soon have become a burden to one another. With the inevitable
coaling of ardour they would have assumed a fase obligation each to the other, and a the same time they
would have lapsed into guilty disgust, recriminations and mord degradation. This would have
side-tracked Paul's atention for too long a period.

| therefore decided to remove the girl. To do this | had fird to enter her mind and discover how | might
conveniently effect my purpose. Poor child, she would indeed have been overwhelmed with shame and
horror had she known that for several weeks dl her mogt private acts and secret thoughts were observed
by a hidden, an indweling and amde spectator. | was, for ingance, present one Saturday night while she
lowered her dill coltish body into a hot bath, tingling and gasping as the heat devoured her. | detected her
mind's quick backward glance at Paul's devouring but unfulfilled embraces. | noted dso that she let the
hot water flow and the temperature of the bath rise till she was on the verge of agony, before she findly
sat up and turned off the tap. | was present aso a her dreams, in which so often she let Paul have his
way, before she woke and was regretfully thankful it had only been a dream.

A brief sudy of her persondity sufficed to show just which of the -young men in her environment would
best suit her nature. | turned her attention in his direction; rather roughly, | fear, for | noticed that she
began to have doubts of her sanity. In sdf-pride and in compassion for Paul she dung for a while to the
old love, but in vain. She struggled desperately againg her fate, bitterly ashamed of her impotence and
fickleness. But by a kind of inner hypnotism | forced her to receive into her heart the image of the new
love that | had chosen for her. | made her dwell on his admirable and charming qudities, and | blinded
her to his somewhat grotesque appearance. Very soon | had made her undertake a vigorous, dmost
shameess campaign upon him. Much to his surprise and ddight, much to the bewilderment of their mutua
friends, this unassuming but prosperous young merchant found himsdf the adored adorer of one who
hitherto had treated hm merdy with cam kindness. | now filled the bemused young woman with
immodest haste for the wedding. Within a few weeks the pair did actudly enter into a union which, owing
to my careful sdlection, was quite the most successful marriage of their generation. | bore in mind,
however, that it would later become desirable to bring her once more into relation with Paul.

While these events were proceeding | wasin a sense resident in two minds a once; for when | had done
my work upon the girl, | returned to Paul at the very indant in which | had left him. Thus | was able to
watch his reactions to the whole drama, and to hep him triumph in his defedt.

When firg he had begun to suspect tha she was turning away from him, he plunged into a more
determined suit. But | was now very constantly treating him with visons and meditations of an impersond



kind, which so drenched his wooing that it became less persuasive than disurbing. In fact, by
philosophical and poetica extravagances he frightened Katherine into the arms of his riva. When at last
he learned of the marriage, he passed, of course, through a phase of sdf-pitying despair; but within a
fortnight he was aready, through my influence, no less than through native resilience, beginning to explore
avey different fidd of experience.

ii. PAUL DEVOUT

When Paul had recovered from the firg shock of his misfortune, he emerged to find himsdf panfully
osdllaing between two moods. In the one he strove to protect his wounded soul under a bright new
amour of cynicdiam. She was jus an animd, and her behaviour was the expresson of obscure
physologicd events. And so, after dl, was his own. The love that he so prized had no intringc virtue
whatever. In the other mood, however, he dung to the faith that though this love of his had foundered,
nevertheless love, the mutud ingght and worship of one human person for another, was good in itsf,
and indeed the supreme good of life All other goods, it seemed, 'were ether negligible, or indrumentd to
this greatest good. He had recently lived for many weeks on a plane that was formerly beyond him. Now
in his londliness he began to go over again and again the treasure that he had acquired, namdy his new
and ovewhdmingly vivid and ddightful gpprehension of a particular human being, cdled Katherine. Bitter
as was his londiness, this treasure could never be taken from him. And the more he pored over it, the
more he asked himsdf whether it was exceptiond, or whether it was a far sample of existence. Hitherto
he had increesingly thought of the universe in terms of mechanicd intricacies and the huge star-sprinkled
darkness, or at best interms of a vitd but impersond trend of al things toward some goa inconceivable
to man. But now he began to regard dl this as mere aidity in which there was no abiding place for the
one superlative excdlence, human persondity, love-inspired. It was borne in upon him a last with new
sgnificance that love was divine '. He began to find a new and ludd meaning for the brave statement,
'‘God is Love . It meant, surely, that this best of dl things known to man was aso present in spheres
beyond man's sphere; that humen persondity and love were not the only nor the highest forms of
persondity and love; that Love, with a capitd L, Love which was not merdly a relation between persons
but somehow itsdf a Person, an dl-pervading and divine Person, was after dl the governing power of the
universe. If this were indeed s0, as many professed to believe, then dl human loves mug, in spite of
temporary frudtration, be secure of eternd fulfilment. Even his love for Katherine and her no less diving,
though now distracted, love for im must somehow, 'in eternity’, have its fruition.

| must not here describe the struggle thet took place in Paul's mind between his cynical and his devotiond
impulses. It was afluctuating battle. Wandering dong Gower Street, with his hands in the pockets of his
grey flannd trousers, and hdf a dozen books under his arm, he would breathe in chearfulness with the
dilute spring ar of London, till, as he pursued his course round Bedford Square, God was once more in
his heaven. In Charing Cross Road he would gtray into the 'Bomb Shop', and be confronted with new
doubts. Waking over the spot where subsequently Nurse Cavell's monument was to proclam her
courage and her countrymen's vulgarity, the poor boy would sometimes be infected by a momentary and
unintdligible horror, derived from my own foreseeing mind. Soon the placid bustle of the great ralway
gation would bring comfort once more; but on the journey to his southern suburb he would be flung again
into despair by the faces of sheep, cattle, pigs and monkeys tha masked the spirits of his
fdlow-travelers. Then a last, walking bare-headed on the suburban down that overhung his home, Paul
might once more, though rather wearily, believein God.

It seemed to Paul that in his cynical mood he was definitdy smaler, meaner and more abject than when
he was once more unfurling on the battlements of his own heart the banner of hisfathin the God of Love.
In many of his contemporaries aso much the same fluctuation of mood was occurring, and to them as to
Paul it seemed that the issue lay between the old fath, however modernized, and the complete
abnegation of humean dignity. Yet Paul and his contemporaries were mistaken. It was naot in fath but in



utter disllusonment and disgugt that the human spirit had to triumph, if ever it was to triumph at dl.

While he was absorbed in his rdigious perplexity, Paul was intrigued by a group of fdlow-students
whose am it was to solve the troubles of the modern world by making modern men and women into
gncere Chridians. They introduced him to a young priest, whom the whole group regarded as their
spiritud leader. At fird this young man's emphatic hand-grip and earnest gaze roused in Paul nothing but
anew vaiant of the disgust and suspicion which, long ago, he had fdt toward the ghestly heartiness of the
family doctor. He was dso repelled by the fact that the dect secretly referred to ther master as the
Archangd. But as he became better acquainted with the priest, he, like the others, began to fal under his
spdl. To Paul in his new phase of reverence for human persondity, his new revulson from 'materiaism),
this man appeared as a spiritud aristocrat, as one who could move about the world without being
swalowed up by the world, without so much as dirtying his feet. He was ‘other-worldly’, not in the sense
that he sought to escape from this world, but that he carried round with him an atmosphere which was
not this world's atmosphere. Like those water-insects which take down with them into the deep places a
bubble of ar for breathing, he took down with himinto thisworld a cdedtid ether to maintain his spiritud
life

So it seemed to Paul. But to his Neptunian guest the matter did not appear in the same light. During
Paul's love affar | had of course to put up with much that was tedious and band, but | had been
condantly refreshed by the underlying smplicity and sincerity of the amorous couple. In the new incident,
however, | had to watch Paul indulging in a very tiresome self-deception. He dlowed his admiration for
the person of this young priest to obscure his view of the universe. This aberration was indeed a
necessary phase in his growth, a necessary process in the preparation of the experimental culture upon
which | was to operate. But it was none the less a tiresome phase for the observer. Not that Paul's new
enthusasm was wholly misguided. Far from it. Even from the Neptunian point of view, this "Archangd’
was indeed in a limited sense a spiritua aristocrat, for undoubtedly he was gifted with a vison and a
mord heroism impossible to most of his felows. But he was an aristocrat debased by circumgtance. He
hed not been able to resst an environment which was spiritualy plebeian. Though in his life he fathfully
expressed what he cdled the superhuman humeanity of his God, he dmogt whally falled to do judtice to
another and more austere fegture of his own vison, a feature which indeed he never dared fully to
acknowledge, even to himsdf, sncein terms of his own rdigious dogma it appeared starkly as a vison of
superhuman inhumanity.

Paul saw the Archangd often and in many circumstances, in public meetings, a the homes of his
followers, and at the boys club which the priest had organized for the young ‘rough diamonds of his
dockland parish. He saw him dso a his church services. These impressed Paul in a perplexing manner.
He noted, a first with some misgiving, the setting in which they took place, the scant and rather amdly
congregation, so uncomprehending, but so obvioudy devoted to the person of the priest; the debased
Gothic architecture and strident coloured windows, the music, so higtoric, so trite, yet to Paul so moving,
the surpliced urchins of the chair, furtively sucking sweets, the pargpherndia of the atar, brass and velve;
the muffled noise of treffic in the great thoroughfare outsde; and the occasiona interruptions by some
ship's seam-whistle as she nosed her way through the Thames fog toward China or the Argentine. In the
midg of dl this stood the tall, white-robed, fair-haired Archangd, intoning with that restrained yet kindling
voice of his, which to Paul in his more devout mood made the hackneyed words of the service novd,
urgent, gnificant with a piercing, blinding luddity. In his rarer cynicd mood, however, the same
performance seemed no more meaningful than the ritua phrases of a parrot.

The Archangd's influence on Paul was partly physical. The younger man was attracted by the il ahletic
figure, the delicate firm lips, the findy cut aguiline nose. They seemed to him to embody ages of
righteousness. In the priest's manner, too, he found a strong attraction. It soothed him, like a cool hand
on the brow. Yet dso it gripped him and shook him into life. But chigfly Paul was impressed by the man's



aublime confidence, dmogt arrogance, in his own reigious faith and practice, and by his livdy bantering
affection for the straying sheep of his flock. Paul's faith was weak. His love of his fellow-men was more
theoretical than practica. But the Archangd, seemingly, was a red Chridian. He practised what he
preached. He redly did love his fdlows, not merdly as savable souls but as unique individuds. He redly
did see something peculiar and beautiful in each person. He accepted others as he found them, and
served them with the same spontaneity as a man serves his own needs. Through him Paul began at last to
fed a red wamth toward his fdlow human animds, and in doing s0 he fdt exultantly that he was
Oefinitdy rigng to an ampler and more generous life Because of this he became extremdy ready to
receive the metaphysical implications of the Archange's rdigion, which also had been the rdigion of his
own childhood, seldom serioudy contemplated but dways aosent-mindedly believed.

Paul fancied that he now saw a last, with dmogt the intuitive certainty of dementary mathematics, not
only that the governing principle of the universe was love, but that the actud embodiment of that love was
Jesus. Moreover, under the influence of the Arch-angel, who had been simulated by Paul's searching
questions to make statements of doubtful orthodoxy, Paul now affirmed that the universe was cdestid
through and through, that dl things in it, induding Satan, worked together for the perfect expresson of
love, the perfect expression of the nature of Jesus. And the nature of Jesus, Paul learned not from the
Bible but from contemplation of the Archangd. For the Archangd was very obvioudy sustained from
morning till evening by a sense of the presence of his divine master. All who came near him were infected
with something of this sense. He radiated a conviction of the ultimate rightness of dl things, and at the
same time he fired men with azed for putting the apparently wrong things right. Not that he was a mere
gained-glass saint. Paul was proudly, lovingly conscious of the Archangd's vivid humanity, even of his
litle weaknesses, which served gregtly to endear him to his admirers. He had, for ingtance, a quaint
passion for rasns. After atrying day he would eat them by the handful, dmost defiantly. They seemed to
have for im the double attraction of the grape's sacred and profane sgnificance.

Little by little Paul became an earnest Christian. Degp down in his breast, rather than in his mind, he
argued thus, 'Can such a perfect being as the Archangd be mistaken about God? He is too wise. Can he
be decaiving me? He is too sincere, too loving. If this man says that God is Love, it is s0." If ever his
doubts returned, he would run to the Archangd to gain strength to abolish them. Once when this had
happened, and the two were taking in the priest's Stting-room, before afire that radiated optimism, while
the landlady's cat lay adeep on the hearth-rug, Paul had what he considered a red rdigious experience.
The Archangd had been patiently throttling Paul's doubts. 'Hang on to this, Paul,' he said, 'Love aone
matters. And whatever is needed in the world for the existence of love is judtified. What kind of a world
isit that we actudly find around us? | don't mean your beloved stars and nebulae and your pettifogging
laws of nature. No doubt they are marvelous, and dl part of God's house. But they are only the
floor-boards. | mean the human world. What do you find there? Y ou find Satan dill at large. He dways
was, and dways will be, till time is finished. And why? Because love that has not got to be for ever
fighting is no more love than the unborn babe is a man. And so, Paul, we mus thank God that, of his
great love for us, he made Satan to torment us.' He paused, then continued: 'That's heresy! You see what
happens if one thinks too much about these old problems. Think of Chrigt only. Fed his god-head. Can't
you fed his presence in this room now?

The Archangd raised hishand and looked at Paul as though ligening to angd choirs. For some moments
both remained slent. Gradudly it came to seem to Paul that the room was dl dive, dl aglow, dl
amurmur with a presence. Wasiit the presence of this man? Yes, but surdy aso it was the presence of
Jesus. The room? Nay, the universe. The whole universe, it seemed, was somehow gathered into that
room, and the whole of it was manifestly infused with the divine love. Everything was warm and bright,
tender and true, or ese heroicdly triumphant over an Evil that was not merdly defeated but somehow
shown never to have been redly evil a dl. To the adoring Paul it seemed tha the very stars and outer
universes came flocking into thet little room, like lambs, to be comforted by this Shepherd, this supreme



Archangd Jesus. They brought with them their little troubles, their sore feet and their somachaches, and
he, with the magic of hislove, cured these little troubles so miraculoudy that they never had existed at dl,
save as occasions for hislove. Paul and the universes nestled together like little white lambs in the bosom
of this Love. Once more it seemed to him that he had made contact with redity, that he had penetrated
this time surdly to the very heart of the universe. The experience was very wonderful, very strange, yet
aso myderioudy familiar, with the familiarity of some forgotten existence, an existence so remote that it
seemed entirdy outside time. It seemed to Paul that an immense energy flooded in upon him. He fdt in
himsdf the ancient, the longed-for strength of fath. At last, after dl his barren years, he was tense with a
new vitdity, fully charged, ready to spend himsdf in a new efulgent life

The amiling, transfigured Archangdl laid a hand on Paul's knee. Paul said, ‘At last | fed Jesus.”

Now while Paul and the Archangd were yidding themsdves to this glamorous experience, there was
indeed a presence' with them in the room, though one of a very different nature from that which these two
Terredtrid animas themsdves had conjured in their imaginations. It was the presence of a man who had
seen humen species after human species wrest for itsdf out of chaos some dight amenity and some
precarious faith, only to collgpse into misary, into despair, often into agony. It was the presence of one
who himsdf looked forward to the impending extinction of Man; who found in this event, and in 4l
exigence, overmastering beauty indeed, but for the love-sick humen individud no consolation. Strange
that it was my presence in Paul's mind, my coldly scrutinizing presence, that had lent actudity to his sense
of union with the God of Love! The exhortation of the priest had made him notice in himsdf an obscure
feding which had dready on earlier occasions fledtingly disturbed him with a sense that in Some way he
was 'possessed’. | now found him peering, as it were, into the recesses of his being in search of the
source of this feding, bdieving tha what he would see would be the love-gaze of Jesus. Had he
discovered what it was that actualy' possessed’ him, had he come, so to speak, face to face with his
Neptunian parasite, hisvison would have been shattered, and no doubt he would have taken me for the
Devil. But | was a pans to dude detection. Mentdly | hed my breath, as it were, let any dight
movement of my mind should revedl more of me than that vague presence’ which he had so fantadticdly
misinterpreted.

It was not easy for me to mantain my immohility, for the spectacle of Paul's fervour tirred me deeply,
both toward pity and toward laughter. For what was it that was hgppening to him? Apart from the
complication of my presence’, which lent a spurious actudity to hisvison, his experience was an epitome
of the rdigious higory of the Firsd Human Species, a pitidble confuson of factors irrdevant to one
another. In the firg place Paul, partly through the wedth of cosmic imagery with which | had adready
drenched him, had indeed come face to face with the mgesty of the universe. In the second place he had
with Katherine experienced very vividy the great excdlence which is cdled love. But the Chrisian
tradition, working on him through his revered priest, had combined with his own desire so as to persuade
him to attribute love to the pitiless universe itsdf. This confusion was caused partly by atrick played upon
hm by his own remote past. For the strange familiarity and the delicious consolation and peace which
Paul had savoured in this rdigious moment were after dl but an echo of his own obscure yearning for the
tenderness of the breast and the dysum of the womb.

Henceforth Paul thought of himsdf as a soldier of Christ. He undertook a campaign of asceticism and
generd discipline. For instance, he made rules to limit his esting. When he succeeded in keeping them,
the only result was that he rose from every med with awolfish craving, and thoughts of food haunted him
throughout the day. He tried degping on his bedroom floor, but aways before the night was over he
crept guiltily into bed. His sdf-discipline was aways haf-hearted and ineffective, for he had no red faith
inits spiritud efficacy. He did it, not with the earnestness of the God-hungry soul, but because earnestly
religious persons were supposed to do so, and he wanted to be one of them.



Paul found great satisfaction in doing odd jobs for the Archangd. He took up work at the boys club.
Unfortunately he soon found that he was not much good with boys, having few of the attributes which
they admired. He was usdess at boxing and hilliards, usdess a back-chat. And he had no authority, for
in his heart he was frightened of the boys. But for the Archangd's sake, and dso for sdf-discipline, he
stuck to the club. Fndly he took charge of the canteen. He was cheated over hafpence, and at the end
of the evening he basdly made up the losses out of his own pocket. In intervas of sdling coffee and buns
be sat behind the counter reading. Buit this furtive practice caused him much heart-searching and when
the Archangd was about, he put his book away and tried to be genid with the boys.

Paul succeeded in persuading himsdf that nearly dl his actions were expressions of his master-mative, to
be a soldier of Chrig in the modern world. But as a matter of fact he had many quite independent
interests. He lived a varied and often hilarious life with the little band of the Archangdl's sudent admirers.
He had ds0 severd tentative amorous passages. He worked indudrioudy and with some success. He
read much contemporary literature and some popular science. But dl his scientific thought he censored
rigoroudy for rdigion's sake.

Paul's religious fervour expressed itsdf chiefly not in action but in writing free verse of a quas-biblica
character. He persuaded himsdf that he had an ‘'urge to produce verba formulations of his spiritua
experience, that he was inspired’. But to his paradite it was clear that what he produced in this phase was
not wrung from him by the intengty of experience. These poems were but literary exercises, imitative in
technique, and sddom vitdized by any origind imagination. The Archangel applauded these effusons
because they were Correct in sentiment, but he regarded them as merdy play, not as a man's work for
God. He could not perceive that though they falled they meant much to Paul. It is worth while to give one
example for the light which it throws on Paul's mind at thistime.

MEN

Behol d the sons of nmen.

who sin.

whose hearts are divine!

In selfishness they heap misery on one another;
yet for love they die.

They are bl own about |ike dead |eaves;

yet for love they stand firm

For bread they tranple one another.

yet for a dream they die.

Scatter gold anong them and they are beasts;
show them God, and they are sons of God.

iii. PAUL FACESTHE FACTS

Without my help it might have taken Paul some years to outgrow his phase of menta obedience and
spiritua confusion. But time was pressing. | needed him to be well-advanced in his next phase at the
close of his universty career, so tha he might be prepared to meet the criss of 1914 in a sgnificant
manner. Therefore, when | had alowed him some months of play in his litle Chrigtian nursery, | began
once more to exercise my influence upon him. | infiltrated him with images of cosmicd mgesty and
horror, with gpprehensions of human weakness and meanness and agony, with doubts and questions
intolerable to hisreigion.

During the previous two years Paul had come across a number of distressing facts about the world, but
he had contrived to see them in the rosy light of his religion. These experiences now, through my
influence, began to haunt him. At dl times of the day and night he was now ligble to snister visud and
auditory images, ather taken intact from his own past, or reconstructed in dill more repugnant forms. It



was as though hitherto he had been wandering in a luxuriant but volcanic land in which only now and
agan he had encountered the blow-holes and sulphurous jets of nether chaos, but now, it seemed, the
whole terrain was heaving, cracking, belching under his feet. Over his books in his own comfortable
suburban home he would be distressed by visons of the dum-tenement homes that he had visited when
he was working for an 'after-care committee. And somehow they seemed more sordid and
overcrowded in imaginaion than in redity. While he was waking on the down, he would remember with
abnormd digtinctiveness a brawl that he had once witnessed in the East End. Bottles were thrown. A
man's face was cut. A woman was knocked over. Her head came againg the kerbs tone with an audible
crack, like the collison of bowls on a green. While he was reading or eating or waking, and especidly
while he was lying in bed and not yet adeep, faces would confront him; faces which, when he had
encountered them in actudity, had seemed but opague masks, grey, pinched, flabby, or purplish and
bloated, but now in imaginaion reveded ther underlying persondities to him with harrowing
expressveness. For | permitted him to see them as they would have appeared to a Neptunian fresh from
the world of the Last Men. He had once been shown over a lundic asylum. The faces that now haunted
him were, he recognized, faces of sane men and women, yet they reminded him disressingly of those
imbedile faces. Faces of dl kinds they were, young and old, business men, fashionable women, unshaven
labourers, clerks, young bloods, lawyers, dl pushing themsdves forward a him, leering, smirking,
whimpering, impressing, imploring, dl so intent, so self-important, so blind. Somehow they reminded him
of chegp ornate lamps, rusty, shop-soiled, and never lit. The queer phrase 'blind lamps reiterated itdf to
him on these occasions. Another image haunted him in connexion with these faces, and seemed to him to
summarize them dl and symboalize the condition of his species. It was an image which | constructed in his
mind in detaill and with verismilitude, and endowed with a sense of familiarity, though in fact it was not
derived from his past but from his future experience during the war. He seemed to see, lying in mud, a
dead mare, dready decaying. From its hindquarters, which were turned towards him, there projected the
hideoudy comicd face of its unborn fod. The firg time he encountered this apparition Paul was a a
politicd meeting. Before him on the platform sat a company of politicians, city worthies and their wives.
A cabinet minigter was perorating. Suddenly Paul saw the fod, and in a flash recognized its expression in
the speaker, in the ladies and gentlemen on the platform, in the audience. His gorge rose, he thought he
was going to vomit. Sumbling over his neighbour's feet, he fled out of the hdl. Henceforth he was very
prone to see the fod, at lectures, & dances, in church. Even in the Archangd's smile he sometimes
recognized with horror that foeta grin.

Ancther type of imagery and of thought | aso forced on Paul at this time. | firg impeled him to read
works of contemporary literature and science which were discountenanced by the Archange. Furtively
he began to return to the interests that had been roused in him before he came to the universty, interests
in the intricacy of the physca world, in the types of living things, in the theory of evolution, in the
adronomica immengties But whereas formerly these things delighted him, now they terrified him, even
while they fascinated. | took care that they should haunt him with imagery. He had curious sensations as
of sweeping with increasing speed through space, while the stars streamed past him like harbour lights
Sometimes it seemed to him that he was dropping into the tumultuous and incandescent vapours of the
un. Sometimes he glimpsed spinning worlds, parched and airless, uninhabited, meaningless.

When Paul had been subjected to this vidlent influence for some weeks, he began, like many of his
contemporaries, to find a kind of consolation in the theory of evolution, romanticaly interpreted. It made
worm and ant and man fellow-workers in a great cause. Exactly what they were dl working for, he did
not know; nor could he judify his strong conviction that, though dl had achieved something, man was
doing far more than the others, and might yet do infinitdy better. Those thruging imbecile faces tha
haunted him, and were the faces of his fdlow-men and himsdf, those fod faces, were redly not men at
al, not what men should be and might be, any more than the grinning and putrefying fod was a horse.
Gdlantly Paul now began to convince himsdf that the whole universe was griving toward some supreme



expresson of life though blindly in conflict with itsdf, torturing itsdlf. He wrote a poem in which man
appeared as 'the germ of the cogmic egg’. Later he tore it up and wrote another in which the cosmic egg
was sad to conss entirdy of germs, each of which was trying to devour the others and indude ther
substance in its own expanding form. In another he declared that God was the Soul of the World,
driving to wake'. He put great pans into the making of these verses, and had a sense of vison and
achievement such as he had never known before. One short poem | quote, as it shows clearly the rebirth
of my influence in him and the quickening of his own imagination.

EVANESCENCE

As a cloud changes.

so changes the earth.

Coasts and val |l ey.

and the deep-rooted hills

f ade.

They last but for a little while;
as cloud-tresses anong the rocks.
t hey vani sh.

And as a snmile gleans and fades.
so for a very little while.

Life rejoices the earth.

From the beginning fire.

then frost, endless.

And between, the swift snmile, Life.
From the beginning fire.

then frost, endless.

and bet ween.

M nd.

Paul ventured to show these poems to the Archangd. The young author was diffident about them, and
did not expect them to be taken very serioudy; but the manner in which the Archangdl received them was
something of a shock to him. Gently but also emphaticaly the priest told him that he was in danger of
serious heresy. God could not be the soul of the world, snce he had created the world and would survive
the world. Asfor the cosmic egg, gill more the evanescence of life in the universe, Paul ought to redlize
that such bizarre ideas were dangerous, since they obscured the centra fact of rdigion, namdy the direct
and eternd intercourse between God and man. Surely that amazing fact was far more interesting than
these grotesque fancies. Paul was so upset that he turned actudly dizzy and fant. No wonder, for here
was the being whom he respected above dl others and even took to be in some manner diving
condemning ideas which to Paul himsdf seemed to have very far-reaching and very beautiful sgnificance.

This experience was the beginning of a long period of heart-searching in which Paul became increasngly
aware of being torn in two directions, namely, toward the Archangd and toward something which he
could not yet a dl clearly see. He began to ostillate between two moods. One was a mood of interest in
persondity and the persond God whom man had rightly or wrongly conceived in his own image. The
other was a mood of revulson from man and his God, and of interest indl that vastness within which man
isbut a tremulous candle-flame, very soon to be extinguished. He could not integrate these moodsin one.
Yea whichever was the mood of the day, he fdt obscurdy but srangdy thet it was incomplete, that
somehow the other was just as necessary, though at the moment he could not fed it. On the one hand
was the Archangd, and Jesus, and dl the humbler beauties of human persons. On the other was the
rippled lake, the stars, the whole vadt intricacy of nature. On the one hand was Love, and on the other
the more mydterioudy beautiful thing, Fate. And Life, how did Life relate itsdf to this profound dichotomy
of the spirit? When he was in what he caled the Archangd mood, he could without difficulty extend his
interest o as to regard the story of evolution as the story of a great crusade of myriads of spirits fredy
driving to achieve some glorious end in praise of God, and sacrificing themselves by the way in myriads



of casudties. When he was in the mood of the stars, he regarded the same great Story as one somewhat
intricate system of wave-trains spreading its innumerable undulations in ever-widening, ever-fading circles
on the surface of existence, presently to vanish. Strange that, so long as he remained in the mood of the
gars, this thought did not outrage him. He accepted it--not with reluctance, but with joy.

It was while he was ill only beginning to discover the existence of these two moods in himsdf that Paul
hed to decide once and for al what he would do in the world. The Archangel said, 'If your faith is secure,
prepare to become a priest of the one God. If it is not secure, find some solid practical work to do in the
sarvice of man.' Paul's fath was not secure. On the other hand, he dreaded the thought of being caught
up in the mills of business or industry. And he did serioudy desire to play some part in the grest work of
svation. If it was not for him to turn men's atention to Jesus, at least he might turn the attention of the
young to the many lovely features of existence. After much agonized hestation he findly decided that he
mud become a teacher. He therefore persuaded his family to let him take a diploma, hoping that a
thorough preparation would do away with his proved incompetence with boys. At the outbreak of the
European War he was about to take up his fird post, in one of the large suburban secondary schools of
the Metropalis.

For some months Paul was engaged on what seemed to him a life and death sruggle in two entirdy
different spheres. While he was desperately trying to acquire the art of teaching, he was a the same time,
and increesngly, concerned with an unprecedented fact in his world, namdy, the European War.
Presently this fact gave rise to a new and bewildering persona problem, namely, the problem of his own
conduct in a war-racked world.

At the school he had set out to inspire his pupils with the love of ‘culture. In fact he took the work very
serioudy. He spent many hoursin preparation and correction, but was aways behindhand, and therefore
in class dways uncertain. The boys soon found him out, and took ddight in tripping him. He became
more and more insecure. On the Sde of discipline dso he came to grief, though he had excellent theories
on this subject. Discipline, he argued, should be sdf-imposed, not imposed by others. Unfortunately such
discipline is the mog difficult to inculcate, epecidly amongst rebelious young animds who have been
brought up on something different. Paul himsdf had none of that native and unconscious authority which
aone could have ensured success in such circumstances. The boys soon found that good sport was to be
hed by baiting him. He changed his method, and tried to impose order, but could achieve no more than a
partid suppression of disorder. The more tyrannous his control, the more glegfully did rebdlion raise her
hydra heads. Things came to such a pass that one afternoon when the last class was over, and the boys
hed stampeded away aong the corridor, Paul, seated upon his dais, dropped his head forward on his
chak-dusty hands. | fdt tears trickle through his fingers on to the desk. The syllables of a desperate
prayer formed themsdvesin his throat and on his lips 'Oh, God, oh, God," he cried, 'make me different
fromwhat | am." It seemed to him that he had reached the very rock-bottom of despair. For this despair
was more acutely conscious, more precisdy formulated than any of his earlier despairs. He was a grown
men (so he imagined), and completely incompetent to dedl with life. In adolescence his dread had been
that he himsdf would miss fulfilment, that he would' get stuck’, stranded, and never explore the promised
lands of life. But now he dreaded far more (so he persuaded himsdf) that he would never be able to do
anything even of the humblest order 'to the glory of God . This was now his master motive, to pull his
weight, to do a man's work, to be able to look his fdlows in the eyes and say, 'Of course | am nothing
out of the common, but you can see that | am pulling my weight.' He longed to cut adrift and start dl over
agan a something ese. But at what? Outside his little prison there was nothing but the war. The boys
were dready ilfully torturing him about the war. Then why did he not go? He would make a wretched
Soldier, but the Government said thet every one was needed. Even if he merdly got himsdf shot, he would
have 'done his bit'. And he would be quit of dl this misery.

For some while he continued to lie with his head in one hand, while the other crumpled the harsh black



folds of hisgown. To go and be a soldier. What did it redly mean? Military discipline. Doing stupid things
just because you were told to. Pushing bayonets into straw dummies, and later into live belies. Feding
those jagged shdll splinters tear through your own flesh and bones. It was dl inconceivably horrible. But
goparently it had to be, ance Civilization was in danger. Then surdy he mugt go. And how good to be
out of dl thisfiasco of teaching. Anything was better than that. How good to surrender one's conscience
into the keeping of the aramy. That way surdly lay peace of mind. Like surrendering your conscience to
the Church. Give it to a generd to look after. Yes, he must not stand aside any longer from the great
soiritud purification and revivd that the Archangd said was coming out of the war. It had begun already.
The war was helping people to get out of themsdves, hdping them to see Jesus. The Archangd sad so.
Y es, he would enligt. Then there would be nothing to do but to obey, be courageous, relentless. Then dl
his troubles would be escaped. Just set your teeth and be a hero. So easy, compared with this work thet
was smply beyond him. He looked a his watch. Late! And he wanted to get his hair cut before catching
the train home. Hurriedly he began to gather up his books.

Then he paused. Once more he bowed over the desk. Must he redlly help in their supid war, their filthy,
mead, backward-looking war, that was wrecking the cvilization it was meant to save. It was like saving a
men from death by an operation that was bound to be fatd. People said war was better than dishonour.
But from the world point of view war was dishonour. Nothing was so base as war. Better far that the
Germans should overrun Bdgium, France, England. But no. The Archangd said this was dl wrong. He
sad Jesus was definitdy on our sde. What was the truth about it dl, what was the truth? 'Jesus, Jesus,
hep me, if you ever hep anyone. Why am | dive? What isit dl for? Why is there this terrible world?
Why are we dl s0 horrible? Jesus did not answer. Paul lay ill, his mind dmost blank; then he yawned,
rased his head, and rested his chin on his hand. He had no further thoughts. He gazed vacantly at the
chak-grains on the desk.

At this point | undertook a serious intervention in Paul's mind. As he gazed at the minute white points of
the chalk, | induced him to regard them as starsin the Milky Way. | then made him blow upon the desk.
The whole gdaxy shifted, spread outwards, streamed down the doping board; thousands of stars
tumbled into the abyss. Paul watched, fascinated. Then he shuddered arid covered his face with his
hands. | now flooded his astonished mind with images and ideas. In imagination he dill saw the star-dust
greaming, whirling. But | made him saize, with miraculous vision, one out of dl the myriad suns, round
which circled infinitesmd planets. One of these planets his piercing eye regarded minutdy. He watched
its surface bailing, seething, settling into oceans and continents. Then with supernaturdly penetrative eyes,
he saw in the tidal waters of the ever-fluctuating, drifting continents the living Scum, our ancestor. He saw
it propagate, spread, assume a thousand forms, invade the oceans and the lands. He saw forests creep
over the plains and with his magicdly piercing vison he detected among the greenery a sparse dust of
beasts. Reptiles clambered, ran, took wing, or reached up to crunch the tree-tops. In a twinkling they
vanished. Then beneath his eyes a finer and more vitd dust, the mammas was blown into every land.
Now the tempo of his vison dowed, dowed. Man, super-asmian, orinkled the valeys with his hovels,
the lake-shallows with his huts, the hill-tops with his megdiths He st fire to the forests, tilled the plains,
built cities, temples, paaces, Nilotic pyramids, Acropolis. Along thread-like imperid roads the legionaries
percolated, like blood corpuscles. Upon a minute hill, beside a city wadl, a minute crowd existed and
vanished. Presently there was arash of churches, then little smoke-clouds of wars and revolutions, then a
sudden tissue of sted tracks and murky blotches. And now to Paul's graining eyes there appeared for an
indant a little crooked line stretching across Europe. On ether sde of this line wave-trains drifted,
infinitely faint, confused, but unmistakable. Wave-trains of grey, blue, khaki, were seen to advance upon
the line from East and West, recailing in feebler undulation athwart their own advancing successors. They
vanished. The tempo of the vison accelerated. Aeons rushed heedlong into pastness. The minute
continents deformed themsealves. The litile sun shrank, faded to a red spark; and as it did so the little
planet became snowy white, a Smple chak-grain, which presently was logt in obscurity. The sun-spark



was snuffed out. Paul's gaze seized upon another sun. This dso was suffed out. One by one, thousand
by thousand, dl the stars were extinguished, till the whole gdlaxy had vanished. There was nothing left but
darkness. It seemed to Paul that the dark flooded into his mind, wave upon wave. In van he battled
agand it. The spirit of night had triumphed. His mind regled, sickened, sank into unconsciousness. He lay
dill, with open eyes unseaing. But though he was now profoundly tranced, |, who had worked this
change in him, 4ill perceived through dl his sense organs. | fdt the dight indigestion that had been
aggravaing his despond. | fdt the condriction of his collar, which was rather too smdl for him. Presently
| felt afly walk across his eyebdl. He took no notice. But |, fearing that his trance might break too soon,
caused his hand to drive away the intruder, and soothe the irritation. Once more he lay 4ill.

When at length Paul emerged from this swoon, he found himsdf recdling with strange digtinctness the tarn
where long ago he had fird watched the intersecting waves. In imagindion he watched them now,
progressing, interlacing, fading, regppearing in varying patterns on every quarter of the lake. On the actud
occasion, they had roused in him little more than intelectud curiogity; but now they had acquired such
grave Sgnificance that every briefest flurry, every ripple, seemed to imprint its form upon his own being.
At fird he ressted, though vainly. But soon the inggtent rhythms calmed him to acquiescence. He let them
mould him, re-form him, as they willed; and in this passvity he found peace. Presently he raised his head,
sat up, looked round at the desks, the maps, the grey fidds of the windows, his chaky hands, the dumsy
writing of some' exercises awaiting correction. All was as before, yet dl was now acceptable, srangely
right, even beautiful. Under his breath he whispered 'God! What afool | was not to seeit long ago!’

He looked at hiswatch, gathered up histhings and hurried away. In his step | fdt anew buoyancy, in the
dream of his thoughts a new and bracing freshness. Soon, no doubt, he would return to his former
despair, but the memory of this experience would never whally desert him.

At thispoint | left Paul, and returned to my own world. My fird task was to work up the materid which |
hed gathered from Paul and others, and to make it known to my colleagues. Next | took that holiday
which was described at the outset of this book. | dso participated in the awakening of the Racid Mind.
Then at lagt | came back to Paul, rediscovering him, not precisely a the date where | had left him, but a
few days later. The good thet | had worked in him seemed dready to have disappeared. | found him, as|
have aready reported, in an agony of indecison, tortured by little incidents in the streets of London.

It will be necessary to tdl how Paul findly tackled his war problem. But for the present we mugt leave
him. My concern with him isincidental to my main theme. He is but an insgrument through which | chose
to observe your world, and through which | choose to exhibit your world to you. He is dso a sample of
that world. | have shown the ingrument in some detall, and | have displayed the sample; warning you
that, though peculiarly sgnificant, it is not an average sample. You have seen that Paul, when he came
face to face with the war, was dready at grips with certain problems which are in fact the supreme
problems of your age. Let me close this chapter by enumerating them. There was the problem of 'the
flesh and 'the spirit', the problem of human persondity and evalving Life, the problem-of the divinity of
love and the audterity of fate. It was with these problems dready troubling consciousness or dirring in
regions deeper than consciousness, that dl the more developed members of your species faced the war.

| now pass on to tdl you how your war and your reactions to your war appear to the Last Men.

5 ORIGINS OF THE EUROPEAN WAR

i. THE NEPTUNIAN ATTITUDE TO THE WAR
ii. THE PHILOSOPHICAL LEMURS

iii. PREHISTORIC ORIGINS OF THE WAR

iv. THE HISTORICAL PERIOD

I. THE NEPTUNIAN ATTITUDE TO THE WAR



IN your Homeric saga the human conflict is observed and swayed by invishble but mighty presences. The
achievement of each hero is the issue not Smply of his own virtue but of the ingpiration and machintion
of some favouring divinity. The gods and goddesses take sides, some with the Greeks, others with the
Trojans.

In the war which | am to describe, the European War, the War to End War, which played so great a part
in setting your species toward decline, every turn of events was noted by invisble presences, but these
unseen observers were nather divine nor partisan. As on the Trojan plains, so on the plains of Flanders,
the hills of Picardy and Champagne and Argonne, Tyral's wild heights, the bogs and steppes of Russia,
50 equaly in Arabia, Mesopotamia and Salonika, on the sea and in the upper air, in fact, wherever war
was present or indirectly felt, there watched invisble and unsuspected presences. These were not gods
and goddesses mentdly inferior to the humanity that had created them, interested in men only to use them
for their own petty though celestid drife; they were actua human minds. They strove not to give victory
to one sde or the other; they were concerned only to record and rdish the inductable course of events,
and to kindle in such of you as were open to ther influence some glimpse of their own high zest.

When firg we examined your war, it was not uncommon for us to observe in that epoch festures which,
inexplicable at the time, suggested that some dill future influence of our own must be at work upon them,
influences which we had not yet, from the Neptunian point of view, been able to exert. Thus to take the
mogt griking example, in our earliest sudy we had been perplexed by the fact that the Sdonika episode
did not develop on the scale that might have been expected. Later in Neptunian time, we discovered that
we ourselves were responsible. For it now turned out that certain personsin high military and navd posts
were open to our influence. We accordingly swayed them toward inertia, and thus deliberately prevented
a sequence of events which would have been far more repugnant to us than those which actudly
occurred. But such large-scde influence is very sddom possible. Moreover we have become extremdy
chary of indulgingin it; for not infrequently we have come later to regret our meddling.

In our world, as | have said esawhere, the mature individuad has whally escaped the snares of priveate
egoism. His will is for the racid good. But his heart may gill be tom asunder in respect of conflicts
between loyalty to the spirit of man and piety toward the actud issue of fate. Even as individuas, but far
more dearly as the race mind, we pass beyond the human loyaty which is the soring of dl our action, and
seein the form of the cosmos a beauty superior to any human triumph.

Now dthough we regard events in your epoch with complete detachment from your many archaic ams,
we do fed with you in your racid struggle to become more fully human. When you fail, or when wefal to
hdp you, we grieve. When we take action in your world, we are often tom by doubt as to whether we
ghdl in fact improve or mar the fortune of the race. But in us pity and doubt are tempered by our intuition
that in the highest view the whole, dthough severe, is excdlent. Even as individuds, we have this
conviction of the superlative beauty of the cosmos. But in the unique racid experience this ingght is far
more developed, and has a very curious and bestific effect upon us as individuds. For, if our memory is
to be trusted, the race mind, when it looks back on the texture of events accomplished in the past, finds
each one of them to be a needed fesature in the cosmicd beauty. In that supreme experience, ssemingly,
men looks upon the cosmos with a new discerning vison, and would not have any past event to be other
then in fact it is Thus it seems that, in o far as we oursalves have influenced the course of events, our
influence has indeed contributed to the cosmica beauty; yet in so far as we have refrained or faled to
achieve what we planned, that inaction and that falure were dso for the best, were contributory to that
supernd excellence which is dearly seen only by the racia mind.

But do not suppose that, Snce apparently whatever has occurred is cosmicdly right, therefore human
endeavour is unnecessary. Only by means of endeavour can the great theme of the cosmos proceed. But
adso, by some influence which is not revealed to us, the issue of dl human endeavour is seemingly



controlled so that in its falures no less than in its triumphs it does in fact contribute to the excelent and
perfect form of the Whole. | say 'seemingly’; for even to us it is not clear that it must be so; dthough
hitherto, the more we have increased in spiritud Stature, the more often and the more dearly have we
experienced ingtances of its being in fact so.

Let us now revert to your war. It is perhaps needless to say that, on those rare occasions when we have
influenced the course of eventsin your war, we have never been concerned merdly to give victory to one
sde, or to the other; save when, as has sometimes befallen, an unhappy observer has become so infected
by the terrestriad mentdity that he has lost completely his Neptunian integrity and understanding. Such
disagters are rare. For the most part our observers maintain their sanity and their detachment perfectly. .

You may be tempted to suppose that the great concentration of our observers in and around the period
of your firg world war implies that we are interested in your war for the same reasons as you yoursalves
are normdly interested in it. In this you would be mistaken. We do indeed enter into your fedings in
regard to the war. No lessfully than you yoursalves have fdt them, we fed your agony and despair, your
glory and shame; for we have participated in them directly. But throughout, we have normdly preserved
our own detachment. Events which through your minds we have savoured as world-shattering and
God-condemning we have seen dso in ther wider reations, and recognized as but microscopic festures
in the great whole. And so we have been able to regard your agony and passion with that blend of
sympathy and irony which, upon a lowlier plane, the adult feds towards the ardours of children in ther
games, or the grief of children intheir nursery troubles.

The drategy of your generds, for indance, has for us only the kind of interes which your own
psychologiss have found in watching apes baflled by the smplest problems of inteligence As
chimpanzees, tantdized by fruit which lies beyond their reach, may achieve or miss indght into the
potentidities of sticks, packing-cases or ropes, so your commanders panfully achieved, or more often
missed, indght into military potentidities which lay dl the while patent to every Neptunian intdligence.
Time dfter time we saw these gilt-edged commanders frustrated by problems which even your own
brighter minds might well have surmounted. Again and again we saw thousands of lives destroyed, and
hard-won military gains abandoned, through the supidity, or even the mere persond conceit, of some
sngle grategist or tactician. And though this kind of betraya was the very quff that we had come to
sudy, and normaly we could regard it with equanimity, there have been, for dl of us, occasons when
such lapses have kindled a certain amused exasperation, or, if we have been too long subjected to the
terrestrid mentdity, even a momentary rage.

Your war-time paliticians, perhaps more dearly than your generds, displayed for us the essentid
weakness of your kind. We are not greatly interested in the politicd aspects of your war, save as
expressions of factors in your nature much deeper than palitics. In the antics of your politica |eaders,
even more cearly than in humbler lives we saw the ingdious, devadtating struggle between private
interest, patriotism, and that newer, more difficult dlegiance which serves before dl dse the race, or the
essentid girit that is man. In the commondty, public and private interest stood in less dramatic and less
momentous conflict than in those who framed nationd and military policy. It might have been expected
that those upon whose acts great issues hung would hold their sdf-regarding propensty the more firmly
under control, that the vast public import of their conduct would induce them congtantly to scrutinize thair
motives with relentless penetration. But no. Decisons which were ogengbly concerned only with the
nationd good were determined in fact by envy, jedousy, or pride. Yet in mogt cases the agent himsdf,
we discovered, never doubted his own honesty. Smilaly, as you yoursdalves later came to recognize,
policies which were expressed in the language of cosmopolitan idedism or of rdigion, were in fact
inoired by nothing but nationd aggressveness or fear, or by some even more disreputable private
moative. This being o, the diplomatic history of your war period interests us not & dl as a record of high
policy, but soldy as atangle of psychologicd data.



With yoursalves, interest in your war is often the mere lugt of horror, the fascination of bloodshed and
destruction. To us, your horrors are unimpressive; for, ranging up and down the aeons of human history,
we have observed many more complete and harrowing devastations. We have seen races, dvilized
beyond your dreams, completdy annihilated in swift, or again in long-drawn-out, disaster. We have seen
whole populations writhing and shrieking in physca agony. Your restricted and aseptic mutud daughter,
amaost homely and kindly in comparison with that which lies a few decades ahead of you, has therefore
no horrific interest for us. It has of course the appea of every human tragedy; but neither in magnitude
nor in intengty of auffering isit a dl remarkable. Through your minds and your flesh we do, indeed,
experience it as unique, world-shattering and world-condemning. We savour very thoroughly the agony
of despair which oppressed so many of you in the years of war. Imaginatively we contract our vison
within the limits of your war-bound vison, and enter fully into your consequent world-disgust. Indeed,
having entered there, we are sometimes shocked that you do not fed more deeply. For even the most
sendtive of you is protected from suffering the full agony appropriate to your own short-sghted
world-disgust by the mere crudity of his nervous organization, and the consequent obtuseness and
cdlousness of his mentdlity.

If it was not horror nor yet political or military interest that caused us to flock in thousands to observe
your war, what was it? Was it perhaps your acts of individud heroism, your sdf-transcendence in
devotion to a cause? Or was it your rare impulses of generosity toward the enemy, your groping efforts
to escape the obsesson of nationdigm, and to fed the unity of man? We have indeed watched
respectfully whatever in your war was truly heroic, devoted. Even when we have been forced to amile at
the ends upon which that heroism was squandered, we have recognized thet in its degree it was indeed
heroiam, a virtue which to beings of your stature is precious and difficult. We have aso recorded fathfully
every occason on which any of you has transcended naiondism. But we cannot agree with you in
regarding your heroism as the very flower of human achievement, or t your generosty and your timid
cosmopalitanism as sublime triumphs of the spirit. In our world we are accustomed to a completdy
relentless self-abnegation in dl Stuations which demand it. Any falure in this respect we éttribute to
insanity. And as for coamopoalitanism, to put the interest of one nation before that of another seems to any
member of any of our thousand Neptunian nations no less preposterous than for a man to favour his left
eye agang hisright.

If even your heroism is commonplace to us, seeming no more remarkable than nursery pluck, whet is it
thet we find in your wer to attract our interest? The answer can be amply stated, but its ful sgnificance
needs some further development. We came to see your species face a Studion such as it had never
hitherto needed to face. We came to see it fall to grapple with that Stuation in any manner which could
have saved it from a fatd spiritud poison, or auto-intoxication. We knew thet this fallure was inevitable.
We had watched your nature evolve and your world Stuation develop. We had watched these two
factors cooperate to produce a a certain date a violent acceleration of world -change, and subsequently
atangle of problems with which you could not cope. We had observed a neck-and-neck race between
your developing nature and the developing world, which your nature itsaf kept simulding into constant
advance. The world won. We had seen far back in your history the first sirrings of a new capacity in
you, which, given time, might well have so matured as to master even the kind of world in which you now
find yourselves. But your 'modern’ world came too soon. In the century before the war it developed with
increadng acceleration. You had neither the inteligence nor the mord integrity to cope with your brave
new world. When at last in 1914 accident posed you with a crucid choice, you chose wrongly. It was
inevitable that you should do so. Being such as you were, you would most certainly choose as you did.
But you have only yoursdves to blame, for your choice was a consdered expresson of your own
essentid nature. The newer kind of behaviour, which done was redly appropriate to the new
world-stuation, did indeed make here and there a tentative appearance, and no doubt in very many
persons there was at least some leaning toward that behaviour; but everywhere a rigorous suppression,



both by governmental authority and by the primitive disposition within each individua mind, prevented the
more courageous and the only sane behaviour from occurring; save here and there, spasmodicaly and
ineffectively. And so inevitably you took the first step toward disaster.

This was the drama which we came to watch, and not your horrors or your heroics or your strategic
prowess or your policies. The actors were the millions of Europeans and Americans. The dramatic
conflict took place at firgt within each mind. It then became a sruggle between those many in whom the
archaic disposition was victorious, and those few in whom it was defeated. The immediate upshot of your
choice was war; but in that choice you set in motion a sequence of causes and effects detined to
develop throughout your future. During the war itsdf we saw your more percipient minds tortured and
warped, not only by physicd pain and fear, but by the growing though unacknowledged conviction that
they had acquiesced in a great and irrevocable treason agang the ill-dumbering soirit of man; that
through blindness or cowardice or both, they had betrayed that which was the only hope of the future.
Veay often, of course, this betraya was a the same time itsdf an heroic transcendence of mere
sdf-regard for the supposed good of a nation; but it was none the less betrayd of that haf-formed and
nobler nature upon which aone depended man's future well-being. During the war itsdf the working of
this poison this profound and amaost unrecognized shame, was obscured by the urgency of the military
gtuation. But after the war it acted with ever-increasing effect. This effect we have observed in detail, and
| shdl describe it. When | have told you of the war itsdf asit appears to us through your eyes, | shdl tdl
how, after the war, a subtle pardyss and despair fastened upon your best minds, and percolated
throughout your socid organiam. | shdl tdl how both in theory and in affairs you produced a spate of
symptoms which your psychologists would cdl ‘defence-mechanisms, designed unwittingly to concedl
from yourselves the full redization of your treason and the clear perception of its effects.

That you may appreciate this drama in al its poignancy, | mugt firs report briefly our findings in respect
of the nature and the past career of your species, and of the ddicate balance of forces which issued
inevitably in this betrayd.

ii. THE PHILOSOPHICAL LEMURS

Your higorians, when they seek to trace the origin of your war, refer only to events which took place
within the previous century. They sngle out such accidents as the murder of an archduke, the amhbition of
an emperor, the vendetta of two jealous nations, the thrusting growth of a new empire and the resstance
of an old, the incompatibility of racid cultures, the debasing effects of materidism, or the inevitable dash
of rivd economic systems. Each of these factors was in some sense a cause of your war; but to assert
that any of them or dl of them together condtituted the essentid cause would be scarcely more profound
than to say that the war was brought about by the movement of the pen that signed the firg mohilization
order. The Neptunian observer, though he duly notes these facts, seeks behind them dl for the more
generd and more profound cause, by virtue of which these lesser causes were able to take effect. He
looks further even than the birth of the nations of Europe many centuries before the war. He finds the
explanation of your mutuad daughter by regarding it as a crucid incident in the long-drawn-out piritua
drama of your species.

Our observers have traced by direct ingpection dl the stages in the awakening of man out of his ape-like
forerunner. Indeed, as our technique advances we are able to press back our exploration even dong the
generations of man's pre-amian ancestors. Our mogt brilliant workers have actudly succeeded in entering
afew isolated individuds of a much more remote past, when the mamma had not yet emerged from the
reptile. They have savoured the duggish and hide-bound mentdity that done was possble to the
cold-blooded forefathers of dl men and beasts. They have aso savoured by contrast th new warmth and
lambent flicker of experience which was kindled when the firg tentative mammd began living in a chronic
fever. But for the underganding of your war it is unnecessary to go further into the past than the



emergence of the ape from the pre-amian.

Even a that early age we observe two themes of mentd growth which together condtitute the vitad moatif
of the career of the firg human species, and the key to your present plight. These themes are the
increesng awareness of the externd world, and the more tardily increasing ingght into the nature of the
humen spirit itsdf. The firg theme is one of fluctuating but triumphant progress, snce it was but the mentd
aspect of the intdligent mastery of physical nature which brought your species to dominance. The second
theme depended on the gpplication of intdligence to another sphere, namdy the inner world of desires
and fears. Unlike apprehension of the externd, it had no surviva vaue, and S0 its progress was hdting.
Because this inner wisdom had long ago been outstripped by the outer knowledge, there came a last
your war and dl its consegquences.

Our observers have studied minutdy dl the crucid events of this age-long drama. Searching even among
the dark pre-amian minds, we have angled out in every generdtion every individud that has been in
advance of hiskind in respect ether of outward prowess and apprehension or of inward self-knowledge.
As one may extract any fragments of iron from a hegp of rubbish by passing a magnet over its surface, so
we, with our minds set to a dightly higher degree of practicd intdligence or of self-consciousness than
that of the generation under study, have been able to sngle out from the mass those rare individuds
whose minds were definitdy in advance of ther contemporaries. We find, of course, that of these
geniuses some few have succeeded in handing on their achievement to the future, while many more have
been defeated by adverse circumstance.

Roaming among the pre-smian minds, we discovered one surprising efflorescence of mentaity whose
tragic gory is sgnificant for the understanding of your own very different fate. Long before the apes
appeared, there was a little great-eyed lemur, more developed than the minute tarser which was
ultimately to produce ape and man. Like the tarser, it was arboreal, and its behaviour was dominated by
its stereoscopic and andytic vison. Like the tarser dso, it was gifted with afund of restless curiosty. But
unlike the targer, it was prone to pdls of quiescence and introverson. Fortune favoured this race. As
the years passed in tens of thousands and hundreds of thousands it produced large individuds with much
larger brains. It passed rapidly to the anthropoid leve of intdligence, and then beyond. Among this race
there was once born an individud who was a genius of his kind, remarkable both for practica intdligence
and for introgpection. When he reached maturity, he discovered how to use a stick to' beat down fruit
that was beyond his reach. So ddighted was he with this innovation, that often, when he had performed
the feat, and hislessintdligent fellows were scrambling for the spoils, he would continue to wave his stick
for very joy of the art. He savoured both the physica event and his own ddight in it. Sometimes he would
pinch himsdlf, to get the sharp contrast between his new joy and afamiliar pain. Then he would fdl into a
profound and excited meditation, if such | may cdl his untheorized tasting of his new mentd processes.
One evening, while he was thus absorbed, a tree-cat got him. Fortunatdly this early philosopher Ieft
descendants, and from them arose, in due course and by means of a series of happy mutations, a race of
large-brained and non-Smian cresatures whose scanty remains your geologists have yet to unearth, and
catdogue as an offshoot of the main line of evolution.

These beings have intrigued our explorers more than anything dse in the whole terrestrid fidd. Ther
capacity for sdf-knowledge and mutud ingght sprang from the vagaries of mutation, and was a fird
biologicdly usdess. Yet, mady because in this species it was gendticdly linked to the practicd
intdligence which had such great survivd vaue, it developed; until at last it judified itsdf in an event which
from the human point of view seems dmog miraculous. At an early stage the new race threatened to
break up into a confuson of warring tribes, each jedoudy preserving its own fruit groves and raiding its
neighbours. There was wholesale destruction of fruit. Starvation and mutud daughter began to tdl upon
the nerves of this highly strung race. Population declined. Then it was that the miracle occurred. A certain
remarkable femae, the supreme genius of her race, organized a truce, and a concourse of dl the tribes in



the trees around a forest glade. Here, with the help of confederates and a hegp of fruit, she performed an
amazing pantomime, which might be cdled the forerunner of dl sermons and of dl propaganda plays.
Firs, by means of dance and ululaion, she put the spectators into an hypnoidd dtate of tense
observation. She then evoked in them, by mere gesture and emotive sounds, a fury of triba passion. At
the moment when the companies in the tree-tops seemed about to fling themselves upon one another in
battle, she suddenly changed the tone of her pantomime. By sheer higrionic ability she revedled to her
bewildered but comprehending fellows her own agony of revulson from hate, her own heart-searching
and sf-andyss, her own discovery of profound cravings which had hitherto been ignored. With no
medium but the language of gesture and tone which she had in part to improvise, she praised love and
beauty, she praised pure cognizance and spiritud peace. The enthraled spectators followed her every
movement with unconscious mimicry. Each one of them recognized in his own heart that deeper nature
which she was expressng. The result was something like a revivdig meeting, though shorn of the
supernaturd. In the mids of it the exhausted prophetess, overwhdmed by the emotiond drain,
succumbed to heart-failure, and thus sealed her gospe with death The whole incident was miraculous
enough, but dill more amazing was the issue. Seemingly a one dride, the race passed to a levd of
sdlf-knowledge and mutud loydty which the firg human specie: was to seek in vain, and which therefore
itisnot possible for me to describe to you.

At thar height these amiable lemurs attained aso a crude materid culture. They had wettle dwellings, set
in the forks of trees. They used rough wooden tools, and earthenware vessds, which hung from the
branches like fruit. They even learned to plant trees so as to extend their forest. They dried their fruits,
and stored them in clay-lined baskets. But to our observers this practica ability was less interesting than
the precocious inner life with which it was linked. Nature had favoured these animds by stting them in a
great luxuriant idand. Ther sole enemies, the great cats, they trapped to extinction. Unlike their cousins
on the manland, the ancestors of ape and man, these lemurs were nether over-sexed nor
over-aggressve. Consequently their population remained limited in numbers, and united in sentiment.
They rivaled the ants in socidity; but theirs was an inteligent, self-conscious socidity; whose basis was
nat blind gregariousness but mutud ingght. When they had attained a very modest standard of amenity
and a daionary socid order, ther naive genius for saf-knowledge and mutud ingght combined with
their truly aesthetic relish of acrobatics and of visud perception to open up a whole world of refined
adventures. They developed song and articulate speech, arbored dance, and an abstract art based on
wicker-work and clay. The flowers of persondity and persond intercourse bloomed throughout the race.
They began to genadize and speculate, in a naive but promisng manner. By meditaion and
sdf-discipline they cultiveted mydica experience. It was with amazement, dmost with awe, that our
earlies observers fdt the minds of these tailed, soft-furred arboreals grope toward and even surpass the
intuitions of your Socrates and your Jesus. It might be said tha these, who flourished millions of years
before the Chridtian era, were the only truly Chrigtian race that ever existed. They were in fact a race of
soiritua geniuses, a race which, if only it could have been preserved againg the stresses of a savage
world, might well have attained a far lovdier mentdity than was ever to be atained by the First Men.

This could not be. Nothing but rare good fortune had saved them from extinction throughout the million
years of their career. It was by practicd intdligence done that they had won their postion, not by
sdlf-knowledge, which in the early stages of evolution is indeed rather a hindrance than a help to the
baitling species. With security and a stereotyped sociad condition, their practical versdility declined.
When at last a submarine upheava turned their idand into a peninsula, the gentle lemurs met their doom.
A swarm of the dill haf-amian ancestors of man invaded the little paradise. Far less percipient than the
natives, and less truly intdligent, but larger, more powerful, quarrelsome, and entirdy ruthless, these
fanged and hirsute brutes overpowered the lemurs by numbers and weight of muscle; by cunning aso, for
they had a wdll-established repertoire of foxy tricks. The lemurs had but one weapon, kindliness, and this
in the circumstances was ineffective. Moreover they were by now emationdly refined into such



fadtidiousness that at the sght of blood they fainted. If one of them was caught and daughtered by the
enemy, his horrified companions would drop like ripe fruit from the trees and break their necks. Within a
decade the race was extinct.

With the defeat of the lemurs at the hands of a hardier and a more extravert species, it was written in the
book of fate that, sooner or later, a world-stuation such as your own must occur, and give rise to an
epoch of world wars such as you are now to suffer. Between the downfdl of the lemurs and your own
age there has been a dow, but in the long run triumphant, advance of practicd inteligence. That other
goplication of intdligence, namdy to the inner life, has developed but spasmodicdly, as an accidentd
consequence of the growth of inteligence in action. And so it has happened that man's motives have
remained throughout the career of your species dmog invarigdly primitive. Even in your own day, when
primitive impulses are intdlectudly seen to be inadequate, and you druggle patheticdly toward loftier
desires, your hearts remain the hearts of apes, and your druggle is vain. From the point of view of
cosmicd perfection, of course, your sruggle is not vain a dl. By your gdlant effort and by your fated
downfdl aso, you fulfil your part wel and truly within the drama of existence. But from the point of view
of the advancement of the race your druggle is indeed vain, doomed to falure The profound
reorganization of the human will, which you now see to be necessary, cannot be achieved in time to avert
disaster. While the world remained primitive, and man's power over physicd nature feeble, this paucity of
the inner life, though in itsdf deplorable, did not imperil the survivd of the race. But in your day man has
ganed consgderable power. Not only has he made his world so complex and so explosve that it
threatens to break from the control of his practical intdligence but further, and more serious, it is now
such that the operation of the old blind motives may destroy it. Nothing could save you but a far more
radical exercise of those capacities of self-knowledge which in your species have flowered only in rare
circumgtances, and in your own feverish epoch are more and more crushed out by the routine of
indudtrid society.

iii. PREHISTORIC ORIGINS OF THE WAR

In its earliest phase, then, and throughout its career, your species triumphed by means of pertinacity,
quarrdsomeness and practica versdtility. Little by little, success has strengthened these qudities. In the
early conflict of many intdligent haf-amian species, one conquered, the most cunning and courageous of
dl. The rest vanished. By wit and constancy of purpose the one creature made himsdf at last the veritable
king of beasts, attacking even the great flesh-eating cats, till his very amdl became dreadful to them. Thus
by extravert inteligence did your ancestors come into their kingdom. For savouring their own experience
they had neither need nor indination. They gulped it down, and then sought more. For probing their own
hearts they had no capacity. They could never become dearly aware of themsdves. Since then, the
aptitude for salf-knowledge, which in your stock was never grest, has not been fostered, save here and
there and in a few periods of your history. There came of course a stage when the mere growth of
intdligence made man redlize that his heart was an unexplored jungle, and forced him to attack it. But this
dage came late, too lae The jungle was by then too dense, too well-established.

Our observers have inspected everyone of those great strokes of genius by which man came into his
power. We have tasted the surprise and glee of him who firg smashed his enemy's face with a stone, the
triumph of him who firg shaped a flint-edge to hisliking, of him who secured fire and used it, of him who
improved the floating log into a boat with paddles, and the ralling log into a whed, of him who wrought
the fird metd tools, of im who made a sall, and so on. We have seen these inventions attained, forgotten
sometimes even by the individud discoverers, re-invented, again, and again lost and rediscovered, until a
lagt they became the permanent property of the race. In each case we have entered the mind of the
innovator, and fdt his sudden ecstasy of achievement, his legp into keener being, like the fanned spark’s
legp into flame. We have watched him subsequently sink back into the old dream-like routine mentdlity,
forgetful of past ingght. Again and again, when a primitive man has stared uncomprehendingly at the very



stone with which yesterday he triumphantly cracked the marrow-bones, our observer, being himsdf but
human, has longed to remind the poor fool of his past prowess. As the ages advanced, this intdligence,
this power of ingght into the potentidities of externd objects, evolved from a rare flicker to a congtant
flame, an established habit of mind. It was formerly intermittent, unreligble. 1t was like the earliest tools,
which were but naturd dumsy stones, picked up and used occasiondly, and then forgotten. In time it
became like the wrought and tempered knife, which is kept ever about the person, used at every turn,
used often for mere love of udng it, toyed with and gpplied to dl manner of objects which seem at firg
without any practica ggnificance whatever. Sometimes, indeed, as the ages pass, this keen knife of the
mind is even gpplied to the mind itsdlf. The inventor notices his own inventive activity, and tries to dissect
it. The hungry man observes his own hunger, the amorous men his own lugt. But the process turns out to
be rather bewildering, even painful. Also it distracts one from the actud business of living. In the early
dages it is therefore shunned.

Nevertheless, as the epochs unfold, the mind of man becomes more capacious, more unified, more
active. It isno longer an ephemerd perception, forgetful of the past, or troubled now and then by a mere
gleam of memory. Increasingly it carries the past forward with it, and refers to this stored past for light
upon the present and the future. Increasingly every moment of its experience becomes interfused by dl
the rest of its experience. Today gains meaning from yesterday. Nothing can happen to the mind that
does not reverberate, faintly or violently, through its whole nature. Every event is interpreted and valued
in relation to other events. The man's mind becomes increesngly one mind, not a host of disconnected
supid litle minds, awakening one after the other in response to specid simuli. Or o it tends to become.
But in fact, it remains, in spite of dl advances, very far from unified.

Along with this growing art of comprehending things together and taking more and more into account,
comes an increasing discrimination of the actud differences in the world. Eyes diginguish new ddicacies
of shape, new shades of colour, ears detect new modulations of sound, fingers touch with increasing
percipience, manipulate with increesang skill. Thus, age by age, man's experience of his world becomes
richer, more coherent. Beadts, trees, one's felows, become ever more characterigtic, recognizable,
reckonable. Space enlarges itsdlf, is measured out in paces, leagues, marches, and time in days, months,
seasons, years, generations. There looms a past before the dan was founded, a future for grandchildren's
grandchildren. Meanwhile things that were formerly meré brute facts, shdlow, opague, barren of
sgnificance beyond themselves, reved unexpected depths of meaning, become luminous pregnant,
charged with mygerious power. The sun and moon, darkness, the storm, the seasons, beasts of the
chase and hodtile beasts, dl gather to themsdves out of the past a Strange, obscure, potent sgnificance,

Meanwhile dso another, very different, class of objectsis at length gaining precision and significance. The
roving curiosty looks sometimes inward. Intdligence is turned more resolutdy than of old upon the
anaiomy of the mind itsdf. The hunter, in ambush for his prey, is suddenly confronted with his own being.
He beholds that strange thing' himsdlf', with the surprise and awe which he fdt when he encountered for
the firs time some unfamiliar beast of the forest. But this time he has no clear gpprehension of the
mydterious quarry, only a most tantdizing glimpse, as of a dark form lurking behind the brushwood. He
fdlsinto abstraction. He ruminates his own being. 'l -am waiting for the stag. | want to kill the stag.' The
drain of gaking himsdf gives him a kind of vertigo. It even frightens him. Suddenly he wakes from his
nove experience, to find that the physica quarry that he proposed to ambush has appeared and escaped.
He has missed his dinner. He vows he will never again be bemused in this way. But on another occasion
something Smilar happens. He is courting his young love, with the great brown eyes and gentle voice. She
isready to be taken. But suddenly two strange things loom into his inner vison, himsdf and hersdf, very
near to one another, very closay entwined into one another's minds, yet srange to one another, infinitdy
remote. Once more he fdls into abstraction, fascinated, perplexed. 'I--she. I--she'. As he snks into this
meditation, she sees his face change and fade. She seeks to rouse him by winsome tricks, but he remains
for awhile abstracted. In sudden fear and resentment she breaks from him and flies



Thus, little by little, men and women grope toward a certain tentative superficid self-knowledge, and
knowledge of one another. And, as they proceed, these strange objects, sdves, become charged with
ever-greater dgnificance. Individuas come to prize themsdlves as no less gifted cresture could ever do.
They are proving that they are mighty salves. And, prizing themsalves, they learn a the same time to prize
other selves. Woman, whom man once saw merdly as a thing to covet and embrace and then to ignore,
or a most as a vague other', agreeable or irksome, now gathers to hersdf the sgnificance of dl past
intercourse, dl subtle passages of lust and love and hate, and reveds hersdf at lagt as a spirit, mysterious,
potent, tender, ruthless. So dso the man to the woman. Children, once mere objects to tend, defend,
fondle, or, as the mood changed, to spurn, now become beings in their own right, rightly demanding
sarvice, even to the death. The group, once a vague swarm of fluctuating, discontinuous phantoms,
companionable, quarrelsome, tyrannous, cryddlizes at length into a sysem of persons. Close around
onedf there is discovered a nudeus of well-tried friends and enemies, each one unique, incomparable.
Over the heads of dl, remote, mysterious, the old men of the tribe, or the triba mother, or later the king
of the whole land, embodies in his own person the ancient impersond presence of the group, and later
ascends heavenward as the tribal god, findly to become the one God of dl tribes and dl existence.

But long before this apotheosis there begin to appear here and there among the tribes beings of an
intenser sAlf-consciousness and a more inggent egoism, heroes, violent men for whom nothing is
respect-worthy but their own exultant spirits. The word 'I' is ever on ther lips and in their deeds. Each
one of them is poignantly aware of himsdf as pitted agang a huge, base, reptilian universe, and is
confident that he will master it. Each lives for the mere zest of mastery. In his triumphant course each is
accompanied by a swarm of jacka followers, not of his own kind, but griving to be of his kind. With
them he amites the etablished powers, changing man's life for good or bad, meking his mark upon the
world, for very lug of scribbling. At the close of it dl he confidently expects trandation into some
Vdhdla Often as nat, dl trace of him vanishes in a generation, save his name and legend on the lips of
bards. If in any other manner his work lasts, it is more or less an accident. For, though aware of the
superficies of his individudity in a manner impossible to his fdlows, the hero has neither indination nor
time nor courage to penetrate within it and explore it. He accepts the bright superficies of himsdf a its
face-value, and cares nothing for its deeper potentidity. In this respect heistypica of your kind.

Not only so, but the glamour of the hero has helped to make you what you now are. The ided of
persona prowess, which he set, though at firg hdpful to man's duggish spirit, became later the curse of
your species. With itsfacile glory it inveigled your forefathers into accepting outworn vaues, puerile ams.
Throughout the whole career of your species the ided of heroism has dominated you, for good and bad.
In the earliest of dl human phases, the dmost amian mind of man could not yet conceive any ided
whatever, but the hero ided was none the less dready impliat in his behaviour, though unconscious. The
best from which man sprang was dready sdf-regarding, quarrdsome, resolute; and his hands were
killed for battle. Since then, epoch by epoch, the glory of innumerable heroes, the spdl of innumerble
heroic myths have ground the ided of heroism into men's hearts so deeply that it has become impossible
for you 'modern’ men, in spite of your growing perception that heroiam by itsdf isfutile, to dicit from your
hearts any larger ided. You pay lip-service to other ideds to love, and socid loydty, and rdigious
possession; but you cannot fed them reverberate in your hearts, as does the ided of the splendid
al-conquering individud. To thisided done your hearts have "been tuned by age-long hero-worship. No
doubt, throughout your career loydty has played a part. Y our triumph, such asit is, rests upon the work
of brilliant individuds cooperating in the group's service. But you have never taken the group to your
hearts as you have taken the hero. You cannot. Your hearts are strung for the ampler music. They are
but one-stringed instruments, incapable of symphonic harmony. Even your groups, even your modern
nations" you must needs personify as heroic individuds, vying with one, another, brandishing weapons,
trumpeting ther glory.

Our observers, wandering through the ages which you cdl prehistoric, have watched your kind spread in



successive waves into every habitable corner of your planet, multiplying itsdf in a thousand diversities of
race, diverdties of bodily form, or temperament, of tradition, of culture. We have seen these waves, as
they spread over the plains and dong the coasts and up the valeys, every now and again crash into one
another, obliterate one another, augment one ancther, traverse one ancther. We have seen the
generations succeed one another as the leaves of an evergreen tree. As the leaves of a young tree differ
from the leaves of an old tree, the early generations differ from the later in bodily and mentd
configuration. Yet they remain within the limits of their specific type. And so, inevitably, do you, spiked
leaves of the hally.

We have watched dl the stages, gradud or sudden, by which the common ancestor, crouched, hary, and
pot-bellied, has given place to the more erect Pithecanthropus, to the gill dmost smian Neanderthdian,
and a lagt to the tdler and more human progenitor, of dl your races. We have seen the fird bare rippled
backs, and the first broad upright brows. We have seen woman's breasts form themselves out of the old
dmian dugs. We have watched the gradud crysdlization of your four greet raciad beauties, white, ydlow,
brown and black. We have followed in detail many a minor strand of bodily character, and the many
fadd types within each race, which blend and part and blend again, generaion by generation Smilaly
we have traced, generation by generation, the infinitdy diverse exfdliaion of the Smian mind into your
four great racid temperaments, and dl the subtleties of disposition inborn in the many stocks within each
race.

There came at length a stage in the career of your species when through the operation of intdligence, men
began vagudly to fed that there was something wrong with their own nature. They had dready, here and
there, acquired a superficid self-knowledge and mutud indght. They had begun to diginguish, though
hdtingly the lesser and the somewhat greater goods of the spirit. From mere sex, mere parenthood, mere
gregariousness, they had passed here and there to a kind of love and akind of loydty; but they could not
mantain any sure footing on this higher plane. They were for ever dipping into the old bad ways.
Increesingly they surmised that the purely anima way of life, even when glorified into heroism, was not
the best that men and women could attain. Y et when they anxioudy peered into their chaotic hearts to
discover what was better, they could see nothing clearly, could find no congtant illumination. Our
observers, sudying your early races, report that for each race there came a phase, early or late, poignant
or obscure in which there spread a vague but profound restlessness, a sense of potentidities not
exercised, a sense of an insecure new nature sruggling to shape itsdf, but in the man faling to do more
then confuse the old brute nature. It is of this phase of your career that | must now speak.

iv. THE HISTORICAL PERIOD

The action of the drama accel erates. With ever-increasing speed the human intdligence masters its world,
brings naturd forces more and more under control of the dill primitive will, and unwittingly prepares a
new world, a man-made world, which is destined to become in your day too intricate for the ill
unfinished inteligence to magter, too precarioudy balanced to withstand the irresponsble vagaries of a
will that isill in essence smian, though equipped with dangerous powers. The ape has awakened into a
subtler and more potent cunning. He has atained even a vague perception of what it would be like to be
truly human in mind and heart. Ineffectudly, intermittently, he strives to behave as a true man would
behave; and in rare moments he actudly achieves thoughts and actions not unworthy of a man. But for
the mogt part he remains throughout the history of your species, and in your own moment of that higory,
a heart a monkey, though clothed, housed and armed.

Before we look more closdy a your 'modern’ world, let us glance a the hundred centuries preceding it.
At the outset we see tribes of hunters settling down to till the valeys, especidly the vdleys of the Nile, the
Euphrates, the Indus, the Ganges, the Yangtze. Millennia pass. Mud huts proliferate dong the
river-banks, condense into cities, are overhung by megdithic tombs, temples, palaces. The tribes



coaesce into kingdoms and empires, and produce the firs phases of dvilization. Traders score the t
continents with their tracks. Little ships creep around the coasts, and sometimes venture beyond sght of
land. Heroes gather amies and perform mighty evanescent conquests. Hardy barbarians invade the
plans, dominate the empires, and are absorbed by the conquered. Dally life becomes steadily more
secure, anenable, regular, complex. Triumphantly the intdligent beast finds new ways to grdify its ancient
cravings for food, shelter, safety, adventure, for self-display, amorousness, and herd-activity. Yet a heart
it remains a beast, disturbed but seldom by an obscure discontent with its own nature and with the world
that it has fashioned around it.

With the increase of security a few exceptiona minds begin to explore ther environment intelectudly,
and even to probe ther own nature. Increesingly the more awakened individuas become aware of their
own inner chaos, both of undergtanding and of will. Here and there, where circumstance is peculiarly
favourable to the life of the spirit, men are dmost persstent in their salf-searching. In India, where the
physca cravings are insurgent and irrestible as the jungle, they drive through asceticism to establish the
soirit over the flesh. In Greece they seek harmonious fulfilment of body and mind. For the sake of this
fulfilment they seek the truth. They pass beyond the rule-of-thumb devices of medicine men, astrologers,
builders, navigators, to make guesses about the inner nature of things, about the stars, the shape of the
earth, the human body and soul, about number, space, time, and the nature of thinking. Meanwhile in
Paegtine others conceive a divine law; and in obeying it they expect a heaven of eternd bliss.

Then a length appear, here and there dong the centuries, here and there among the peoples, a few
supremdy penetrating minds. Mogtly their careers are cut short by indifferent fate, or by the vindictive
herd. But three triumph, Gautama, Socrates, Jesus. Seeing with the mind's eye and feding with the heart
more vividy and more precisaly than their felows, they look round them at the world, and within them a
their own nature, as none had done before them. It is a strange world that confronts them, a world of
beings superficidly like themsdves, yet different. So uncomprehending are their felows, so insendtive, so
pitifully weak. In rigorous and ceasdless meditation the three great ones drive to formulate their teeming
intuitions in a few great principles, a few great precepts. They live out their precepts in their own lives
rlentlesdy. Gautama said: By sdf-denid, sdlf-oblivion, seek that annihilation of particular being which is
the way to universal being. Socrates sad: Let us fulfil oursalves to the uttermost by embodying in
oursalves, and in the world that is our city, the true and the good. Jesus sad: Love one another; love
God; God islove.

From these three greatest of your kind, these three vitd germs issue three vast ramifications of soiritud
influence, three widespread endemic infections of the minds of men, passing from generation to
generation. The tragedy of your species may be said, to liein its complete falure to embody, rather than
merdy to mimic, the spirit of these three men. Our observers, as | have dready sad, have never been
able to edablish themsdves in any of these three. As the sngle racid mind of the Last Men we do
indeed, if the obscure recollection of that experience isto be trusted, savour and even influence them. But
to each individud observer they remain impenetrable. We can, however, sudy them through ther
contemporaries, and have done so, very minutdy. We have seen those great ones face to face, lisened
to every word that they have spoken, watched every act they have performed in the presence of any
spectator. Through dying eyes we have observed Gautama contemplating desth. In the mind of the young
Plato we have attended to the quiet ironica voice of Socrates and been confronted by his disturbing
gaze. We have heard Jesus preaching on the mount, with dark face kindled. We have stood around the
cross and heard him cry out on the God whom he had misconceived.

In such experiences three facts invariably impress us, and fill us with a sense of the pathos of your kind.
We are amazed both a the unique genius of these men and a the world-imposed limitation of ther
genius. We are pressed dso by the ingbility of their felow-men to grasp even that part of ther vison
which found expression. For nether ther immediate felows nor you, with dl your complacent historica



knowledge, can ever understand them. How should you? They themsdlves strove in vain to comprehend
their own profound, unique, intuitions, within terms of their world's naive bdiefs. But though the flame
burned brightly in their hearts, they could neither understand it not expressit. For neither their conception
nor thelr language was adequate to such a task.

But even if they could have expressed ther vison, they would have been misunderstood. For each of
these three, though sorely cramped and bewildered by his archaic world, was a veritable man; while his
fdlows, like the rest of you, were but hdf-human apes. And so, inevitebly, these great ones are
misnterpreted even by their own chosen followers. Socrates, who is so much more fortunate in Plato
then Jesus in his disciples and Gautamain his interpreters, is seen by us, not only to be more profound in
intellect than the great Plato, but to have aso a vison, an illuminaion, perplexing to himsdf and utterly
incommunicable to any of his associates. The lemurs might have understood him. The lemurs might have
understood Jesus, and Gautama also. But they, too innocent, could not maintain themsdlves againg the
muscle and cunning of man's progenitors.

It is clear to our observers that in your three great minds there occurred an identica ingght into the nature
of man and of the world. But each interpreted his vison differently, and expressed it differently in action.
And from each a very different influence was selected by his followers.

We have traced that influence, that soreading ferment in men's minds. The three proliferations are very
diverse. But in the early stages of each, during the firs and even the second generdtion, there occurs a
new intendty of experience, an increased though dill confused sdlf-knowledge, mutud ingght and
gpprehension of the world. There is dso a glorioudy increased pertinacity of the will to be man rather
then ape. Tidd waves of a new enthusasm now begin to surge across the peoples, lifting up men's hearts,
oreading over the continents. And, spreading, they fade. They multiply into a thousand meandering
vaiations They are deflected hither and thither, traverang one another again and again.. They confuse,
annihilate or augment one another. In your day there is not a mind anywhere on your planet which does
not pulse, however fantly, to the endlesdy wandering reverberations of your three true men.

But long before your day the character of the influence is changed. At fird it sormfully resounds in the
secret places of men's hearts, and even wrenches their poor ape-hearts into something of the humen
form. But in the end the Smian nature triumphs. Those crude ingruments, forced for a while to
reverberate in response to a musgc too subtle and too vast for them, presently relapse into the archaic
mode.

The gpe nature corrupts the new, precarious, divindy human will, turning it into a lofty egoism, a new
heroiam.

Here, there is heroism of the intdlect, loyd only to the truth-seeking sdf; there, heroiam of the heart,
determined to embrace dl men in indiscriminate brotherliness, through mere loyalty to the love-proud sHif;
there, heroiam of the spirit, domineering over the flesh, prodaiming as the supreme afirmaion mere

negation.

But there remains a memory, a tradition, a legend, an obscure yearning in the hearts of men for a way of
lifethat is too difficult for them. And so there are formed various mighty associations, whose office is to
preserve one aspect or another of the fading illumination. The Chritian and the Buddhist churches spread
far and wide ther hierarchies and their monastic orders. Inditutions of learning, schools and universties,
are precipitated around the Mediterranean coasts and over the European lands. Indians, Chinese, Arabs,
Latins, Franks, thus preserve amongst themsdves Some smouldering embers. But the flaneis vanished.

Yet now and again, oncein a few generations, now in this land, now in that, the coals bresk once more
into conflagration. There is a Soreading revivd of the origind ecstasy. Once more, but not for long, the



ape-hearts resound obscurely with counterfeit echoes of an experience whose true form they cannot
support. Once more it seems to them that they are merged in one another and gathered into God in a
mydic communion, that they have pierced behind appearances to the eernd truth, that by
sdf-annihilation they have escaped the limitation of the flesh and individud consciousness, to be gathered
into the absolute being. But once more, though the few atan some genuine illumingtion, the many
misunderstand, ignore what is essentid and mimic what is accidentd; or in frank hodtility persecute. Once
more, as the indght fades, the inditution flourishes, and takes up its place in the established order. Once
more the ape triumphs over the man.

Our observers have savoured the minds of the Firg Men in dl these wave-crests of the spirit, these
reigious revivas, protestations, counter-reformations, these fervours of heart-searching, stampedes of
soul-saving, these martyrdoms for an inner light so precious and so misperceived. Everywhere we detect
an identical fact. Vagudly aware of his own blindness and incoherence, man yearns toward vison and
toward harmony; but he yearns in vain. Vison, indeed, he does now and again achieve, fledingly,
mideadingly; but harmony never. Here and there men see obscurdy what they should be doing with
themsdves, but adways ther conduct, and ther vison adso, is distorted by preconceptions and
predilections forced upon them by their ape nature. They are confused by phantom lures of immortdlity,
of celedtid bliss, of abstract righteousness, of divine love.

Nevertheess men do begin, here and there, to fed dirring within them, driving for expression, some
grange new life of the spirit. Did they but know, they are in travail for atwin birth. They are troubled with
the fird movements of a new piety toward fate and a new loydty toward man. Of the firg they know as
yet dmost nothing, for whenever they experience it, they confuse it with the old complacent love of a
loving God. Of the second, they guess only that they must make the best of man, mugt seek to know ever
more truly both the world and the sdf, mugt seek to fed ever more ddicately, and to will ever more
harmonioudy. Obscurely they begin to surmise that the whole active duty of men is to live for men; and
that men mus be made one, a Soirit winged perhaps for enterprise unimaginadle in their day. But these
two conflicting spirits of cosmicd piety and humen loydty reman gill deeply hidden in ther hearts;, and
men can neither see into their hearts nor bring forth in action what ill is hidden. They cannot obey, they
cannot even understand, these two seemingly incompatible divine commandments of the future. Blindly
they seek vison; but the knowledge thet they would haveisfor power, not piety. And so they are tricked
a every turn by their own cravings. Harmony they seek; but neither within the individua nor in the race of
individuas can they atain it. Nor can they find harmony with the universe. In each heart there rages the
old conflict between the man and the monkey, and aso the obscure new conflict between cosmicd piety
and human loydlty. In the externd world, the quarrelsome apes that fought of old for prey, for mates, for
kingship, for hunting-grounds, war now for cornlands, mines, trade, for nationd glory or security, for
fantasies of rdigion. Armies surge hither and thither. Fidds and dities are laid waste; and dwaysin a good
cause, whether for some royd master, or some burgher caste, or some nation, or for the glory of God.

While dl this is afoot, something ese which is new is beginning to happen to mankind. The dill
unrecognized piety toward fate and fact, and toward the actud course of the world, stirs men to observe
the dally features of the world with new interest. At the same time loydty toward man fires them to
medter the physica world for man's use, and therefore to understand its working. Some few individuds
here and there, fretted by a recrudescence of that curiogty by which the ape had triumphed, begin to pry
into the behaviour of physicd things They drop weights from towers, seek new descriptions of planetary
moations, peer at the heavens through lenses, observe the workings of flesh and blood, put one suff with
another suff and watch the issue, brood upon the faling apple, and on the jumping lid of a kettle, devise
pistons, cog-whedls, gears, whedswithin wheds. Suddenly man puts together a mesh of dangerous little
fragments of knowledge, and comes into possession of little dangerous powers. Victorioudy, the human
ape asamilates the teeming influx of new facts. Decade by decade he discovers new features of the
intricacy and mgedly of the physical universe. Imaginaion strains to cope with the very grest, the very



litle, the very complex, the very swift, the very long-enduring. Little by little, the familiar universe
crumbles away, and a new stupendous universe forces itsalf on man's reluctant fascinated gaze.

Within this new pattern of things man sees himsdf as among the very little, the very brief, the very
impotent, the wholly mechanicd. This discovery, which fillshim with indignation and despair, should have
been a step in his salvation. It should have taught him to vaue himsdf no longer as the immortd, precious,
unique child of a God whom his own mind had created, but henceforth as a thread in the far web of the
universe, athemein the great music, and also as one brief sentient focus of cosmica aspects. But, whally
ignorant of his own interior being, he ill cherishes the bdief that he is something peculiar, didinct from
the physicd, something uniquely free, vitd, spiritud. And so, when heis forced to regard himsdf as dl of
a piece with his world, he feds himsdf degraded. All that he knows of the physicd world is shape,
movement, resstance, mechanica sequence of changes. These he takes to be no mere superficies, but
the very essence of the physicd. And these abstractions he now gpplies to himsdf, condemning himsdf as
mere 'matter’. If he knew himsdf as wel as he now begins to know his world, the science of the physca
would not dismay him about his own nature, nor remain itself a science of mere appearances. But through
inveterate sdlf-blindness the Firs Men are doomed to misconceive themsdves in the light of a physicd
nature, which, aso through sdlf-blindness, they mugst misconceive. Ignorant of ther own interior being,
they remain ignorant of the interior being of the world whose gorgeous superficies is now stage by stage
terrifyingly reveded.

When the First Men have dready firmly grounded their science of the physica world, they begin to direct
the same objective sudy upon their own behaviour. Thus they will acquire in due season a vison of
themselves even more devadtating, because more precise. They will see themsdlves a last unambiguoudy
as greedy, sdf-absorbed, vindictive, timorous apes, cunning and powerful up to a point, yet dso
incredibly weak and stupid. This knowledge, could they but pursue it rdlentlesdy and to the bitter end,
should lead them & last up to the locked door behind which is true sdf-knowledge. Once there, they
should be able by biologicd control to produce a generation capable of penetraing that interior
gronghold. Thus should the First Men arrive at lagt where the lemurs started, and should proceed to
surpass those wise innocents in every activity of the spirit. But in the book of fate it is written that this
ghdl not happen. While men are taking the first few hdting steps in the new venture, while they are dill
debating the course, the sorm breaks upon them. A world Stuation arises which demands for its control
more intelligence and far more integrity of will than their haf-formed nature can achieve.

While man is becoming less and less confident of his own spiritud dignity, he acquires more and more
power over his physca world, and snks further and further into obsession with the materid. Steam
drives ships across the oceans without care for winds, drives trains across the lands, carrying great loads
a incredible speeds. Later comes dectricity, and with it the flashing of messages around the planet on
wires or on the ether. The age-old dream of flyingis at last redized by aeroplane and arship. Meanwhile
by machinery and chemicd synthesis innumerable materids and utengils are manufactured for comfort,
luxury or power.

What is the upshot? From its germ in Europe a new world spreads, devouring the old world. Formerly
events hgppening in one region had sedom any appreciable effect esawhere. But now, increasingly, each
event in every Part of the world reverberates within dl other events. By means of steam and dectricity
the human world is becoming one system. Its regions become interdependent economicaly, even in a
manner culturaly; but not paliticaly, and not socidly. The hearts of men are massed againgt one another
in jeaous and migrugiful nations. And across this, cleavage runs another, the divison in dl lands between
measters and servants, the economicaly free and the economicdly endaved. The new world should have
been a happy and glorious world. But it is not. The new powers should have been organized in service of
the human spirit, the one right object of loydty. But they are not. The First Men can do amost nothing,
with their powers, but serve the old ape-cravings for private comfort, safety, self-diolay and triba glory.



At the moment of the outbreak of the European War the greeat mgority of mankind are extremely
ignorant not only of their own essentia nature but of the world. They fed no need that man should be
made one, and that dl men should cooperate in the supreme racid enterprise. They take the nations to be
the true objects of loydty, and the socid classes to be naurd dements of the nation. But a minority,
madlly in the Western lands, have blindly fdt this need of human unity. Ther leaders have formulated it
obscurely in one manner or another, often discrepantly. But few can take it a dl serioudy, very few can
live for it passionately. In most cases, however bravely they can tak about it, they cannot act for it. If
ever they are put to the test, they shy away, afirming that nationdism is 'practical’, coamopolitanism but a
remote idedl. Though they seeit intelectudly, their hearts are not capable of responding to it. If ever the
nation isin danger, their cosmopolitanism evaporates, and they stand for the naion in the good old style.
Yet intdlectudly they know that in their modern world thisway leads to disaster.

The story of your speciesisindeed a tragic story, for it closes with desolation. Your Part in that tory is
both to drive and to fal in a unique opportunity, and so to set the current of higtory toward disaster. But
think not therefore that your species has occurred in vain, or that your own individud lives are futile
Whatever any of you has achieved of good is an excdlence in itef and a bright thread woven into the
texture of the cosmos. In spite of your falureit shdl be said of you, had they not driven as they did, the
Whole would have been lessfar. And yet dso it shdl be said, even had they triumphed and not suffered
thar disaster, the Whole would have been lessfair.

6 THE WAR

i. EUROPE BEFORE THE WAR
ii. EUROPE CHOOSES WAR
iii. EUROPE AT WAR

iv. PAUL IN THE WAR

I. EUROPE BEFORE THE WAR

| MUST now describe from the Neptunian point of view tha moment in the career of the Firs Men
which seemed to those who experienced it an eternity of war.

As the summer of 1914 advanced, our observers crowded in ever-greater numbers into your world,
seeking out among you suitable mindsin which and from which to observe your coming criss. As a flock
of birds, before settling on a tree, hovers for a. moment while each individud selects a convenient twig,
S0 we sttled upon your race. The tree knows nothing of its living burden; you were whally ignorant of
your Neptunian guests.

Long before this great company began to arrive, those of us who, like mysdf, are specididts in your
epoch had, of course, dready been a work among you, wandering from mind to mind and studying the
great movements of human history which were to ‘result in your criss. But in 1914 an immensdy grester
company gathered to watch in as much detall as possible your reaction to the unprecedented events of
the next four years. In spite of this influx, of observers, not every one of you could be directly studied.
But a consderable proportion of the total European population harboured within themsdves Neptunian
vigtors. We diligently sought out al those who were sgnificant, not only those in prominent positions but
vey many obscure persons who seemed to afford peculiarly ludd examples of your nature and of the
trend of thought and feding in your day. Such persons would have been astounded had they known that
they were sngled out for sudy dong with generds and palitical leaders, but in truth it was in the masses,
rather than in ther leaders, that the red drama of the war was teking place. For in the leaders the
poignancy and subtlety of experience was in most cases reduced by the necessty of pursuing some
offiad policy.

Throughout the summer of 1914, then, a huge anthropologica expedition, organized on Neptune two



thousand million years in the future, was invading your minds in its thousands and its hundreds of
thousands. Yet ds0 (to repeat) at the very same time, in the Neptunian sense, other and even greater
expeditions were a work upon crises of one or other of the sixteen human species which have their
higorica location between the Firsd Men and the Last Men. Thus some were sudying the fdl of the
noble Second Men in their long druggle with the cloud-like Martian invaders, others watched the heroic
colonization of Venus by the Ffth Men, the last Terrestrids; others, mogt fortunate, wandered among the
lyricad minds of the pygmy Hying Men of Venus, the Seventh species, and many more carried out their
devoted work inthe fidd of man's age-long and tortured struggle to take root on Neptune; others again
sudied the later and happier Neptunian races. But these expeditions | mugt not now describe, for my
concern iswith yourselves. In our work upon the First Men we have concentrated our main force in your
own crucid age.

In every European capitd, in every drab provincd town, in every agricultura didrict, our observers
settled. Had you been gifted with Neptunian vison, you might have seen, whenever you walked in the
sreets of Belin, Paris, or London, that the crowd was composed of persons of two kinds. Most of them
were uncontaminated members of your species; but about one in twenty (at least in these metropolitan
areas) would have appeared to you curioudy dtered. You would have seen in the expression of their
eyes, had you peered closdy at them, afitful gleam, a faint surprise, verging on bewilderment, a queer
inwardness combined oddly with an increased intengty of observation and interest, in fact an dmost
haunted look, which the Neptunian has learned to recognize in such of you as have been sngled out by
one of his colleagues as a convenient observation-point. It is not surprising that you should manifet some
outward symptom when you are thus possessed, as it were, by an dl-pervading mentd parasite, whose
filaments reach into every nook and cranny of your minds. Yet so subtle is this unintentiond influence of
ours, that the hosts themsdves are, as a rule, completly unaware of it, and even ther mogt intimaie
friends do not notice any dteration in them. Only to Neptunians, usng the eyes of other individuads of
your speciesisthe 'possessed’ ook apparent. Sometimes, of course, we deliberatdly make our presence
fdt by some act of definite influence, and when such influence is frequent, the host himsdf may have a
sense that he is somehow possessed, or going mad. But the more passive presence of a Neptunian
produces only a dight increase of the intengty of consciousness, and especidly of salf-consciousness.

Conceive then that, before war was declared, Neptunian observers were busy meking themsdaves
acquainted with ther chosen hogts. That we concentrated in greatest number upon the years of the war
and the two decades fallowing, is not to be attributed to any specid preference for the mentdity of your
Twentieth over your Nineteenth Century. As between the generations which, through complacent
materidism and sentimentdity, brought the war into being, and the generation which, through mord
timidity and lack of faith in the human nature of the 'enemy’, adlowed itsdf to be herded into the trenches,
and again the later generations, which, ataining maturity when the war was over, blamed its predecessors
or mdidous fate for its own supine laziness and lack of vison,--as between these three groups of persons
we have no predilection. To usdl dike are 'human', in the manner characteristic of a haf-human species.
Each is the inevitable product of its predecessors and its world, yet each isin part responsible for its own
turpitude. Thisis, | know, a paradox which must remain insoluble upon your plane of understanding. But
to us, there is no paradox. All your generations appear equdly culpable, equdly pitiable. But since, in the
war itsdf and its consequences, the whole drama of your species finds its dimax, it isin the war period
and the decades fallowing it thet our observers chiefly congregate.

Very thoroughly the pioneers had aready Sfted your populations for sgnificant individuals, so that when
the main expedition arrived it was possible to dlocate each new-comer to a suitable host. Mogt often
(but not dways) we set our women observers to sudy Terrestrid women. And as far as possble we
contrived to arrange matters so that there should be some kind of temperamenta Smilarity between
observer and observed; for thus, we find, the work proceeds most smoothly and effectively. Some of us
occupied the minds of the politicians on whose decison so much was to depend, seeking to understand



and sympathize with their ingrained political convictions, sorting out the obscure tangle of sdf-interest and
public loydty which was to determine ther behaviour, harking back now and then into their youth or
childhood, or even infancy, to discover the submerged sources of their whims, dedusons and prejudices.
Others of us familiarized themsdves with the astounding mixture of honest heart-searching and intricate
self-deception which was the habitud attitude of your rdigious leaders to dl serious problems, and was
30 soon to find its most driking expression in the futility of your churches in the face of war. Yet others
were savouring the indgtent itch of military experts to put their huge lethd toy in action, or the mere
boyish braggartism, ardic of the heroic age, which infected your more romantic militarigs.

In varying degrees of minuteness we have studied your Asquith and your Grey, your Bethmann-Hollweg,
your von Bilow and your Treitschke, your Hindenburg, your Foch, your Clemenceau and your Lloyd
George. Each of these, though not one of them is intrindcaly of serious interest to us, has cdled for
careful sudy on account of the momentous results of his actions. Your Lenin, however, we have studied
in greater detail; many of my colleagues have had occasion to live through dl the phases of tha
remarkable spirit, in whom, as in no other, we find a mogt indructive blend of that which might have
saved your species with that which was bound to destroy it.

Sometimes we have performed curious experiments by introducing into one mind thoughts and vauations
derived from ancther, as in biologicd research the experimenter may introduce blood or portions of
tissue from one organism to another. Thus it has proved indructive to bewilder statesmen at the coundl
table by momentarily forcing upon them ideas disruptive of their policies and ther most cherished faiths.
For ingtance, one of my mog hrilliant young colleagues, fresh from the revolutionary and exiled Lenin,
once contrived, that Asquith, the legd-minded premier, in the presence of his cabinet, should snk for a
moment into horrified abstraction while a blast of revolutionary schemes and cravings fdl on him like a
whirlwind. It was indeed indructive to observe how, &fter the attack the againg statesman soothed himsdlf
by dipping into Carlyl€'s French Revolution, and by dightly changing his attitude to the Welsh thorn in his
flesh. Of deeper effects we observed none.

To give another example of this transfuson of thought, Lenin himsdf, that man of danless ged, that
future Almighty, was once, to his own surprise, so flooded with the timid megdomaniac fantasies of the
Czar, that he found himsdf pitying, even pitifully loving that imperid haf-wit. On another occasion, while
he was in the act of composng a rdentless article on the baseness of an archimandrite, my colleague
forced upon him a precise gpprehension of the old villain's mind. He suddenly redized in imagination that
this profligate priest had once yearned toward the supernd beauty, and that even yet his blind spirit
carried out by rote the gesture of prostration before the greet lover, Jesus. This incident had a strange
and ggnificant effect on the revolutionary. Pent-up springs of mercy and piety wdled in him. He
experienced, as few Chrigians have ever experienced, the divinity of Love. Sitting in his hired room in
Paris, with the indictment of the priest spread out on the table before him, he whom many were yet to call
Anti-Chrigt, received the divine love into his heart. My young colleague who was in charge of the
experiment reports that his host accepted the reveation like any Chrisian saint, and that for an hour he
remained in ecstasy. At the close of that period he whispered in his Russan speech, '| come not to bring
peace, but a sword', and so once more took up his pen.

Not only men of action, but leaders of thought, too, our observers inhabited. In many minds of writers
and artigs they had detected in the 'pre-war' age the firg dirrings of that disllusonment and horror which
the war dimate was laer to fodter.

Ealier they had seen the English Tennyson, under the influence of science and a friend's death, face the
spectre for a moment, only to cover his eyes and comfortably pray. Carlyle they had seen praise action
as a drug for doubt. But now, they saw the writings of Thomas Hardy, formerly neglected, gradudly
compel men's atention more by their gloomy verigmilitude, than by their obscure conviction of cosmica



beauty. In each people our observers heard dready, in the midst of the complacency of that age, a
whisper of uneasiness, risng here and there to despair. Already the old gods were faling, and no new
gods appeared to take thar place. The universe, it seemed, was a stupendous machine, grinding for no
purpose. Man's mind was but a little friction upon a minor axle, a casud outcome of naturd law. He
dared not even regard hmsdf as the one divine spark in a waste of brute matter; for he himsdf was just
maiter, and his behaviour the expresson of his brute nature. Moreover, Freud had spoken, and ripples of
horror were aready spreading across Europe.

But there was Evolution. Our observers watched Bergson and dl those whose fath was given to
evolution champion ther doctrine of a biologicd deity with something of the fervour of the old church
militant. Their gogpd touched few hearts. Disllusonment was dready in the ar. In laboratories our
observers watched great scientists conduct their crucid experiments, and weave ther theories, so subtle,
S0 wide-sweeping, SO devadtating, So true on one plane and so meaningless on another. Again and again
we have seen the truth missed when it was hidden only by a film. Again and again we have watched
promisng enterprises run to waste through the influence of some mad whim or prejudice. In many a study
and on many a college lawvn we have noted the turn of argument wherein acute minds first began to stray
down some blind dley, or fird tethered themsdves to fase assumptions.

But the overwhdming mgority of our explorers were concerned with humbler persons. Our pioneers had
flitted from mind to mind among artisans, factory hands, dock labourers, peasants, private soldiers, in
search of those mogt Sgnificant or most subject to Neptunian influence, so that the main company should
be able to settle promptly into posts of vantage for their work. If you indine to commiserate with those of
usto whom it was dlotted to observe Smple mindsin obscure positions, you are under a misconception.
The difference between your mentdly richest and your mentdly poorest is negligible to us.

We have sat dl day on hegps of road meta in country lanes, widding a hammer, and savouring humble
thoughtsin minds not barren but not fortune-favoured. In French peasants we have driven sawage carts
over our hectares, esimating the unsown crop, and the cost, and the sowing. In Prussan military messes
we have drunk to 'der Tag'. In British foc'sles, homeward bound from Y okohama and Kobe, we have
looked back upon Geisha girls forward to the wife in Canning Town. In provincid suburbs we have
pondered the sententious wisdom of scavengers, while they: pushed ther hand-carts and condescended
to speak with tramps, We have been present with trapped miners, while the flooding water crept up legs
and bodies, or lungs were invaded by hogtile gases. We have listened to doomed men chanting under the
roots of mountains. Some of us, in zed to observe last acts of piety or panic, have been destroyed in the
dedtruction of their hosts. In factories we have spent our Terrestrid years feeding voracious machines and
dreaming impossible triumphs or love idylls On holidays we have been borne by the released flood of
our fellow-workers dong esplanades and heaths. Over shop-counters in Bond Street and the rue de
Rivali we have fingered camisoles, stockings, dress pieces. We have pondered, tone by tone, diché by
cliché, the intercourse of customers and shop-girls. We have jostled around buses and down subways,
and hurried into dty offices. In third-class rallway carriages we have read innumerable evening papers
through the eyes of clerks and typigts, devouring the murders and the sex, skimming the palitics. In the
discreet darkness of picture palaces we have had forbidden tactud intimacies. In jals we have estimated
the dvilization of Europe through the rage of its outcasts. We have battered impotently on cdl doors,
counted and recounted the threads of spider-webs, strained to catch sounds of the world's great tide of
life, which had left us stranded. We have entered into inmates of lunatic asylums, to gain ingght into your
mentdity by waiching its disntegration. We know aso what it is to be segregated as mad by a world
madder than onesdf. In public-houses and Bier Stuben we have escaped for a while from negging redity
through the cheap ecstasy of inebriation. Or, less forlorn, we have found in the applause of our
companions fase consolation for our defet inlife.

More precisdy it was our hods that had dl these experiences, while we, cdm scrutinizers, appraised



their minds. With the patience of big-game photographers, who endure tropica heat and drought or stand
up to the neck in marsh for the sake of one snap of the camera-shutter, we have suffered interminable
floods of rhetoric and infantile philosophy, in the hope of confronting one of those rare denizens of the
mind's jungle, those most vitd and sgnificant mental occurrences, which give indght into the mentdity of
an dien pecies.

We have dso suffered vicarioudy the pains, both maternd and filid, of many births. We have watched
the clean pages of many infant minds ignorantly scribbled over with inddible fears and loathings, We have
experienced in many young things the same hungers and worships that we oursalves have known in our
own far-future childhood upon Neptune. But in Terrestrid childhood we find these young hedthy lusts
and admirations dl poisoned, misdirected, blunderingly thwarted or sapped, so that again and again we
are reminded that the fally of your generation, as of every generation of your species, is due less to its
innate coarseness of fibre than to the disastrous influence of its parents and teachers. Could we but, like
your Pied Piper, rescue dl your infants from their mothers and fathers, could we but transport them to
Neptune, even with ther ineradicable Smian impulses and their inherited digtortions of mind and body,
could we but keep them from the contamination of their elders, what a race we could make of them! We
could not indeed bring them further than the threshold of true humanity, but within their naturd limits they
might be made generous, free-minded, zestful, unafraid, Then, if we could but return them to your planet
in the fird bloom of maturity, how they would remake your world! But ingtead they must remain
unfulfilled, like seeds which, blown into a cave, send forth long pale sems and flaccid leaves, seeking in
van the light.

The many boys and girls whom we have seen, confident at fird that life held in store for them some as yet
unimaginable treasure or some opportunity of high devotion, dready in a few years disllusoned! We
have encountered them at firg unsullied, equipped by nature to learn prowess of body and mind, to
advance from triumph to triumph of skilled and generous living, Then we have seen ther bodies
hampered, congtricted, poisoned by misguided care, and their spirits even more serioudy mdtreated.
Though in physicd athletics they have often been patiently trained to habits of free and effective action, in
the athletics of the mind and of the spirit they have acquired a cramped style and blind tactics, In the great
game of life they never learned to keep their eyes on the bdl. For them indeed the bal was invisble They
hit out giffly or limply a nothing at dl, or a hypnotic hdlucinations, conjured before them by the
exhortations of blind coaches.

Everywhere we have found in the lives of grown men and women a bewildered futility and resentfulness.
The men blamed the women for their hobbled lives, the women the men for ther servitude. The rich
blamed the poor for didoydty, the poor the rich for tyranny, the young blamed the old for lack of vison,
the old the young for rebeliousness. And increasingly, even in that age before the war men and women,
rich and poor, old and young, were beginning to suspect that they were playing their brief game in a
madhouse with no rules and a phantom badll. .

No wonder that in our research among the aged of that time we found very prevdent a most tragic
condition of the spirit. In. numerable old men and old women, looking back with conscious complacency
upon thelr achievements, and forward with confidence to their reward in heaven, were yet haunted in the
recesses of thar being with a sense that their lives had been phantasmal, that they had never redly lived a
dl. Most of them were able on the whole to ignore these deep whispers of migiving, or to drown them
with vociferous piety; but many of the more sdf-conscious old people whom we studied, whether
successful business men or members of the "professions, socidly triumphant old ladies or, retired matrons
of inditutions, reviewed their careers with blank dissatisfaction and a nightmare sense that in their moment
of living they had missed some great drudgery-redeeming good, Smply by looking in the wrong direction.
Only those whose lives had been dominated by concrete misfortune or disgppointment, or by the
demands of some dl-absorbing heroic minigration, escaped this universd distaste of dl vaues.



Such was the condition of the First Men as it was reveded to our observers in their survey of the years
before the outbreak of the European War. Such were the beings that they studied. On the whole they
found themsdves forced to be twi-minded about these distressful creatures. From one point of view, as |
have said, they could not but regard your species as not yet human; a thing incredibly stupid and
ingangtive, incredibly distorted and tortured by the fantagtic habits, the rudimentary' culture which done
diginguished it from the lower beasts; athing in some ways further removed from true humanity even than
ox or tiger, because it had strayed further down the wrong path; a thing incomparably more filthy than the
baboon, because, retaining brutdity, it had lost innocence and learned to affect righteousness, a thing
which was squandering the little powers that it had sumbled upon for ends essantidly the same as the
ends of monkeys, and in its frantic grabbing, devouring, voiding, had fouled awhole planet.

But from the other point of view our observers were forced to admit, at firs reluctantly, thet this errant
and brutdl thing had in it the didtinctive essence which is man. Penetrating with difficulty into the minds of
tiger and baboon to compare them with your species, they found indeed less brutdity, but dso less
divinity; in fact a greater emptiness. In you they recognized the firgt blind restlessness of the spirit, which
never troubles the mere beast, and wins its bestitude only in the full human estate. In you they found the
rudimentary ingght of the mind into itsdf and into others, that indght which lay beyond the reach of dl
Terredtrid organisms save Homo Sapiens and the Philosophicd Lemurs, whose far more brilliant
achievement man himsdf had terminated. In you they found love, though more often hate; in you
philosophy though hdting and superdtitious, in you worship, though for the mogt part directed on
unworthy objects.

All this might have been truly said of your species at any time of its career; but, a the moment which | am
now describing, it was balanced on a dill finer knife-edge between beast and man. This was due not to
any change in its nature but to the pressure of circumstances. Hitherto, though a sengtive minority had
been aware that the ams toward which men commonly strove were for the most part puerile, the
mgority were able to pursue these ams in undisturbed complacency. But in 1914 many forces were
combining to shock even minds of average percipience into a sense of the contemptible insufficency of
the extant plan of humean life, both individud and socid. It is worthwhile to enumerate these forces. Firg,
then, dthough the nations and races were ill violently opposed to one another in sentiment, the world
was dready becoming a sngle economic system. Each section was growing more and more dependent
on the hedthy life of others. Secondly, though nationd and racid cultures were dill for the most part
mutudly unintdligible and repugnant, the seeds of an dl-indusve world culture were dready quickening.
Third, the battle between doctrina rdigion and scientific materidism, in which science had been geadily
advancing dl dong the line, was dready beginning to dissolve and cryddlize out in a new dignment. For
while the old rdigion was beginning to seem not only intdlectudly incredible but dso spiritudly
insuffident, the old science was adready gppearing not only spiritudly arid but intdlectudly naive. Fourth,
man's increedng awareness of his littleness under the stars was combining with his fird crude
apprehenson of the cosmica enterprise of Life to give him a wider horizon, a new humility, and adso the
fird obscure glimpse of a new am. Unfortunately in 1914 the effect of these forces was nowhere
profound; and only in certain regions of the Western Civilizetion was it at dl widespread. It was not
drong enough to prevent the outbresk of war. All it produced was a devadtaing, though mogtly
unacknowledged, suspicion in dl the combatants that human nature had faled.

ii. EUROPE CHOOSES WAR

In Augugt 1914 it was said by the more thoughtful among you that a great war in Europe might well cause
the downfal' of dvilization. They expected that the war would lead at once to complete economic and
socid confuson. In this prophecy they were wrong. They underestimated the recuperative powers of
their materid dvilization. But the war was to cause a disaster more subtle and profound than any which
was foreseen in 1914. It was to undermine man's confidence in his own nature. Henceforth your species



was to suffer a kind of racid neuross blended of guilt, horror, inferiority, and hate. Not only dvilization
was to be undermined, but the integrity of a species.

In the fateful days when ultimatums and declarations of war were being bandied from capitd to capitd,
the population of Europe was whally unprepared to take the one line which could have saved it. It had
neither the courage nor the imagination for a generd to fight. On the other hand it could not accept the
war innocently, as earlier generations had accepted wars. Hitheto men had fought with a clear
conscience, however much they might persondly loathe the distresses that war mugt bring. But, since the
last war in Europe, a change had begun to come over men's minds. Though it was not yet possible for the
masses to reject war, it was no longer possible for them to accept it without guilt. Few, even of those
who suffered no conscious heart-searching, were whaly immune from that unwitting shame and
embitterment which was the characteristic mood of your war-tortured populations, and had never
occurred a dl widdy in any earlier war.

It was extremely interesting to observe within minds of various types the different reactions of your
species to the nove fact of war. Mogt were taken completely by surprise. In the manner characteristic of
their species they had lived hitherto without serious thought ‘for matters of public concern. The rivaries of
nationd states might indeed rouse in them some sentimentd interest, but the life of the race lay dmost
whally beyond their grasp. They were fully occupied in keeping themsdlves and ther families &float in the
meaelsrom of economic individudism. Inevitably their chief concern was private fulfilment, and its essentia
means, money. Nationd affars, racid affairs, cosmica events, were of interest to them only in ther
economic bearing, or a mos as occasons of curiodty, wonder or ridicule They produced and
consumed, bought and sold, played ritud gameswith balls, and transported themsdlves hither and thither
in mechanicd vehides in search of a god which ever duded them. They indulged in illiat sexud
intercourse; or with public gpplause they married, propagated, launched ther children upon the
maelstrom. They put on ther best clothes on Sunday, and after church or chapel they walked in the park.
Or, with a sense less of mord quilt than of socid degradation, they spent their Sundays in old clothes and
upon congenid occupations. Almog invariably they applauded the things they had been taught to revile.
Or, if they were' origind’ and dared to think and fed spontaneoudy, they found themsdves harassed both
by ther fdlows and by their own archaic consciences. They then ether recanted or developed into
extravagant cranks. But these were few. The overwheming mgority were endaved by the custom of the
herd.

Such were the beings on whom the fate of the Terrestrid oirit now depended. Nowhere was there any
clear perception of the issues a stake, nowhere any recognition that the species was faced with the
supreme crigis of its career. Scarcely aman or woman in Europe or America, dill lessin the remote Eadt,
redized that the great test of the humen anima had come, and come, alas, too soon.

In thar reaction to war, Western men and women revealed, themsdves as fdling into a few well-marked
types, which nevertheless graded into one another. Indeed, scarcely any individuas could be sad to
belong whally to any one type. In dmog dl there were traces of every kind of war sentiment, and in
may there was an dmogt diurnd fluctuation of mood from one to another. Neverthdess Western
Europeans may be sgnificantly classfied according to their most characteridtic attitude to the war as
follows

Fird, in every nation there was the incredibly large swarm of' persons who, in spite of their vociferous
patriotism, were at mogt tinles incapable of taking the war serioudy in any sense except as a source of
possible danger or profit to themselves. Such creatures we found in al classes, from manud labourers to
captains of industry and respected statesmen. In the amies dso we found, many, who had faled to
evade their military obligations. They were of dl orders of intdligence, from the very stupid to the acute;
but even the mog brilliant of them lacked the power to see beyond the horizon of private, or a most



family, interest. They were nearly aways quite unconscious of their own deficiency; yet dmogt with the
unwitting mimicry shown by some insects, they managed to behave, verbdly a least, with impeccable
correctness. They were sddom suspected of beng inhuman. Often have we experinlented on these
backward animds, driving to introduce into the mind of some munition-profiteer, some popular
demagogue, some dimbing staff-officer, or some abject shirker in the ranks, glimmers of a sef-oblivious
view. Most often the experiment has falled completely; but in some cases we have been rewarded by a
curious spectacle. Thelittle sdf, outraged by the incurson of unself-centred fantasies, has cdled ‘'mordlity’
or 'duty’ to its assstance. The ambitious generd, for instance, troubled for a moment by the sacrifice of
life entailed in some hrilliant barren attack, has told himsdf that it is necessary, and could not see that he
was caring only for his reputation as a resolute commander.

The second type recorded by our observers was less contemptible, but dmost as backward. These were
the persons who, though often strong in a kind of socid sense, innocently accepted war and the martid
code. Ther vison was limited to the hero idedl. They saw the war in the good old way as a supreme
opportunity of persond courage and devation. It came, they said, to purge men of the selfishness bred of
indudridism and of the softness bred of security. These guiltiess champions of the war might persondly
behave toward it ether with cowardice or heroism; but they never questioned it. With complete sincerity
they faced it as a god-sent ordedl. For them it was indeed a rdigious test, an opportunity to enter into
communion with some obscurely conceived heroic deity. To speak agand it was sacrilege; but a
sacrilege so gross and fantagtic that it should be regarded as a Sgn rather of idiocy than of wickedness.
Consequently, though they condemned pacifism whole-heartedly, there was no vindictiveness in their
condemnation. Again and again our observers, experimenting in these smple minds, have tried to
introduce some doubt, some apprehension that there might be another sde to the matter. But such
doubts as could be introduced appeared to the subject himsdf as merdy an intelectud exercise, not as a
live issue. Such images of brutdity and disgust as were introduced were accepted Smply as tests of
fortitude.

Curioudy it was among these archaic souls, these happy warriors, that we sometimes came upon a
pdlucid kind of reigious experience. Fortunate innocents, they were exempt from the guilt and torture
which wrecked so many of ther felows For them the issue was a clear issue between sdlf-regard and
loydty to dl that they most cherished. And those who had the strength to bear themsdlves throughout
according to their code had the reward of a very sweet and well-deserved bestitude. We attended many
a death-agony that was thus redeemed, especidly in the earliest phase of the war. Many an old regular
thus found his rest. Many a very young subdtern, whose photograph on the parenta meantelpiece
truthfully commemorated a bright immeculate boy-soldier, found in his last moment that peace which
passed his ample understanding. But many more, to whom death came less suddenly or more brutdly,
could not atain that bliss. Hundreds, thousands of these luckless beings, betrayed by their god, we have
watched dipping down into the gulf of death, dutching, screaming, bewildered and indignant, or utterly
dehumeanized by pain.

More common then the "happy warriors was a third type, namdy those who, having passed in spirit
beyond this knightly innocence, dill tried to retain it. These, when the war began, were firs shocked and
tom asunder by conflicting motives, by loydty to the old idea of War and by the obscure irrings of
something new which they dared not dearly face. For, in spite of dl ther regrets and compassion, they
vay deeply lusted for war. And because this new thing that disturbed them ran counter to this lust and to
the familiar code, they strove to ignore it. Or they persuaded themsalves that though war was an evil, this
war was a necessary evil. They eaborated dl manner of arguments to convince themsdves that ther
country's cause was the cause of humenity, or that the War, though tragic, would result in a great mora
purgation. They eagerly accepted every dander againg the enemy, for it was very urgent for these
distraught spirits to believe that the enemy peoples were dmost sub-human. Only so could they fed
confident that the War was right, and indulge their martid zedl with a clear conscience. The pecifists they



condemned even more hitterly than the enemy, for in tormenting the pacifists they seemed to be crushing
the snake in their own hearts.

The fourth type, though not actudly a mgority in dl lands, had the greatest influence, because in most of
the other types the sentiment of this fourth type was present in some considerable degree. These were a
the outset little stirred by patriotism, and for them war had but a dight romantic appeal. They thought only
of individud lives and happiness, and nearest ther hearts were the lives and happiness of their
fellow-countrymen. Under the influence of the lying propaganda with which the spirit of each nation was
poisoned by its government, they sncerely believed that the enemy government was in the wrong, and
was carying out a base policy by brutad measures. But they preserved their sanity so far as to believe
that the enemy peoples were on the whole not very different from themsaves. As individuds the enemy
were 'just ordinary decent folk' who, through some lack of resolution, had been led into a fdse policy.
Consequently (so it was said) the 'group spirit' of these swarms of harmless enemy individuds was
unhedthy. In the mass they were a danger to civilization, and so at dl costs they must be beaten.

Such was the attitude of most men and many women in both the opposed groups of peoples. They
lacked fath in human nature. And through their lack of faith in it they betrayed it. They might so easly
have risen up in their millions in dl lands to say, This war mugt stop; we will not fight.' Yet of course,
though in a sense s0 easy, such arefusd was dso utterly impossible to them. Because they were without
any perception of man's true end, because they accepted the world as it stood and humen nature as it
seemed, they inevitably missed the great opportunity, and condemned their species to decline. Rtigble
beings, they brought upon their own heads, and upon the future, dduges of pain, grief, despair, dl
through lack of vison, or of courage. They manned a thousand trenches, endured a thousand days and
nights of ennui or horror, displayed what in your kind is caled superb devotion. All this they did, and dl
for nothing. They thrust bayonets into one another's entralls, they suffered nightmares of terror, disgust
and frantic remorse. They were haunted by bloody and filthy memories, and by prospects of desolation.
Those of them who were parents gave up their sons, those who were women gave up their men, and dl
for nothing; or for a hope that was as impossble, as meaningless, as sdf-contradictory, as a round
square, for the mad hope that war should end war. They believed that from their agony there must spring
anew, fair world. But in fact through their lack of faith in one another the whole future of their species was
overclouded.

Thefifth type that we discovered was actudly opposed to the war. There were many kinds of pacifigts.
A few were those nave beings who, loyd to the Chridian fath both in the spirit and the letter, Smply
accepted the commandment Thou shdt not kill', and thought no further. But the main body of effective
pacifigs, even of those who gave as ther motive religious scruples, were of a very different water. One
and dl, though they knew it not were ruled by that imperious, but dill unformulated impulse which | have
dready noted in the case of Paul, the impulse of loydty to the dawning spirit of man. But snce the red
spring of their conduct Was 4ill so obscure, they had to rationdize it in various manners. Many supposed
themselves to be moved smply by the Chrigtian faith. But indeed in these, so our observers discovered, it
was not Chridianity that had bred pacifiam, but pacifism that had given Chrigtianity a new significance.
Strong in the intuitive loydty to the great adventure of the Terrestriad mind, they interpreted that intuition
asloydlty to the Chrigtian God. They strove, so they said, to love ther felows as Jesus had bidden them,
but aso they strove to love Jesus himsdf even more. And for them Jesus, though they knew it not, was
the divine spirit embodied in thelr groping species.

Others there were, upon whom the basis of the same intuition constructed other rationdizations. Some,
bdieving that they cared only for the happiness of individuas, declared that the misery of war mug far
outweigh dl its good effects. They cared nothing for nationd honour, nothing for treaty obligations to
defend weak peoples, nothing for the propagation of naiond culture. These, they said, were mere
phantoms, for which not one life should be sacrificed. Better for the weak peoples to have ther countries



occupied peacesbly than turned into a baitlefield. Let them be defended not by force but by the pressure
of world-opinion. As for culture, it was worth nothing if it depended on bayonets and guns. Nothing
whatever mattered, so they affirmed, but the happiness of individuds. Yet dl the while these hedonistic
pacifists unwittingly drew the fervour which made them face tribunds, prison, and in some cases afiring
party, not from their libera individudism but from that deep and obscure intuition that the humen race
was no mere swarm of happy-unhappy individuds, but a vesse dill unfilled, an instrument il roughly
fashioned, and some day to be used for cosmica achievement. For this they went to prison, for this they
ressted the taunts of their own herd-consciences. For this they died; and because they fdt it in their
hearts that the Western peoples mugt now at last dare to say, each to the other, 'Rather than make war,
we will let you overrun our lands, sequester our goods, deep with our wives, educate our children to
your way of living. For we are dl equa vessdls of the one spirit, we and you.'

Such was the compogtion of Europe when the war began. There was the greast host of those who
regarded it dmog soldy from the persona point of view; the smaler company of martia romantics; the
conflict-racked enemy-haters and pacifis-baiters, the swarms of unimaginative loya folk, who accepted
the war as the only way to preserve human happiness, but were sordy perplexed by the savaegery that
was expected of them; the minute band of those who intuited that war between modern dvilized men was
utter folly and sacrilege, than which there could be no worse dterndtive.

Of these last the more resolute and the more pugnacious refused absolutely to have any part in the greet
madness, and were therefore persecuted, imprisoned, or even shot. But others, like Paul, less heroic, less
confident of their own opinion, or more sympathetic to the great public agony, could not bring themsdves
to sand aside inactive. They chose therefore to help the wounded, to expose themsdves so far as was
permitted, to accept so far as possible on the one hand the great common agony, and on the other the
private londiness of those who cannot share the deepest passions of their fellows.

To Neptunian observers these perplexed beings were the most Sgnificant matter for study, for in them the
baance between the archaic and the modern was mogt delicate. The conflict which in most had been
vidently solved, in one way or the other, wasin these ever present and insoluble.

iii. EUROPE AT WAR

Viewed from the moon, and with eyes such as yours, your little Great War would have been invishle,
save through a powerful telescope, which would have reveded it as a minute and intermittent smoky stan
on the dmly green surface of Europe. To the Martians, those intdligent clouds who in the fullness of time
were to invade your plangt, it was unnoticesble. With opticad organs much more powerful than any
terrestrid telescope, thelr astronomers were dready observing the Earth as a promised land seen from
Pisgah. But what concerned them was your atmosphere, your plentiful water, your vegetation. They
sometimes wondered whether the many smears and gipples of cloud which kept gppearing and
disappearing in your temperate zones were intdligent organisms like themsdves. But they guessed that it
was not so. They detected normd clouds of vapour, and, much more rarely, clouds of smoke and dust,
which they rigntly believed to be of volcanic origin, The minute traces produced by your war were
assumed to be of the latter type. It did not occur to the Martians that these were atificda smoke-palls,
beneath which the proud denizens of Earth were blundering through a grest, though a fantastic agony.

Even to the average Terredtrid, your little Great War was a minor and a remote disturbance. A few miles
behind the lines one might often find complete rurd peace, marred only by disant muttering. Across the
English Channd men sometimes heard with awe the sound of the guns, but the widespread sense that the
tragedy in France had somehow changed the spirit of peaceful landscapes in Surrey, Cumberland, or the
digant Hebrides, was but a projection of war-haunted minds. The psychologica reverberations of the
war did indeed spread far éfidd. Few comers of Europe escaped such serious influences as the remova



of their young men, the rationing of their food, the over-work of their remaining inhabitants. Throughout
the continent there was a sense, illusory but profound, that war had somehow dtered the very
conditution of the universe; or thet it had laid bare the Sniser depths of existence, which hitherto had
been concedled by the scum, the multi-coloured film, of Nineteenth-century dvilization. But elsawhere,
over whole continents the military operations were known only as a distant marvel, romantic, magicd,
scarcely red. Folk tilled and hunted, copulated and bore children, propitiated the gods of rain and storm,
trapped marauding beasts and sometimes listened increduloudy to travellers tdes of the White Man's
War. In more remote parts of the earth, on the upper reaches of the Amazon, in African jungles, and on
the Thibetan plateau, there were isolated folk who never heard rumour of your war until after it hed
ceased.

But to most Europeans it did indeed seem that when the war began the whole ground-tone of existence
was dtered. For afew months many dung to the conviction that this profound change of key was for the
good, a trangtion from the sordid, though safe, to the heroic, though tortured. The Germans pressed
forward toward Paris, that mythicd dty of delight. The French and the British 'gdlantly contested every
inch, and at lagt ‘miraculoudy’ they held ther own. Stories of heroism and horror percolated through
Europe, dories of the incredible effects of high-explosive shdls, of great buildings collgpsng like
card-houses, of men's bodies blown to pieces or mown down in hundreds by machine-guns. All this was
a firg accepted as quite in order, quite as it should be, in the new bewildering heroic universe that had
come into being. Amiable bank-clerks and shop-keepers began to spend their leisure in learning to be
frightful’ in the sacred cause, learning to give the right sort of lunge with a bayonet, to stick it successtully
into a bely; learning the right twist to release it. Paul in those early days had bought a little red manua of
military training, in which he diligently studied the theory of co-operative daughter. Here at last, he had
told himsdlf, was the grim and heroic redlity, the thing that had adways lan behind this solid-seeming but,
infact, phantasmd ‘divilization'. Y et somehow the little book failed to give him any sense of redity at dl.
It seemed entirdy beside the mark. This killing was after dl a laborious, usdess, imbecile
accomplishment, like learning to play the piano with your toes. Yes, it was a new world that had come
into being, and one took some time to get the fed of it. Many people seemed to Paul to unearth a new
Hf to cope with it, a Smpler, less doubting, more emotiond sdf, a sdf that concealed under righteous
indignation a terrible glee in the breakdown of old taboos. Even while they inveighed againg the enemy's
rumoured brutdity, these beings of the new world seemed to savour it on the mentd paate lingeringly,
lugtfully. They were trapped hopelesdy, these vengeful ones, trapped by the spirit of the archaic anima
from which the true spirit of man could not free itsdf. Taking to such persons, Paul glimpsed images of
the half-born foa, which, through my influence, had so long haunted him.

Gradudly the romantic early phase of your war was succeeded by something very different. It dmost
seemed that man, in origin arboreal and subsequently terrestrial, was to end his career as the greatest and
maogt noxious of burrowing vermin. The armies dug themsdvesin. They constructed immensdy eongated
and complex warrens, and settled down to a subterranean life of tedium punctuated by horrors formerly
unimagined. It became evident to the combatants, and gradudly to the home populations aso, that the
war was not going to be what it ought to have been. It was not a gentlemanly war. It was ruthless in a
way that made the wars of the history books seem temperate. It was a life-and-death struggle in which
rules were an abandoned. And it was mechanized. The spirit of it was indeed a strange blend of the
mechine, with its regularity and large-scale effectiveness, and the brute & bay. It was an dfar of
stop-watches, mathematica caculations, weight and frequency of projectiles, mechanicd transport,
ralway co-ordination; but aso it Was an affar of mud, dust, blood, knives, even teeth. Everything that
happened init had two sdes, a mechanicad and a brutd, at the one end the exquiste designing, making,
emplacing and Sghting of the great gun, at the other, the shattering of human bodies, the agony of humen
minds At one end the hum of munition factories, at the other the corpse-laden mud of No-man's-land,
and the scream of tortured men out on the wire, imploring, inaccessble. Machinery, tha creature of



humen imagination, had seemingly turned upon its creator, and was not only tearing up his body, but
reducing his mind to the brute leved from which it had emerged. For strange and disturbing things were
now happening in avilized Europe. There were Hill of course, plentiful stories of heroism; human nature
was said to be showing itsdf capable of unexpected devotion and fortitude. But aso there were whispers
of something less reputable. The bravest and mog it seemed, might be suddenly converted into
panic-stricken cattle, trampling one another under foot. The most level-headed might suddenly run mad.
The most generous might suddenly indulge in brutdity or meanness. There were stories dso of tragic
muddle and betrayd of duty, stories of British shdlsfdling in British trenches, of troops sent up to certain
destruction through a staff-officer's blunder, of supplies misdirected, of whole forlorn offensves launched
for no reason but to stidfy the pride of some generd or palitician.

There is no need for me to enlarge upon these matters. They have been wdl enough recorded by your
own scribes, and are, on the other hand, of little interest to the Neptunian observers of your great folly.
Though more than ordinarily disastrous, they were but typica of the blend of organization and chaos,
which is the outdtanding character of your whole world-order. The Neptunian, sudying that order, is
inevitably reminded of the fortuitous, unplanned organization, and the blindly apt, but precarious
behaviour of an ant colony. But though your massed stupidity afforded us little interest, we found in the
lives of individud soldiers, and in ther diverse adjustments to the war, much to arrest our attention.

For the mgority, adjusiment consisted in acquiring the technique of a new life, in learning to make good
use of cover, to contrive some dight anima comfort for onesdf even in the trenches, to make the best of
minute pleasures, savouring them, drop by drop, to live upon the hope of strawberry jam, or a parce
from home, or aletter in a well-known hand, or a vigt to some woman behind the lines; or, falling these
ecstasies, to make the best of plum jam, of a rum-ration, or of sex without woman; to ‘wangl€ smdl
privileges out of the great military machine, to be expert in 'systeme D'; and &t the same time to take deep
into one's heart the soldier's mordity of fathful obedience to superiors, fathful loydty to comrades, and
complete irrespongbility in respect of dl things further afidd; to live within the moment and within the
visble horizon; to shut the eyes of the spirit againgt disgust, and stop the ears of the spirit againg horror,
agang sdf-pity, agang doubt.

It is true that to many spiritudly undeveloped beings the war-life was a tonic. Many of those who had
been nurtured in prosperity, or at least in ease, who had never faced distress, and never been tortured by
compassion, were now roughly awakened. Generoudy they gave themsdlves, and in the giving they found
themsdves. But others of their kind were broken by the orded. The awakening came too late, or to
natures incapable of generosty.

But it was not in these, dther the made or the marred, that our observers were interested. We were
concerned rather to watch the adjusments of those in whom there was a work a force dien to the
ample soldier ided. Many such have | mysdf inhabited. At the outset they have gone forth with a sense
that the heavens gpplaud them, that there was a God whom they were sarving, and who would
recompense them for ther huge sacrifice with the inesimable prize of his approva. But, Soon or late,
their faith has been destroyed by the ugly facts of war.

Let me tdl of one case, unique, yet typica of thousands on both sdes of the line. From the Terredtrid
point of view, the events which | am about to relate were contemporary with the story of Paul, dready
Partidly recounted; and they culminated in 1917, when the war was far advanced, and Paul had dready
been more than two years in France. But from the Neptunian point of view my exploration of these
events took place sometime before | had made the acquaintance of Paul. The specimen case that | shdl
now report is one of my mogt interesting treasures. Also, it nearly cost memy life.

He was a young German, a ndive of Neustadt in the Black Forest, and he had been trained for the care



of trees. His hands were skilled in tending the baby pinesin ther crowded nurseries, and in planting them
out in the greater world of the forest. When he wielded the axe or the saw, the deed was done with
precision, and aso with a deep sense of fate. The resinous odour of the forest and of fresh-cut wood, the
ever-present vison of towering shafts and swaying branches, the occasonad glimpse of a deer,--these
things he vaued lightly while he was yet with them; but when he was removed from them he longed for
them.

Now thisyoung man, whom | will cal Hans, had been selected for sudy because, though he became a
good soldier, he was more than a good soldier. During his career as a forester | had found in him a very
unusud feding for individud trees, and for the massed ranks of the forest. He could not help regarding
them as each one a unigue Spirit, living according to the laws of its own being, and driving toward
perfection of life. In his capacity of woodman, tender in nurturing, relentless in the find execution, he
persuaded himsdf that, though to the trees themsdlves the god seemed to be merdy endless enlargement
ingirth and Stature, he, in his lethd minigration, afforded them in spite of themsealves a nobler detiny, a
fuler achievement. Sometimes when he regarded a score or so of the great fdled trunks, lad flank to
flank, with the resin dill cozing from their clean-sawn wounds, he would say to the standing forest, ‘Do
not pity them, for they have glorioudy attained their detiny." Then with reverence, dmogt it seemed with
envy of this bestitude, he would lay his hand on the rough and tawny skin of some prone giart, in a last
sdute. For the great commund being of the forest, redlining so grandly on its many hills he had a feding
compounded of benevolence and awe. It was for m a spirit, one of God's nobler creatures. When it
began to be depleted for the war he was distressed. But even the forest, he admitted, must be sacrificed
for thet even nobler forest, the Fatherland.

He was a good son of the Fatherland, and dso a good Catholic. They told him that the English and the
French were sarvants of Satan, who wanted to harm the Fatherland. He went to the war filled with a
sense of glorious adventure in a great cause. He was very proud of his new life He cared for hisrifle as
he cared for his axe, and became as deadly a shot as he was precise a sawyer. When he killed his firg
man, with a bullet through the forehead, he had that sense of fate, and of cddlm amogt loving execution,
which he had known in fdling the beloved trees in their ripeness. His next man he overcame in savage
hand-to-hand gruggle in the dark. For the Fatherland and in defence of his own life he did it; but there
was no joy init. Little by little he earned a reputation for coolness and resolution. He volunteered for a
number of dangerous tasks and carried them out with didinction. When sted hdmets were issued, he
was proud to wear one. Its noble curves suggested the mythica heroes of his race. Its weight on his head
crowned him.

At firg Hans thought of the war in terms of his forest-born philosophy. He and his comrades were trees,
who sought one destiny but were to find another, less eassful but more fufilling to the spirit. But little by
little it began to appear to him that this war, nay this world, was no well-tended forest but a terrible
primeva jungle in which everything was crippled by everything dse, and dl things were usdess. He
drove to put a way this thought by drugging himsdf with war propaganda, or with duties, or with
pleasures. But it would not leave him. So greetly did it disturb him that everything began to seem changed
and gniger to him. Common objects looked a him meaningfully, tauntingly. Empty tins and trampled
cigarette-ends would leer at him like little devils, deriding him for being trapped. His own hands in ther
ordinary actions seemed somehow to reproach him for putting them to serve the Devil. He had an
overwhdming sense of betrayd. But whether it was that he himsdf was betrayed, or that he had betrayed
omething else, was never quite clear. Emblems of his reigion, encountered in shattered churches or
dhrines, sometimes reproached him with his irrevocable treason; sometimes on the other hand they
confessed themselves mere jests perpetrated by the universal diabolic power which had masgqueraded as
the God of Love. He began to think about the men he had killed, and to see them again, especidly at
night, especidly a French corpora whose face he had smashed with a hand grenade. His rifle now took
on a snake-like coldness in his hands, so that he shuddered. His hdmet pressed on his forehead



vindictively. Over dl things there was a kind of darkness, which was the worse because he knew it was
not 'real’. In his ears there began to be a digant wailing as of wind, which when the great guns roared and
crashed, was yet heard screaming above them.

In fact, Hans was on the way to breakdown. Now Neptunian observers found amongst you two kinds of
breakdown, very different in origin. Both types are of great interest to us, because the more effectivey
integrated minds of our own species afford the psychologist no such opportunity of study, even under the
mos severe drain. One type of Terredtrid disorder, the commoner, was due to the conflict between
primitive biologica impulses of sdf-preservation and the behaviour imposed by military obligation. The
other, which was more interesting to us, orang from the conflict between military obligation and the sill
unrecognized impulse of loydty to the Sriving Terrestrid spirit. This was the conflict which was most
serioudy undermining Hans, though the other dso was of course adding to his distress. He himsdf lacked
the sddfknowledge to understand his trouble. He thought it was Smply a trouble of the more primitive
kind, and was bitterly ashamed. He determined not to give way, but to pull himsdf together. Both loyaty
and sdf-pride demanded it.

In the case of Hans and a smdl minority of his fellow-men this ruinous menta conflict was complicated by
another and even less understood divison of the mind, namdy by the fundamentad and insoluble problem
of your species, the discord between loydty to the adventuring spirit of Man and on the other hand the
ecdatic admiration of fate even when tragic. Although deep in his heart Hans was coming to redize that
to fight for the Fatherland or any nation was treason to Man, and that this war was diabolic, he had dso a
vivid though unintdligible apprehension of the whole great hideous tumult as somehow an expression of
super-human, inhumean, beauty. His mind was therefore tom by a three-cornered conflict, between old
tribd loydty, the new loydty to Man, and the zest of tragic existence.

It was with dreadful satisfaction that Hans found himsdf involved once more in the centre of a greet
offengve. I, hisindwdling companion, knew that within the next few days he would meet his death; but |
did not know precisgly when it would occur. | had therefore to prepare mysdf to leave him by patidly
reverting my attention to my own world. But a the same time it was necessary to observe him closdly, for
the moments of hislife which would be of supreme interest to me were now at hand. | had dso to keep a
wary eye upon his circumgtances, lest | should be entangled with himin his death.

All this happened at atime when | had been rather too constantly engaged on work in your world, and
was s0 soaked in your mentdlity that | could not at dl eesly disengage mysdf from it. Moreover | found
mysdf extremdy reluctant to do so. Not only was | desirous to follow Hans through to his last moment,
and if possible to afford his tortured spirit something of the Neptunian serenity, but dso | was by now
trapped by an overwheming affection for your tragic world. It was therefore both with difficulty and with
agrangely violent regret that | set mysdf to recapture inimagination the wider horizons and the crygdline
titanic edifices of Neptune, the greet limbs and doquent features of my own race. My regret darmed me;
for it was asure Sgn that | had stayed in your world much longer than was wholesome. Like one logt in
the snow, who has an overwhedming desire to lie down and deep, but knows that if he does he will never
rise agan, and never complete his work, so | now redized that a greet effort was necessary. | began to
goad mysdf by thinking of dl the precious fruits of my exploration, which, if | were to succumb, would
never be ddivered to my own world.

Meanwhile the hour of the offendve was approaching. From the fdt tone of Hans's body, it was evident
that he was going sick; but he would not admit it to himsdf. He developed a distressng calic and
diarrhoea, but he dung to his post. He was saized dso by a strong premonition of death, an infection
from my own awareness that this was indeed his lagt battle. While he and his comrades were awaiting the
order to attack. Hans experienced a sudden increase of mentd lucidity. In desperate haste he reviewed
hiswhole life, his whole experience of existence. He was terrified a the contrast, not the physica but the



spiritud contrast, between his forest years and the present. Then, there was a bland rightness about
evaything. Now, everything, even generous and gdlant action, was somehow evil, tainted by an
al-pervading shame. He said to himsdlf. "We have smply walked dl together into Hell.'

It was dmogt the moment of attack. | knew that he would survive the sorming of the enemy firg-line
trench; for | had previoudy learned from a Neptunian colleague, who had dready observed this action
through the eyes of another individud, that Hans was to be seen divein the trench. Therefore | fdt secure
enough to watch my man minutdy for awhile, and to prepare hismind to meet death with peace, instead
of the rage and despair that had hitherto possessed him. While he was dill waiting inactive, Hans was
very near to breaking-point. It seemed possible that he would not obey the order to advance. But when
the word came, he clambered up with the rest; and as he pounded across the tract of shdll-torn earth and
tangled wire, he suddenly blazed up with maniac hae of the universe and dl its denizens. In those
moments it mattered not at dl to him whether his bayonet should pierce ablue or agrey uniform. Nothing
mattered, but that he should void the hate that was in him. | fet a bullet tear one of his ears. He did not
notice it. A near shel killed the man on hisright, and haf-buried Hans himsdf. He picked himsdf up and
sumbled on.

It now became clear that | was far more dangeroudy entangled in your world than | had thought; for at
this moment, as | watched the desperate plight of this blind haf-human spirit, | found mysdf suddenly
undermined by doubt of my own Neptunian vison. Here was a mind blessed neither with the insenstivity
of the beast nor with the al-redeeming vison of my own species, a mind deranged by the horror and quilt
of three years of war, and now ovewhdmingly nauseated by its own being and by the satanic universe
which had spawned it only to devour it, a mind which looked forward to nothing but horror and
annihilation for itsdf, and futility for its world. It suddenly appeared to me that a universe in which such
torture could occur mugt be utterly vile, and that the Neptunian complacency was heartless. This
gpostasy | noted with dismay; but by now | was in no mood to withdraw mysdf into spiritud safety.
More important it seemed to stay with Hans, and afford him at dl costs at least an illusory consolation.

While he was covering the last few paces to the enemy trench, | was somewhat anxioudy engaged in two
vary different undertakings. The firg was to thrust upon the mind of Hans an imege of the forest, which
might serve as the garting-point for a spiritud change. The second, which | undertook at first with
reluctance, was to prepare mysdf for a sudden exit from your world. | successfully established in him the
vison of lofty trunks and sombre foliage. As he plunged into the trench with his bayonet in the neck of an
enamy, this imege took possession of the deeper region of his mind. | then began to think more
conscientioudy of my own safety, and to steady mysdf in earnest for the legp to Neptune. | pictured my
own far future body, lying adeep in my subterranean garden. | dwelt upon the tranducent feetures of the
womean caled Panther. | reminded mysdf of the Mad Star and of the supreme disaster which we, the
Last Men, awat undismayed. Contemplating this the last scene of the tragedy of Man, | began once
more to see your little war in its true proportions. Presently the cramped and unwholesome fed of the
young German's body began to fade from me. The racket of battle, the tumbled and bleeding humaen
forms, began to seem as a dream when one is dl but wakened, a dream of being entangled in the
ingensate feuds of wild animals.

But now something happened which recdled my atention whally to your sphere. A savage tusde was
teking place in the trench, and the invaders were becoming magters of the Stuation. Hans, however, was
playing no part in the fight. He was standing aside watching it, as though it were a dog-fight. In his mind
was a vast confusion, caused by a sudden enlightenment. Not only had the forest-image started a change
in him, but dso he had been infected by my own reversion to the Neptunian mentdity, so that in those
moments he too experienced a kind of awakening. Suddenly he flung away his rifle and rushed with a
huge laugh into the melee. Sazing one of his countrymen by the collar and the seat of the trousers, he
tugged him away, crying, 'No more brawling." An officer, seeing that Hans was out of his mind and



causng trouble, shot him through the head.

Fortunately | had caught sght of the muzze of the weapon out of the comer of Hanss eye. Desperately,
with awild legp of the mind, | disengaged mysdf from your world.

| awoke to find mysdf in bed in my garden. | could not remember what had happened, but | had a
vident pain in my head, and severa of my colleegues were ganding round me. They had heard me
scream, they said, and had come running to my assstance. A few minutes later, apparently, | logt
consciousness again and fel into convulsons. | remember nothing further tin 9x weeks later, when |
awoke to find mysdf in the tree-girt hospita where shattered explorers are nursed back to hedth.

iv. PAUL IN THE WAR

While | was sudying Hans, | was of course dso, in the very same span of Terrestria duration, resdent in
Paul. Y et from the Neptunian point of view, let me repeat, my operations upon Hans took place before |
had even discovered Paul. Consequently while | was in Hans | knew nothing about Paul and my work
upon him, but while | was in Paul | remembered my experiences in Hans. This fact, as | shdl tdl in due
season, had in one respect a curious effect on Paul.

Meanwhile | mugt revert to Paul's career at the point where . firg introduced him into this survey. It will
be remembered that he was suffering an agony of indecison about the war, that he hurried to a recruiting
office, and then fled away from it. We left him dinking through the streets of London.

During the next few days Paul was frequently troubled by his waking nightmare, the mare that was dead,
with her strangled fod. Sometimes it seemed to him that he himsdf was the fod, ungble to free himsdf
from the redtriction of an outgrown mentaity. Sometimes the whole humean race was the fod. Sometimes
on the other hand, the fod was just his unborn martid sdif, throttled by his most unmartid past.

A few days later Paul heard of a curious semi-religious ambulance organization, which, while professing
pecifiam, undertook voluntary succour of the wounded at the front. It was controlled and largely manned
by a cetan old-established and much-respected rdigious sect which adhered drictly to the
commandment Thou shdt not kill', and to its own unique tradition of good works and quigtism. Some
members of this sect preached a rigorous pacifism which very soon brought them into conflict with
authority; but others, who tempered pacifiam with a craving to take some part in the great public orded,
created this anomaous organization, whose pirit was an amazing blend of the rdigious, the military, the
pecific, the purdy adventurous, and the cynicd. This 'Ambulance Unit' lasted throughout the war. It was
formed in the fird ingance as an outlet for the adventurousness of the younger sectarians, who very
naurdly chafed at ther exduson from the tremendous adventure and agony of their contemporaries.
Throughout its career it contained many such, norma young men eager for ardours and endeavours, who,
though they had no very serious pacifist convictions, remained loya to the tradition of their fathers, and
refusad to bear aams. Others there were, both within and without the sectarian fold, who, though they
profoundly fdt that to make war in modern Europe under any circumstances whatever was treason
agang something more sacred than nationdism, had yet not the heart to wash their hands of the world's
distresses.

Such were the pioneers of this strange organization; but as time passed it gathered to itsdf a very diverse
svarm of persons who were driven from their avil occupations ether by public opinion or ther own
consciences, or findly by legd compulson. A few, very few, were narrow-hearted beings whose chief
motive was smply to avoid what they regarded as the Soiritud defilement of a soldier's work. There was
aso agrinkling of artists and intdlectuas whose man concern was neither rdigion nor pacifism, but the
adventures of the mind in nove circumstances. Among those who were admitted into the Unit after
conscription had been introduced into England, some were serious pecifists who had been loyd to thar



avilian duties as long as possible; and a few, whose pacifism was only skin deep, chose the Unit as the
line of least resistance, smply because they had no somach either for the trenches or for prison.

To the military authorities this fantagtic organization was a minute and negligible excrescence on the
military machine. The dignitaries of the armies, if ever they came across it & dl, regarded it at fird as
something to be kept at arm's length until it had been brought under proper military control. It was a
God-sent butt for ridicule. On the other hand it proved to have its uses, and often it earned a kind of
incredulous respect, even affection.

To Neptunian observers this uncomfortable medley of cranks and commonplace individuds appeared,
urprisng as it may seem, as one of the mogt interesting phenomena of your whole war. It was not the
mere pacifiam of these beings that concerned us, for a home and later in the prisons there were pacifists
more logicd and more heroic. What interested us was the heart-searching bewilderment of minds which
could not find harmony ether with the great mass of their warring fellows or with the more rdentless
pecifigs. We are interested too in the reactions which these undassfied beings aroused in any ordinary
persons who happened to come across them. For they were neither fish, flesh, fowl, nor good red
herring. They daimed to be pacifists, but obvioudy they were 'hdping to win the war' by rdeasng others
for more arduous military duties. Surely, then, they were ather fools or shirkers. Surdy, sad the
martid-minded, they ought dl to be in the trenches, or put in prison, or, better Hill, shot. But others, the
mgority, gave them a contemptuous toleration.

To Paul it seemed that by joining this body he would be both taking part in the war and regisering his
protest againg it. In fact, as he ruefully admitted, he would both have his cake and et it. But what else
could he do? He was convinced at lagt that some mysterious thing indde him would adways prevent him
from enliding. But if he could not fight, neither must he shirk. That he was moved at dl by the will to
avoid the extremity of danger and agony he did not admit; for he pictured himsdf as a stretcher-bearer
rescuing the wounded under fire, or as a motor-ambulance driver trundiing his car where the fight was
hottest. So little did he yet know of 'modern’ warfare.

Paul joined the Unit. With surprise and with shame-faced ddight, he learned that he mugt dress as a
British officer, though with certain diginguishing Sgns. On hisleft aam he must wear a red-cross brassard,
stamped with akind of postage mark. His hat dso bore a red cross on a huge white square. Neptunian
observers have been much indebted to this uniform. Nothing could have better symbolized the mentd
discord of Paul and his like. Nothing could have been more nicdy caculated to intensfy that discord.
One sde of Paul dung to the delusion that Since he was to be dressed as an officer he mugt be after dl, in
Soirit, a member of that gdlant fraternity. The other sde of him recognized that this could not be. He
became in fact an object of ridicule, sometimes of indignant scorn. Wherever he went, he fdt people
wondering what on earth he was, and how he dared to caricature his betters. Pacifists, on the other hand,
rased their eyebrows a his militay colouring. One day while he was 4ill painfully conscious of his
uniform, he met Katherine in the street. Her husband was dready in the trenches. She gazed at Paul for a
moment in amazement, suppressed a amile, was gmitten by Paul's distress, and became blunderingly
tactful.

In France Paul was less conscious of his uniform. There were others of his kind, and anyhow no one
seemed to mind. Moreover he had work to do. Having had some dight acquaintance with a
motor-bicycle, he was et to help in the repair of broken-down cars at the headquarters of the Unit. A
few weeks later he became an orderly on a motor ambulance. He made innumerable journeys between
the advanced gtations and the hospitds, working entirdy for the French army. For the firg time he dedlt
with the wounded, with Sitting-cases mostly chearful at their release, and stretcher-cases in dl phases of
distress and weskness. Paul was a fird deeply disturbed by compasson for these much-bandaged
blue-clad figures, many of whom moaned and lamented a every jerk of the car. He was d<o hitterly



ashamed before them, because he was whole and full of life Yet there was another part of him which
reacted in a less orthodox manner, and one which Paul himsdf at fird regarded as disreputable, even
Satanic. It was dmogt like the glee of the scientist waiching a successful experiment, or of the artist
apprehending some high, intricate, inevitable form. Paul tried hard not to fed in this way, or not to know
that he fdt so. But he could not hdp it; and he was abashed at his own brutdity. It was | who caused this
fedingin him, 1, working upon his own rudimentary impulses. He need not have been ashamed.

In these days the main concern of Paul’s life, apart from the overwheming wounded themselves, was to
et to the end of each journey without a mishap, and to escape night work. There was adso an increasing
sense that, after dl, this was not good enough, not the sort of thing he wanted for his conscience' sake.
Occasondly he saw a shdl burgt in the sand-dunes, or knock off the corner of a house. But as for
sretcher-bearing in the front ling, there was not to be anything of the sort. None of the armies were going
to let irrepongble volunteers do work which demanded gtrict military discipline. One day, however, a
gay young member of the party was killed by a shdll. Paul found himsdf torn between regret for the dead
boy and Hfish satisfaction that, after dl, this work was not entirely sheltered.

The weeks and months passed, weeks made up of sultry day-driving and pitch-black night-driving, of
blood-stained blankets, packs, overcoats, of occasond darms, of letters written and received, of bathes
inthe sea, not far from the sted entanglements which crossed the beach at the end of the line. Then there
were talks, taks with those who shared the dilemma of Paul himsdf, and talks with the utterly different
beings who accepted the war with a shrug; laborious, joking conversations with innumerable poilus, and
dill more laborious samutty jests, sometimes with Algerians and Moroccans.

Some months after the beginning of hiswar career, Paul, who had learnt to drive, was put in charge of a
motor ambulance on a new convoy, which was to go far avay south to a part of the line beyond the
British front. His companions, some forty in dl, condtituted a far sample of the Unit. There were sons of
rich and rdigious manufacturers, and there were very samdl traders. There were printer's apprentices,
socid workers, mechanics, students, clerks, teachers, shop assdants, atists. There were devout
sectarians, less devout sectarians, and those who in revulson from piety were a pains to shock the
devout with cynidsm and ribadry. There were cardess young Irishmen seeking adventure without
'military discipline. There were kindly and earnest products of sectarian schools, and others who had
emerged from the same schools with a no less earnest, no less kindly, frivality. There were grizzled men
who secretly cared nothing for pacifism, but sought the quickest way of seeing the spectacle of war. Here
| may mention, too, the colourless but useful creature whom | have chosen as my mouthpiece for
communicating with you. He has served me wdl in the past for the recounting of events in which he
played no part; but now that it is necessary to dwel for a moment on microscopic occurrences of which
he himsdf was a witness, | find him less managegble. It is not dways possble to prevent him from
dwdling unduly on the inggnificant hardships and dangers in which he participated. Such were the
companions of Paul, the unique being whom | had so carefully prepared for this experience.

With a sense that a last the test was coming, the Convoy lumbered south. It left behind it dl traces of the
British Army, which it so envied, respected, and obscurely feared. Presently it found itsdf established in a
town beside an old royd hunting forest. And there for months it stayed, finding much hard work, but
none of the ardours which it sought. In time even the work decreased, to a steady routine. In the earliest
and more disorderly phase of the war the pioneers of this'’Ambulance Unit' had found ample opportunity
to show that pacifian was not incompetible with courage and endurance; and even now, other Convoys
of the Unit, it was said, were being of red use, and suffering real danger and hardship. But this Convoy, it
seemed, was fated to idleness. There grew up a generd restlessness, a tendency to quarrel over nothing,
adispogtion to wak violently dong the geometricdly ruled ‘adlées of that prim forest. Paul conceived a
sentimental passion for the forest. He withdrew as far as possible from his companions, and tried to think
of himsdf as some kind of a fawvn trapped into a human way of life He found a deep satisfaction in



degping on a stretcher under the stars and branches. | contrived that the forest should increasingly take
possession of him, for | wished to perform a minor experiment on him. Recongtructing in my own mind
the persondity of Hans, who was at this time sniping Frenchmen further down the line, | brought Paul
aso under the young forester's influence. Paul began to fed toward this neat French forest dmost as
Hans toward his grander German one. He spent dl his spare time in it, laying bare his soirit, so he
thought, to the presence of the trees. He began to write verses again, in his own groping technique. Here
isone of them.

TI MBER

Stroke of the Axe! The trunk shivers and gapes.
Stroke on stroke! The chips fly.

" Ch year upon year upon year | grew.

since | woke in the seed.'

Stroke of the axe!

Raw, wounded wood, and the heart laid bare.
'"Ch sun, and wind, and rain!

Ch leafing, and the fall of |eaves!

Ch flower, love, and love's fruit!'

Fierce bite of the axe!

St aggering, crying tinber.

Down!

The twigs and the little branches are shattered
on the ground.

The woodman st ands.

neasuri ng.

After some months of futility, the Convoy became so restless that its leaders persuaded the amy
authorities to giveit a change. Henceforth it was to be attached permanently to one of the divisons of the
French army. Once more the dark-green vehicles, plastered with red and white emblems of mercy,
lumbered through France in search of a dreaded and a longed-for god. The Convoy joined its Divison in
'Lousy Champagnée, whose barren hills were now snowclad. This was during the Great Cold. The bread
crydadlized, the ration wine froze. The radiators of the cars, bailing at the top, froze at the bottom. At
night Paul, shivering in his deeping-bag under a pile of blankets in his canvas-sded car, thought of the
trenches and was abashed.

The weeks rolled by. In quiet times Paul and his friends played rugger with the Divison, or walked over
the down-like hills which were dready beginning to stipple themsdves with flowers. It grew warm, hot.
They bathed in the stream, their white bodies rgoicing in freedom from giff military clothes. On one of
these occasions Paul, dozing naked in the sun before his dip, dreamed about my seaside holiday with the
womean, Panther. This dream had an interesting effect on him. He woke with a sense of the shadowy
unredity of dl Terredtrid events beyond the immediate reach of his senses; but the bright meadow, the
willow-shaded stream, the ddicious diveness of his own sun-kindled body, had gained from his dream a
more intense redity, an added spiritud Sgnificance. He thought of Katherine, whose breasts at least he
hed known. His flesh dtirred. In sudden exasperation at his own futility and the world's perversity, he
dived.

Sometimes the young Englishmen went into the little town behind the lines to take wine or coffee,
omeettes or gauffres; or to talk to the daughter of the patron. By the cynics it was mdicioudy suggested
that this grey-eyed Athene had relaions other than conventiond with certain members of the Convoy.
But to the devout this horror was incredible. Paul at least confessed to himsdf that he would have gladly
lain with her, for he was hungry for woman, and she found her way into his dreams. But, however she
treated others, to Paul she remaned sweetly unapproachable. His falure with her intendfied his
discontent with the whole life of the Convoy. He wanted to prove himsdf a man, to have a share in the



world's burden, even if the world was a fool to bear it. To the Neptunian it was very interesing to
observe in the Convoy this growing obsession with the need to vindicate pacifiam by physicd courage. At
this time some who had hot blood and little care for pacifism went home to join the fighting forces. Others
went home not to enlig but to go to prison for their pacifism, New hands came from headquarters to
replenish the Convoy. Now that conscription was in force there was no lack of personnel.

Paul himsdf, whenever he went home on leave, had thoughts of joining the army. But he knew that these
thoughts sprang only from hislondlinessin aland intent on war, not from conviction of duty. On leave he
was aways cowed. He fdt himsdf an outcast. He fdt the women flaunting their soldiers at him. And the
soldiers, though they let im done, put him to shame. People a home judged him according to therr own
natures, as an impossible idedig, a fool, or a common shirker. All arguments closed with the same
formula, 'But we mugt fight, to keep the Germans out." When Paul dared to say 'Would it redly matter so
very much if they came? he was silenced by stories of atrocities which in his heart he could not believe.

Once when he was on leave he met the Archangd, who was now an amy chaplain, and had been
wounded. They dined together a a ralway restaurant among officers and women. Paul, homeward
bound, was shabby. Histunic had a torn pocket, mended dumsly by his own hands. Those hands, which
he had scrubbed till they seemed unusudly clean, now turned out after dl to be ingrained with engine ail;
and his nalls were ragged. He fdt as though, for his ungentiemanly conduct in refusng to fight, he had
been degraded from his own socid class. This sense of loss of caste was intendfied by the fact that he
was wearing a closed collar; for snce conscription had come in, the Unit had been made to give up the
secretly cherished open collar of the officer's tunic. The Archangd was friendly, sympathetic even. Yet in
hisvery sympathy, so & least it seemed to Paul, condemnation was implied. Over coffee Paul suddenly
asked, not without malice, 'What would Jesus have done? While the priest was looking at the tablecloth
for an answer, Paul, to his own horror, said in a clear loud voice, 'Jesus would have shot the politicians
and the war lords and started a European revolution.” There was a silence in the restaurant. The pained
Archangd murmured, 'Strange tak from a pacifid, isnt it? Then at last quite suddenly Paul's pacifiam
defined itsdf in hismind, assumed a precise and limiting outline. To the Archange he said, not too loud,
but with conviction, "To fight for one's nation againgt other nations in a world insane with nationdism, isan
offence againg the soirit, like fighting for a rdigious sect in a world insane with sectarianiam. But to fight
for revolution and a new world-order might become necessary.' Paul was surprised a himsdf for making
this statement. How it would grieve his pacifig friendd Was it true, he wondered. One conviction at least
became clear in his mind. Whatever was needed to bring about a right world-order was itsdf right. But
netiond wars could never do this, and were utterly wrong. Perhaps the only thing that could bring about a
right world-order was not violence but a very great change in the hearts of ordinary people. But could
that change ever occur? Somehow, it mus.

Such were the thoughts that occupied Paul during the pause that followed the Archangd's protest.

It was dways with mingled despair and relief that Paul went back from leave. On leave he was haunted
by the fod-image. When he was in the war area he fdt there was some life in the creature yet; it was
druggling though doomed. But a home it seemed aready dead, mere horsemest, never to be the friend
of Man.

Life on the familiar sector was in the main too humdrum to be very repugnant. Sometimes for a day or
two there would be activity. The roads would be serioudy shelled, and the loaded cars would have to run
the gauntlet. It was unpleasant, even nerve-racking, but it was soon over. And dways one knew that this
was but child's play, not the red thing. During one of these minor disturbances, while Paul was returning
to the front with an empty car, and shells were dropping close around him, he saw a figure lying a the
road-side, its head badly smashed. Obvioudy the man was dead, so Paul drove on. But the next car
stopped to pick him up, and he was il dive. For months Paul was haunted by that incident, going over



it again and agan in an agony of shame. It became to him the nadir of his exisence. It increased his
ludicrous obsession over physica courage.

The Divison liked its 'Section Sanitaire Anglaise. It had come to regard these strayed English no longer
with suspicion, but with affection tempered by incredulity. It excused their pacifiam as one might excuse a
Mohammedan for not egting pork. No doubt in both cases there was some equdly remote and fantastic
higorica explanaion. To Frenchmen it was apparently inconcaivable that anyone should take pacifian
srioudy unless it happened to be an dement of his rdigious orthodoxy. For Frenchmen themselves, so
the Convoy had long ago discovered, the only serious rdigion was France, the only orthodoxy
uncompromising loydty to France. If anyone suggested that some policy beneficid to France might not
be acceptable to other peoples, these amiable, lucid, but strangely unimaginaive Latin children would no
doubt charmingly express regret, but would also point out that if the policy was necessary for France,
they must support it. The extermination of wild animas by the march of avilization is to be regretted, but
no sane man would suggest that dvilization should be restricted in order to save them. As to pacifiam,
anyhow, it was no more practicable in Europe than in the jungle. Thus talked the consderate and very
gdlant officers of the Divison, so respect-worthy in sky-blue and gold. Thus talked the amiable poilus, so
devoted to their digtant families and the land they should be tilling. And, indeed, dl that the troops said
about padifism was true. They and ther like made it impossible. Once more, the fod.

One Frenchman indeed did show some understanding of these English cranks. He was one of the two
priests attached to the Divison. His colleague, a red-bearded lover of wine, wore military uniform, and
was a hearty friend of the troops;, but M. I'Abbé himsdf wore his black cassock, tramped the whole
sector with his finger in a little volume of St. Thomas, and was revered. He would talk long with the
English over medls in dug-outs, for he was interested in their sect and their ideas. Of ther pecifism he
would repest, 'Ah, mes chers messeurs, S tout le monde pouvait sentir comme vous!' One day he was
caught by a shell, which broke his leg. Members of the Convoy visted him in hospitd, where his clean
body was making a quick recovery. Then, through some muddle over a change of daff, he was
neglected, and died. In the commemorative address given by his colleague, the abbot's death was lad to
the account of the God-hating enemy. To Paul it seemed to be due to more complex causes.

In mogt Frenchmen's eyes the pacifiam of these English merdy gave an added and farcicd piquancy to a
body that had dready earned respect for its efficiency. For these pacifists were extremely Conscientious
intheir work, as is indeed to be expected where consciences suffer from chronic irritation. The Divison
dso admired, and politdy ridiculed, the extravagant cleanliness of the Convoy. In quiet times the
paintwork of its cars was deek with paraffin. Lamps, fittings, even crank-cases were kept bright with
meta polish. Some of the members grumbled, but dl acquiesced. Thus did the Convoy pay tribute to the
great British Army, which in spite of antimilitarism it so fathfully admired.

Cleanliness did not interfere with efficency. What the Convoy undertook to do, it invarigbly did. On the
other hand, from the Divison's point of view, the conscientiousness of these English sometimes went too
far, as when they flaly refused to transport rifles and anmunition to the front in their red-cross cars. The
Generd was indignant, and threatened to get rid of this pack of lundtics. But an atis member of the
Convoy was at that time painting his portrait, so the matter was dropped.

By now this little speck of Englishmen in an ocean of Latins had acquired a strong group-spirit. Though
interndly it was generdly at loggerheads with itsdlf, dl its jarring dements were in accord in maintaining
the prestige of the Convoy. H anyone indulged in some minor lapse, public opinion was emphaticaly
agang him. On the other hand, if the officers of the Convoy sought to introduce customs which to the
rank and file seemed unnecessary or obnoxious, the cry of ‘militarism’ was raised; and the long-suffering
officers, though they had behind them the whole power of the British and French armies, patiently argued
the matter out with the rebels. Punishment was unknown in the Convoy.



Thislittle group of two score persons was ever in a Sate of internd drain, ether between the officers and
the rest, or between, one digue and another. Thus the earnestly devout would outrage the earnestly
frivolous by organizing religious mestings. The frivolous would conscientioudy get mildy drunk on ration
wine. The earnestly philistine talked sex and sport, motors and war, to mantain their integrity againg the
earnedtly intdlectud, who taked art, politics, pacifism, and what they thought was philosophy. Yet dl
dike, or nearly dl, received something from the strange corporate being of the Convoy. All were
intensdy conscious of ther nationdity, and of the need to impress these foreigners with British excellence.
Y et dl were outcasts from their nation, and deeply ashamed; even though dso they conscioudy despised
nationadism, and vehemently prophesied cosmopoalitanism.

At ladt the test came. The Divison moved to a part of the line beside the Montagne de Rheims. On the
way the Convoy was caught up in a continuous stream of traffic meking for the front, a sream of troops,
guns limbers troops, motor-lorries, tanks, troops, ambulance sections. There was indescribable
congestion, long waits, snall progress. Ahead a ceasaless roar of guns. On this journey | found in Paul a
ludicrous blend of thankfulness and fright. His body was continuoudy in a state of suppressed tremor.
Now and then he fetched a huge Sgh, which he carefully turned into a yawn, lest his companion should
guess that he was not looking forward to this offensve with the enthusasm affected by dl true members
of the Convoy. Paul kept saying to himsdf, This is the red thing, thisis redlity.’ But sometimes what he
sad was, 'Redity? It's just a bloody farce!

The Convoy reached its dedtination and took over its duties. For a few days there was normd work,
save that the roads were farly seedily shdlled. One shel Paul had reason to remember. He was in the
courtyard that served the Convoy as a parking-ground. A score of blue figures tramped past the gateway
sanging, exchanging pleasantries with the English. They marched on, and disappeared behind the wall.
Then there was a shattering explosion, followed by dead slence. The English rushed out into the road.
There lay the twenty blue figures, one of them dowly moving the sump of an arm. Blood trickled down
the camber of the road, licking up the dust. It flowed dong the gutters. Paul and his mates got stretchers
and carried away those who were not dead, shouting indructions to one another, for the shdling
continued. During this operation Paul had one of those strange fits of heightened percipience which my
influence sometimes brought upon him. Everything seemed to be stamped upon his senses with a nove
and exquiste sharpness, the limpness of the unconscious bodies that he lifted, a blood-stained letter
protruding from a torn pocket, a sted hdmet lying in the road, with a fragment of someone's scap init,
bloody and lousy. Paul's legs were trembling with fright and nausea, while the compassionate part of him
indgted that these unhappy fdlow mortas must be succoured. For some might live. That letter might yet
aiter dl be answered. It seemed to Paul now impeaive that this poillu and his marane should
communicate once more. Yet a the same time that deep myderious dien part of him, which he was
gradualy coming to accept and even vaue, laughed ddicady, laughed as one may laugh with tenderness
a the ddicious gaucherie of achild.

It seemed to say to the other Paul, and to the stricken men aso, 'You dear, supid children, to hurt
yoursdves like this, and to be so upset about it! Babes will be babes; and monkeys, monkeys.'

When Paul was off duty he went up into the forest-clad mountains and looked down at the line of dense
smoke which marked the front, overhung a regular intervas by the two rows of captive baloons,
dretching indfinitdy into the south-east. An enemy ‘plane, harassed a firs by white points of shrapnel,
attacked a French baloon, which burdt into flane. A scarcely vishble parachute sank earthward from it.
Paul went further into the forest. Here there was a kind of peace in spite of the roaring guns. Under my
influence the spirit of Hans came on him again, so that he had a perplexing sense that, in the presence of
his brothers the trees, he was brought myserioudy into touch aso with his brothers the enemy.

The offengve began. Henceforth there was continuous work, with rare meds and no deep. French and



German wounded came flooding in. Hundreds who could find no place in the cars had to stagger dl the
way down to the chateau where the gaily-clad doctors grew more and more flustered. Sowly,
uncertainly, these waking wounded swarmed dong the road, their blue and their grey clothes sometimes
indiginguishable for dust and blood. The roads now began to be impossible with shell-holes, and choked
with wreckage. At one time Paul, hurrying dong under shdll-fire with afull load of sorrowing creatures
shaken together in his reding car, found himsdf behind a gdloping artillery wagon. At the cross-roads,
where some one, for reasons unknown, had propped a dead sergeant againg the sgn-post, ashel fdl on
the front of the wagon. The two men and one of the rear horses were killed. Its fdlow floundered with
broken legs, then died. The leaders stampeded. The road was now completely blocked. French and
English dragged the dead horses and the limber to the ditch, tugging franticaly at harness and splintered
wood, while the wounded in the waiting cars, supposing themselves deserted under fire, cried out for
help.

At night things were worse. Cars dipped into ditches, plunged into shell-holes. Paul, with a ful load of
stretcher-cases, dmog drove off a broken bridge into the river. All the cars were damaged by shel-fire.
Some were put out of action. One, going up empty to the front, suddenly found itsdf in a covey of
burding shells. The driver and orderly tumbled hurriedly into a ditch, and a shel burst on the driving-set.
The petrol went up in a huge column of flame and soon nothing remained of the car, but scrap iron and
pools of duminium on the road. Later, aline of tanks, going up, met a line of ambulances, coming down,
where there was no room to pass. Confuson and dtercations. A tank was hit; once more a column of
flame, dwarfing the other, afforded a beacon for enemy guns.

Two or three days and nights of this kind of thing severely strained the Convoy. One or two members
hed aready been wounded, and others had been badly shaken. Nerves devel oped here and there. Some
one began to behave oddly, wandering about ddivering meaningless messages. He was taken away. Paul
himsdf wasin a queer state; for his head was splitting, his mouth foul, his limbs curioudy Hiff and heavy.
His somach seemed to have collgpsed. Worse, his driving was becoming erratic, and he sometimes said
things he did not intend to say. He was continuoudy scared, and dso scared of being found out by his
cadmer colleagues. His bogy, the fod, began to haunt im again. Somehow it was dl mixed up with
another vison, a bloodstained letter protruding from a torn pocket; and with yet another, a cow o
flattened in the mud by the wheds of lorries and the feet of troops tha nothing of it remaned
three-dimensiond except its head in the gutter, and one broken horn. The thought thet, after dl, this
ambulance life was mere child's play compared with what was afoot esawhere, hurt im so badly that
inwardly he whined. For if things grew much worse than this he would certainly crack; and yet 'this was
nothing. Supeficdly he had mantained thus far something like the appearance of cdm. He even
contrived an occasona sammering joke. But inwardly he was by now going faint with terror. And this
wadling terror was beginning to spoil his affected cam. People were beginning to look at him anxioudy.
Paul found himsdlf reviewing his case in this manner once while he was crouching in a ditch waiting for a
lul in the shelling, and for aload of wounded. Yes, inwardly he was by now not far from cracking.

Y e more inwardly dill, so he remarked to himsdlf, he was quite cam. That was the odd part of it dl. His
dlly body, or animd nature, as he put it, might very wel crack, or run away howling, and yet he, Paul,
would have no part in it. He, Paul, the rider of this quivering animd, was unperturbed, interested,
amused. The beast might run away with him or throw him. It was proving a rather worthless sort of beast,
and he had hiswork cut out to force it to the jumps. He would damned wedl master it if he could; but if he
could not, wdll, it was dl in the game, the extremdy interesting game of being a human thing, half god, helf
beast. He knew quite wdl it didn't serioudy meatter if he was killed, or even if he was horribly wounded.
It didnt redly matter even if he cracked, though he must hang on if he could. He had a strange
conviction, there in the ditch, that whichever did happen would be just the right thing; thet even if he
cracked, it would somehow be part of the musgc of the spheres. Even the fod unborn was part of the
musc. Even this war, this bloody awful farce, was part of the mudc. If you couldn't be anything but a



vibrating, a tortured gring in the orchestra, you didn't like it. But if you had ears to ligen, it was--gredt.
These wounded--if only they could somehow hear, even through their own pain, the music of the
pheres! If he hmsdf were to be caught by the next shdll, would he gill keep hold of the musc? Not hel
He would be a mere tortured animd. Wdl, what matter? The music would dill be there, even if he could
not hear it, even if no man heard it. That was nonsense. Y et profoundly he knew that it was true.

Presently, for no apparent reason, the sector quietened down. The offensve, it seemed, had been a
falure The advance, which was to have swept the Germans out of France, never began. The Divison,
moreover, was in a gate of mutiny, sensgng mismanagement, declaring that thousands of lives had been
lightly thrown away. It was withdrawn. The Convoy travelled with it into a flowery region far behind the
lines. Tin hats were discarded.

Then occurred alittle incident very sgnificant to the Neptunian observer. The Convoy, having borne itsaf
well, was cited in the orders of the Corps d' Armée. It was therefore entitled to have the Croix de Guerre
painted on its cars. The artists undertook this task. The bronze cross, with its red and green ribbon, was
earned aso by certain individud members of the Convoy. Should they accept it, should they wear the
ribbon? To refuse would be inaiting to the French army. But that pacifiss should display military
decorations was too ridiculous. There was some debate, but the thing was done. Thus did these pacifidts,
hypnotized for so long by the prestige and glamour of the military, bring themsalves to devour the crumbs
of glory that fdl from the master's table.

Thereisno need to dwell upon the subsequent adventures of this war-scarred and war-decorated group
of pacifigts. The being whose brain | use in communicating with you would gladly tdl of them in detail, for
inhis memory they have afadse glamour and sgnificance. But dready | have dlowed him too much rein.
The life of his Convoy is indeed dgnificant to the student of your species; but the events on which he
seeks to dwell are minute with an even more microscopic minuteness than the Great War, which to the
Neptunian observer, searching for your War through past ages, is o eadly to be overlooked. The
sgnificance of the war itsdf, lies partly inits fatd results, partly in that it reveals so dearly the limits of a
half-devel oped mind. The importance of the ulto-microscopic events that | have dlowed my ingrument to
enlarge upon in this section, isthat they show how, even in the less conventiond minds of your race, the
archaic impulses caused devadtating perplexity.

When the Convoy had rested, it wandered from sector to sector, till a last it found itsdf once more near
the vine-clad and forest-crowned Mountain of Rheims, and once more destined for a great offensve.
Once more the din of the troops, guns, lorries. Once more tom-up roads, smashed cars, night-driving in
blurred and suffocating gas-masks. Once more the inHflooding wounded, and now and again a member
of the little group itsdf wounded or killed. This time the offensive went on and on. Car after car was put
out of action. Hdf the personnd were laid low, some by gas, some seemingly by bad water.

One day, as Paul was turning his car round before loading, a shdl caught his companion, who was
directing him from the road. This was a lad with whom Paul had often worked, and often amicably
wrangled about art and life a boy full of promise, and of the will to make his mark. Now, he lay
crumpled on the road. Paul and others rushed to him. The lower part of his body had been terribly
smashed, but he was dill conscious. His eyes turned to Paul, and his lips moved. Paul bent to lisen, and
seemed to hear afant gasping reiteration of one phrase, 'Won't die yet." With difficulty they got the boy
on to a dretcher, his face twisted with added pain.. As they carried him away, he girred feghly, then
suddenly went limp, his head ralling loosdy with the motion of the bearers. An am dipped off the
gretcher, and dangled. They put him down again and bent over him. A French broncardier, who was
hdping, stood up with a shrug and asigh. 'C'est dga fini," he said. Looking down at the smooth face, he
added, 'Qui, mon pauvre, c'est fini. Mort pour lapatrie! Ah, les sdes Boches!'



Paul gazed a the tanned bloodless features, the curioudy changed eyes, the sagging mouth. This was the
moment for me to undertake an operation which | had long contemplated. Bringing dl my strength to
bear on Paul | lashed him into a degree of saf-consciousness and other-consciousness which | had not
hitherto produced in him. With this heightened senstivity, he was overwhelmed by vivid gpprehension of
the life that had been cut short, the intricacy and ddlicate organization of the spirit which he had known so
wal, and had now seen extinguished, with dl its young ambitions, fears, admirations, loves, dl its little
whims and lugts and laughters. The experience came on himin a flash, so that he let dip a quick sharp
scream of surprise and compassion. He stared fascinated a a smear of blood on the cheek, seaing as it
were right through the present desth-mask into the boy's whole living past, retaining it in one imagingive
grasp, as music may be retained in the mind's ear after it has been interrupted; may ill be heard,
gathering strength, proliferating, and suddenly broken across with the bresking of the insrument. Paul
heard, indeed, what the boy himsdf did not hear, the terrible snap and silence of the end. This was but
the first stage of my operation on Paul. | dso contrived that, with his hypersenstive vison, he should
seem to see, beyond this one dead boy, the countless hogts of the prematurely dead, not the dead of
your war only, but of dl the ages, the whole massed horror of young and vitd spirits snuffed out before
therr time. Paul's mind redled and collgpsed; but not before he had glimpsed in dl this horror a brilliant,
and insupportable, an inhuman, beauty. The operation had been completed, and in due season | should
observe the results. He fdl, and was carried away in one of the ambulances.

In afew days, however, he recovered, and was able to take part in a new phase of the war, the advance
of the Allies It was a svarming advance dong unspeskable roads, over pontoon bridges, through

burning villages.

During thisfind advance Paul one day perceived in a fidd by the road the mare and unborn fod whose
image had so long haunted him. The unexpected but dl too familiar sght shocked him deeply. Volume by
volumeit corresponded with hisimage, but there was an added stench. How came it, he wondered, that
for years he had 'remembered’ thisthing before ever he had seen It?

One symbolicd aspect of hisfod was 4ill hidden from him. When at last the armigtice came, so longed
for, so incredible, Paul did not yet know that the peace ensling on the world's four years travall was to
be the peace, not of accomplished birth but of strangulation.

The fallowing curious poem, which Paul devised shortly before the end of the war, expresses his sense of
the futility and pettiness of dl human activity.

If God has not noticed us?

He is so occupied

with the crowded cycle of nature.

The sea's breath.

by drenching the hills

and descendi ng al ong the neadow brookl ets
(whose backwat ers

are playgrounds of busy insect popul ations).
returns seaward

to rise again.

Wat er - beet | es

skating on the stagnant skin of a backwater.
we get rumour of Cceanus.

of stormdriven worlds and island universes.
And we woul d annex then

VW would dignify the fiery currents of the Cosnops
by spawning in them

But the m nnow, death, he snaps us;

and presently sone inconsiderable spate



will scour the cranny clean of us.

Long after man, the stars

will continually evaporate in radiant energy
to recondense as nebul ae.

and again stars;

till here and there sonme new pl anet

wi Il harbour again

i nsect popul ati ons.

/AFTER THE WAR

i. THE NEW HOPE ii. PAUL GATHERS UP THE THREADS iii. PAUL COMES TO TERMS WITH WOMAN iv.
LONDON AND THE SPIRIT

I. THE NEW HOPE

YOUR little Great War reached its ignominious end. During the four years of misary and waste, the
short-lived combatants felt thet the war area, fringed with the remote and insubgtantid lands of peace,
was the whole of space, and that time itsdlf was but the endless Duration of the War. But to Neptunian
observers, ranging over the considerable span occupied by human higtory, the events of those four years
appeared but as an ingantaneous flicker of pain in the il embryonic life of Man. The full-grown Spirit of
Man, the Race Mind of the Eighteenth Human Species may be said to use the grest company of
individua Neptunian observers as akind of psychicd and supra-tempora microscope for the sudy of its
own prenatd career. Peering down that strange indrument, it searches upon the dide for the little point of
lifewhich is to become in due season Man himsdf. The thing is discovered. It is seen to reach that stage
o its hisory when for the firg time it begins to madter its little Terrestrid environment. Then is to be
detected by the quick eye of mature Man the faint and ingtantaneous flicker, your Great War. Henceforth
the minute creature dowly retracts its adventuring pseudopodia, enters into itsdf, shrinks, and lgpses into
adtate of suspended animation, until at lagt, after some ten million years, it is ripe for its second phase of
adventure, whally forgetful of itsfird. It becomes, in fact, the Second Human Species.

When your Great War ended, it seemed to the soldiers of dl the nations that a new and happier age had
dawned. The veterans prepared to take up once more the threads that war had cut; the young prepared
for the beginning of red life All dike looked forward to security, to freedom from military discipline, to
the amusements of dvilized society, to woman. Those who had been long under restraint found it dmost
incredible that they would soon be able to go wherever they pleased without seeking permisson, that
they would be able to lie in bed in the morning, that they might wear dvilian clothes, that they would
never again be under the eye of a sergeant, or a cgptain, or some more exdted officer, and never agan
take part in an offensve.

For the mgority these anticipations were enough. If they could but secure a liveihood, capture some
charming and adoring woman, keep a family in comfort, enjoy life, or return to some engrossing work,
they would be happy. And a grateful country would surdly see to it that they were at least thus rewarded
for their years of heroiam.

But there were many who demanded of the peace something more than personad contentment. They
demanded, and indeed confidently looked for, the beginnings of a better world. The universe, which
during the war years, had been progressively revedled as more and more diabolical, was now transfused
with anew hope, anew or arefurbished divinity. The armies of the Allies had been fighting for justice and
for democracy; or 0 a least they had been told. They had won. Justice and democracy would
henceforth flourish everywhere. On the other hand the armies of the Central Powers had believed that
they had been fighting for the Fatherland or for Culture. They had been beaten; but after a gdlant fight,
and because ther starved and exhausted peoples could no longer support them. To those hard-pressed
peoples the end of war came not indeed as a bright dawn, as to the Allies, but none the less as the end of



unspeskable things, and with the promise of a new day. Henceforth there would at least be food. The
pinched and alling children of Centra Europe, whom the Allies had so successfully, so heroicdly stricken
by their blockade, might now perhaps be nursed into precarious hedth. The beaten nations, trugding to
the high-sounding protestations of the victors, not only surrendered, but appealed for hdp in the
desperate task of re-establishing society. Presdent Wilson prophesied a new world, a Brotherhood of
Nations, and pronounced his Fourteen Points. Henceforth there would be no more wars, because this
last and mogt bitter war had expunged militariam from the hearts of dl the peoples; and had made dl men
fed, as never before, the difference between the things that were essentid and the things that were trivid
in the life of mankind What mattered (men now vehemently asserted) was the fdlowship of man,
Chridian charity, the co-operation of dl men in the making of a happier world. The war had occurred
because the fundamenta kindliness of the peoples towards one another had been poisoned by the
diplomats. Henceforth the peoples would come into direct contact with one another. The old diplomacy
musgt go.

These sentiments were tactfully applauded by the diplomats of dl nations, and were embamed, suitably
trimmed and tempered, in anew charter of human brotherhood, the Peace Treaty of Versailles.

To Neptunian observers, esimaing the deepest and most obscure mentd reactions of thousands of
demobilized soldiers and of the dvilian populations that welcomed them, it was clear that the First Human
Species had not yet begun to redize the extent of the disaster which it had brought upon itsdf. All the
bdligerent peoples were, of course, war-weary. It was naturd tha after the four years of drain they
should experience a serious lasstude, that after responding so magnificently (as was said) to the cdl for
sacrifice, they should be more than usudly prone to take the easy course. But our observers, comparing
minutdy the minds of 1914 with the same minds of 1918, noted a widespread, subtle, and in the main
unconscious change. Not afew minds, indeed, had been completdy shattered by the experience of those
four years, succumbing ether to the conflict between persond fear and tribd loydty or to that rarer
conflict between tribd loydty and the groping loydty to Man. But dso, even in the great mass of men,
who had escaped this obvious ruin, there had occurred a generd coarsening and softening of the mentd
fibre, such that they were henceforth poor suff for the making of a new world.

The dight but gravely dgnificant lassitude which we now observed in dl the Western peoples had its
roots not merdy in fatigue, but in saf-distrust and disllusonment. At firs obscured by the new hope
which peace had gendered, this profound mord disheartenment was destined to increase, not dwindle, as
the years advanced. In those early months of peace scarcdy any man was aware of it, but to our
observersit was evident as a fant odour of corruption in dmost every mind. It was the universal though
unacknowledged sense of war-guilt, the sense that the high mord and patrictic fervours of 1914 had
somehow obscured a deeper and more serious issue. Western Man had blundered into a grave act of
treason againg the spirit that had but recently and precarioudy been concelved in him. Few could see
that it was so; and yet in dmogt every mind we found an dl-pervading shame, unwitting but most hurtful.
Knowing not that they did so, dl men blamed themsdlves and their felow-men for a treason which they
did not know they had committed, agand a spirit that was dmost completely beyond their ken.
Neptunian observers did not blame them. For these unhappy primitives had but acted according to ther
lights They could not know that another and a purer light had been eclipsed in them before they could

recognize it.

In many thousands of minds we have watched this subtle guilt a work. Sometimesiit expressed itsdf as a
touchy conscientiousness in familiar mord issues, combined with a laxity in matters less stereotyped.
Sometimes it became a tendency to blame others unduly, or to mortify the self. More often it gave rise to
alazy cynicdiam, a comfortable contempt of human nature, and disgust with al existence. Its issue was a
widespread, dight loosening of respongbility, both toward society and toward particular individuds
Western men were to be henceforth on the whole less trustworthy, less firm with themsdves, less



workmanlike, less rigorous in abstract thought, less fadtidious in dl spheres, more avid of pleasure, more
prone to heartlessness, to brutdity, to murder. And, when, later, it began to be redized that this
deterioration had taken place, the redization itsdf, by suggestion, increased the deterioration.

But the effects of the war were by no means whally bad. In the great mgority of minds observed by
Neptunians after the war, there was detected a very interesting conflict between the forces of decay and
the forces of rebirth. The hope of a new world was not entirdly ungrounded. The war had stripped men
of many hampering illusons, and, for those that had eyes to see, it had underlined in blood the things that
redly mattered. For the mogt clear-sighted it was henceforth evident that only two things mattered, the
daily happiness of individua human beings and the advancement of the human spirit in its gallant cosmica
adventure. To the great mgority of those who took serious interest in public affairs the happiness of men
and women throughout the world became henceforth the one god of socid action. Only a few admitted
that the supreme care of dl the peoples should be the adventure of the Terrestrid spirit. Because so few
recognized this cosmica aspect of human endeavour, even the obvious god of world-happiness became
unredizable. For if happiness doneis the god, one man's happiness is as good as another's, and no one
will fed obligation to make the supreme sacrifice. But if the true god is of another order, those who
recognize it may gladly die for it.

In the Western World, during the decades that followed the war we encountered far and wide among the
hearts of men the beginnings of a true rebirth, an emphatic rgjection of the outworn ideds of conduct and
of world policy, and a desperate quest for something better, something to fire men's imaginaions and
commeand ther dlegiance even to the death; something above suspicion, above ridicule, above criticiam.
Far and wide, anong many peoples, the new ided began to dir for birth, but men's spirits had been
subtly poisoned by the war. What should have become a world-wide rdigious experience beside which
dl ealier revivds would have seemed mere tentative and ineffectud gropings, became only a
revolutionary socid policy, became in fact the wholly admirable but unfinished idedl of a happy world.
The muscles which should have thrust the new creature into the light were flaccid. The birth was checked.
The young thing, half-born, struggled for a while, then died, assuming the fixed grin of Paul's nightmare
fod.

In Russa done, and only for a few decades, did there seem to be the posshility of complete rebirth. In
that great people of mixed Western and Eastern temperament the poison of war had not worked so
disastroudy. The great mass of Russans had not regarded the war as ther war, but as the war of their
archaic government. And as the suffering bred of war increased beyond the limit of endurance, they rose
and overthrew ther government. The revolutioniss who heroicaly accomplished this change were
troubled by no war-shame, for the blood which they shed was truly split in the hirth throes of a new
world. They were indeed fighting for the spirit, though they would have laughed indignantly had they been
told so. For to them 'spirit' was but an invention of the oppressors, and 'matter’ done was red. They
fought, so they believed, for-the free physologica functioning of human animas. They fought, that is, for
the fulfilling of whatever capacities those animds might discover in themsdves. And in fighting thus they
fought unwittingly for the human pirit in its cosmica adventure. When their fight was won, and they had
come into power, they began to discipline their people to lead a world-wide crusade. Each man, they
sad, mus regard himsdf as but an indrument of something grester than himsaf, mugt live for that
something, and if necessary die for it. This devotion that they preached and practised was indeed the very
breath of the spirit within them. Little by little a new hope, a new pride, a new energy, spread among the
Russan people. Little by little they fashioned for themsdaves a new community, such as had never before
occurred on the planet. And because they dlowed no one to hold power through riches, they became the
horror of the Western World.

To the thousands of our obsarvers stationed in Russan minds it was evident even a the outset tha this
promise of new birth would never be fulfilled. The ardour of revolution and the devotion of



community-building could not suffice done for ever. There must come a time when the revolution was
won, the main structure of the new community completed, when the god of a happy world, though not in
fact attained, would no longer fire men, no longer suffice as the 'something' for which they would gladly
live or die, when the spirit so obscurely concelved in men would need more nourishment than socid
loydty. Then the only hope of the world would be that Russan men and women should look more
cdosdy into their hearts, and discover there the cosmica and spiritud Sgnificance of humean life, which
their creed denied. But this could not be. In few of them did we find a capacity for indght strong enough
to gpprehend what man is, and what the world, and the exquigte rdation of them. And being without that
vison, they would have nothing to srengthen them againg the infection of the decaying Western
avilization. Feared and hated by ther neighbours, they themsdves would succumb to nationdigtic fear
and hate. Craving materid power for their defence, they would betray themselves for power, security,

prosperity.

In short, the new hope which the European War had occasioned, epecidly in Russa, was destined,
sooner or later, to be destroyed by the virus which war itsdf had generated in the guilty Western peoples.
While that new hope, dill quick and bright, was travdling hither and thither over Asa like a smouldering
fire, this dank effluence dso was spreading, damping the fibre of men's hearts with disllusonment about
humen nature and the universe. And so, that which should have become a world-wide spiritud
conflagration was doomed never to achieve more than revolutionary propaganda, and smoke.

ii. PAUL GATHERSUP THE THREADS

Itismy task to show your world in its 'post-war' phase as it seemed to one of your own kind who had
been infected with something of the Neptunian mood. First, however, | mug recdl how Paul faced his
own private 'post-war' problems, and emerged at last as a perfected instrument for my purpose.

Crossing the Channd for the lagt time in uniform, Paul looked behind and forward with mixed fedings.
Behind lay the dead, with ther thousands upon thousands of wooden crosses, and adso (for Paul's
imagingtion) the wounded, grey, blue and khaki, bloody, with splintered bones. Behind, but inddible, lay
dl that horror, that waste, that idiocy; yet aso behind lay, as he was forced to admit to himsdf, an
exquiste, an inhuman, an indefensble, an intolerable beauty. Forward lay life, and a new hope. Yet
looking toward the future he fdt misgivings both for himsdf and for the world. For himsdf he feared,
because he had no part in the common emoation of his fellow-countrymen, in the thankfulness that the war
had been nobly won. For the world he feared, because of a growing sense that man's circumstances
were rgpidly passng beyond man's control. They demanded more inteligence and more integrity than he
possessed.

Thus Paul on his homeward journey could not conjure in himsdf the pure thankfulness of his fdlows. Y€,
looking behind and forward, with the wind chanting in his ears and the sdt spray on his lips, he savoured
zedfully the bitter and taunting taste of existence. Comparing his present sdf with the sdf of his firs
war-time crossing, he amiled a the poor haf-conscious thing that he had been, and said, at least, | have
come awake." Then he thought again of those thousands under the crosses, who would not wake ever.
He remembered the boy whom he had known so wel, and had watched dying;, who should have
wakened so splendidly. And then once more he savoured that mysterious, indefensble beauty which he
hed seen emergeindl this horror.

| chose this moment of comparatively deep sdlf-consciousness and world-consciousness to force upon
Paul with a new darity the problem with which | intended henceforth to haunt him. This task was made
eader by the circumstances of the voyage. The sea was boisterous. Paul greatly enjoyed a boisterous sea
and the plunging of a ship, but his pleasure was complicated by a feding of sea-sickness. He fought
agang his nausea and againd its depressing influence. He wanted to go on enjoying the wind and the



soray and the motion and the white-veined sea, but he could not. Presently, however, he very heatily
vomited; and then once more he could enjoy things, and even think about the world. His thinking was
coloured both by his nausea and by his zest in the sdt ar. Resolutely blowing his nose, meditatively
wiping his mouth, he continued to lean on the rall and watch the desecrated but dl-unsullied waves. He
formulated his problem to himsdf, 'How can things be so wrong, so meaningless, o filthy; and yet aso so
right, so overwhemingly sgnificant, so exquisite? How wrong things were, and how exquidte, nether
Paul nor any man had yet fully discovered. But the problem was formulated. | promised mysdf that |
should watch with minute attention the efforts of this specidly treated member of your kind to come to
terms with the universe,

Paul returned to his native suburb, and was welcomed into the bosom of the home. It was good to be at
home. For awhile he was content to enjoy the prospect of an endless leave, lazing in flannd trousers and
an old tweed coat. At home, where he was not expected to explan himsdf, he was a peace; but
elsawhere, even when he was dressed as others, he fet an dien. He attributed his sense of isoletion to his
pacifism, not knowing how far opinion had moved since the beginning of the war. This londiness of his
was in fact due much more to my daifying influence in him, to his having been as it were impregnated
with semind ideas gendered in another species and another world. He found his mind working differently
from other minds, yet he could not detect where the difference lay. This distressed him. He hated to be
different. He longed to become an indiginguishable member of the herd, of his own socid class. He
began to take great pains to dress correctly, and to use the dang of the moment. He tried to play bridge,
but could never keep awake. He tried to play golf, but his muscles seemed to play tricks on him at the
criticd moment. The truth was that he did not redlly want to do these things at dl. He wanted to do ‘the
done thing'.

There was another trouble. He had not been a home more than a fortnight before he redized with
digtress that his relations with his parents were not what they had been. In the old days he used to say, 'l
have been lucky in my choice of parents. Of course they don't redly know me very wel, but they
understand as much asis necessary. They are both endlesdy kind, sympathetic; hdpful, and they have the
sense to leave me done.’ Now, he began to see that in the old days they redly had understood him far
more than he supposed, but that the thing that he had since become was incomprehengible to them. Even
a the beginning of the war they had logt touch with him over his pacifiam; accepting it thankfully as a
means of saving him from the trenches, but never taking it serioudy. Now, they were more out of touch
then ever. It seemed to him that they werelivingin akind of mentd FHat Land, without acquaintance with
the third dimension. They were so sensble, so kind, so anxious to be tolerant. He could see eye to eye
with them in so many things, in dl those respects in which Flat Land was in accord with Solid Land. But
every now and then intercourse would break down. They would argue with him patiently for a while in
van; then fal slent, regarding him with an expression in which he seemed to see, blended together, love,
pity and horror. He would then shrug his shoulders, and wonder whether in earlier times the guif between
the generations had ever been so wide. They, for ther part, sadly told one another that his war
experience (or wasit his pacifism?) had so twisted hismind that he was 'not quite, not absolutely, sane'.

After a few weeks Paul went back to his old post in the big suburban secondary school. He was
surprised that they took him, in spite of his pacifian and his incompetence. Later he discovered that his
father knew the Chairman of the Council. Ought he to resgn? Probably, but he would not. He was by
now wel established as one of the less brilliant but not impossble members of the g&ff; and though the
work never came eesily to him, it was no longer the torture that it had formerly been. He was older, and
less eadly flustered. And he must have money. After dl, he found, he rather liked boys, so long as he
could keep on the right sde of them. If you got wrong with them, they were hdl; but if you kept right,
they were much more tolerable than most adults. The work was respectable useful work. Indeed, it was
in a way the mogt important of dl work, if it was done properly. Moreover, it was the only work he
could do. And he must have money; not much, but enough to make him independent.



Hisam at this time was to live an easy and uneventful life He told himsdf that he did want to pull his
weight, but he was not prepared to overgtrain himsdf. He must have time to enjoy himsdf. He proposed
to enjoy himsdf in two ways, and both together. He wanted to win his spurs in the endless tournament of
sex; for his virginity filled him with self-doubt, and disturbed his judgements about life. At the same time
he promised himsdf a good ded of what he cdled ‘'intdlectud sght-seeing' or 'spiritud touring'.
Comfortably, if not with a first-class ticket, at least with a second-class one, he would explore dl the
well-exploited travel-routes of dl the continents of the mind. Sometimes he might even venture into the
untracked wild, but not dangeroudy. Never agan, if he could hdp it, would he lose touch with
avilization, with the comfortable mentd structure of his fellows, as he had done through pacifism. Thus
did this war-weary young Terrestria propose. Much of his plan suited my purpose admirably, but by no
means the whole of it.

So Paul settled down to teach history, geography, English and 'scripture’. He taught whatever he was told
to teach, and for mere pity's sake, he made the duff as pdatable as he could. On the whole the boys
liked him. He seemed to regard the business much as they did themsdves, as a tiresome necessary grind,
which must be done efficently but might be dleviated by jokes and stories. Even discipline, formerly such
atrouble to Paul, now seemed to work automaticaly. This was partly because he did not worry abot it,
having outgrown the notion that he mugt preserve his 'dignity’, and partly because in the criticd firs days
of his new school career | influenced his mood and his bearing so that he gave an impresson of
friendliness combined with caredless firmness Paul himsdf was surprised and thankful that the
sf-discipline of his classes rdieved him of a dreadful burden. He used to say to vigtors, in front of the
cdass, 'You see, we have not a dictator, but a charman.' All the same, he secretly took credit for his
achievement.

By thus hdping Paul to establish himsdf in a tolerable routine, | enabled him to keep his mind free and
sengtive for other matters. The boys themselves knew that there was another side to him. Occasiondly in
class the lesson would go astray completely, and he would tak astoundingly about things interegting to
himsdf, things outside the curriculum, and sometimes of very doubtful orthodoxy. He would dwell upon
the age and number of the stars, the locdization of functions in the brain, the abstractness of science and
mathematics, the kinds of insanity, the truth about Soviet Russa, the theatre and the cinema, the cdlular
structure of the body, the supposed dectronic structure of the atom, deeth and old age, cosmopoalitanism,
sun-bathing, the crawl stroke, Samud Butler, coitus and the birth of babies. To these floods of language
the boys reacted according to ther diverse natures. The supid dipped thankfully into torpor, the
indudtrious revised their home-work. The shrewd masticated whatever in the harangue seemed to have a
practicd vaue, and spat out the rest. The intdlectudly curious listened doofly. The main mass fluctuated
between amusement, enthusastic support, and boredom. A few sendtive ones took Paul as their
prophet. After these outbursts Paul became unusudly reticent and cautious. Sometimes he even told the
boys they' had better forget it dl' because he was a bit mad then'. He was obvioudy anxious that rumour
of his wildness should not go beyond the class-room door. The sense of secrecy appealed to the boys.
Whatever their diverse opinions of the suff, dl could enjoy a congpiracy. Paul's own class began to
regard itsdf as something between a band of disciples (or even prophets), a secret revolutionary society,
and apirate crew.

iii. PAUL COMESTO TERMSWITH WOMAN

For some months Paul was so busy becoming an effident school-master that he had little time for those
other matters which | required him to undertake. But when he had established his technique and could
look around him, he began to ask himsdf, ‘What next? Hisintention was to see life safey, to observe dl
its varieties and nuances, to read it in comfort as one might enjoy a novel of passon and agony without
being upset by it. What was the fidd to be covered? There was woman. Until he had explored that fidd
he could never give his atention to others. There was art, literature, music. There was science. There was



the intricate spectacle of the universe, induding the litle peep-show, man. There were certan
philosophica questions which had formed themsdlvesin his mind without producing their answers. There
was rdigion. Was there anything in it a al? But here, as do in the sphere of woman, one must be
caeful. One might so eesly find onesdlf too deeply entangled. For the post-war Paul, entanglement,
becoming part of the drama instead of a spectator, was to be avoided at dl costs. But could he avoid it?
Could he preserve in dl circumstances this new shug aoofness, which had come to him with the end of
war's long torment of pity and shame and indignation? He knew very wel that there were strange forces
in im which might wreck his plans. He must be very careful, but the risk must be taken. His sheer
curiosity, and his cold passion for savouring the drama of the world, must be satisfied.

Paul now began to lead a double life. In school-hours he tried to be the correct schoolmaster, and save
for his lapses he succeeded. Out of school he ingpected the universe. With cold judgement he decided
that the fird aspect of the universe to be inspected was woman. But how? There was Katherine. She
aone, he fdt, could be for him the perfect mate. But she was obvioudy happy with her returned soldier
and her two children. He met her now and again. She was gentle with him, and distressngly anxious that
he should like her husband. Strangely enough, he did like the man, as a man. He was intdlectudly
unexditing, but he had an interested and open mind, and could reedily be enticed out of Flat Land. Paul,
however, didiked the sense that Katherine wanted to hold the two of them in one embrace. No, he must
look elsewhere for woman, for the womaen that was to show him the deep cosmicd ggnificance of
womanhood.

Thegirlsof his suburb were no good. In his thwarted, virgind state, they often stirred him, but he could
not get anywhere with them. He lacked the right touch. Sometimes he would take one of them on the
river or to a dance, or to the pictures, but nothing came of it. They found him queer, a little ridiculous,
sometimes darming. When he should have been audacious, he was diffident. His voice went husky and
his hand trembled. When he should have been gentle, he was rough. With one of them, indeed, he got so
far as to redize that to go further would be disastrous; for though she was a 'dear’ she was dull.
Moreover, she would expect to be married. And for marriage he had neither means nor indinetion.

Of course there were prostitutes. They would sdl him something that he wanted. But he wanted much
more than they could sdl. He wanted, dong with full physica union, that depth of intimecy which he had
known with Katherine. Once in Paris while he was coming home on leave, a girl in the street had said to
hm 'Venez fare I'amour avec moi', and he had stopped. But there was something about her, some trace
of a repugnance long since outworn, that made his cherished maeness contemptible in his own eyes. He
hurried away, tdling himsdf she was too unattractive. Henceforth al prostitutes reminded him of her.
They made him didike himsdf.

What other hope was there for im? He once found himsdf done with a little dusky cresture in a railway
carriage. She reminded him of a marmaoset. Might he smoke, he asked. Certainly. Would she smoke too?
WEél, yes, snce there was no one e<se there. They talked about the cinema. They arranged to meet again.
He took her to a dance, and to picture shows, and for walks. She told him she was unhappy a home.
Things advanced to such an extent that one day he put a protecting arm round her, with his hand under
her breast; and he kissed her. She began to trust him, rdy on him. Suddenly he fdt an utter cad, and
determined to give her up. But when he said he would never see her again, she wept like a child and
dung to him. He told her what a beast he was, and how he had intended merdly to get what he wanted
from her, and take no respongbility. As for marrying her, he was not the marrying sort. She said she
didn't care. She didn't want marriage, she wanted him, just now and again. Yet somehow he couldn't do
it. Was it fear of the consequences? No, not fear, shame. She was only a child, after dl, and he found
himsdf feding respongble for her. Damn it, why couldn't he go through with it? It wouldn't hurt her redly.
It would dl be experience. But he couldn't do it. Yet he had not the heart to keep away from her. Hell!
Then why not marry her and go through with it that way? No, that would be certain hdl for both of them.



The affair began to get on his nerves. His teaching was affected; for in class he was haunted by images of
the little marmoset, of her great wide black eyes, or of the fed of her har on his cheek. Obvioudy he
mug put an end to it dl. He wrote her a strange muddied letter, saying he loved her too much to go on,
or too little; thet in fact he did not redly love her a dl, and she must make the best of it; that he was
desperatdy in love with her and would be miserable for ever without her; that the upshot anyhow was
that he could never see her again. He kept to his resolve. In spite of a number of beseeching letters, he
never saw her or wrote to her again.

Paul thanked his stars he had escaped from tha trap. But his problem remained completdly unsolved.
How was he to come to terms with this huge factor in the universe, woman? For in his present state he
could not but regard sex as something fundamenta to the universe. He was desperate. He could not keep
hismind off woman. Every train of thought brought him to the same dead end, woman, and how he was
to cope with her. He spent hours wandering in the streets of the metropolis, watching dl the dender
figures, the dlken ankles, the faces. Even in his present thwarted and obsessed mood, in which every
well-formed girl seemed to him desirable, his interest was in part disinterested, impersond. Behind his
persond problem lay the universal problem. What was the cosmicd sSgnificance of this perennid
effloresence of femininity, this host of 'other' beings, ranging from the commonplace to the exquisite?
Many of them were just femae animas, some so brutish as to stir him little more than a bitch baboon;
some though merdy animd, were animas of his kind, and they roused in him a frankly anima but none
the less divine desire. So at least he told himsdf. Many, on the other hand, he fdt were more than animd,
and the worse for it. They were the marred and vulgar products of avulgar dvilization. But many aso, o
it seemed to him, were divindy human and more than human. They doquently manifesed the
woman-spirit, the femae mode of the cosmic spirit. They had but to move a hand or turn the head or leen
ever so dightly, ever so tenderly toward a lover, and Paul was smitten with a hushed, ardigious, wonder.
What was the meaning of it dl? The man-spirit in himsdf, he said, demanded communion with one of
these divine manifestations. The thing must be done. It was a sacred trust that he must fulfil. But how?

He made the acquaintance of a young actress whom he had often admired from the auditorium. He took
her out a good dedl. He spent more money on her than he could afford. But this rdationship, like the
other, came to nothing. It developed into a kind of brother-sister affection, though spiced with a sexud
piquancy. Whenever he tried to bring in a more sensud eement, she was distressed, and he was torn
between resentment and self-reproach.

There were others. But nothing came of any of them, except a ceaseless expenditure on dance tickets,
theetre tickets, chocolates, suppers, gifts There was dso a more ruinous and no less barren, expense of
soirit, and a perennid sense of frudration. The girls that he redly cared for he was afraid of hurting. Of
course, he might marry one of them, if he could find one willing. But he fdt sure he would be a bad
husband, that he would be sick to death of the reationship within a month. And anyhow he could not
afford awife. On the other hand, the girls toward whom he fdt no responsiility, he feared for his own
sake, lest they should entangle him. Meanwhile he was becoming more and more entangled in his own
obsession. Theintdlectud touring which he had proposed for himsdf, and was even now, in a desultory
manner, undertaking, was becoming a labour instead of a ddight, because he could not free his mind
from woman. In bed at night he would writhe and mutter saif-pityingly, ‘God, give me a woman!'

At lagt he decided to go with a prostitute. On the way with her he was like a starved dog ready to est
anything. But when he was done with her, it suddenly came over him with a flood of shame and
sf-ridicule, that here was agirl, a bottom a 'good sort' too, who did not want him &t al, and yet had to
put up with him. It must be like having to make your living by hiring out your tooth-brush to strangers.
How she mug despise him! His hunger vanished. She tried to rouse him, usng well-practised arts. But it
was no good. He saw himsdf through her eyes. He fdt his own body as she would fed it, dinging,
repugnant. Sammering that he wasill, he put down his money, and fled.



From the point of view of my work with Paul the Stuation was very unstisfactory. It was time to free his
mind for the wider life that | required of him. | decided that the most thorough cure could be obtained
only by means of Katherine, who was by now a superb young wife and mother. | therefore entered her
once more, and found that by a careful use of my most delicate arts | might persuade her to serve my
purpose. Fve years of exceptiondly happy marriage had deepened her spirit and enlarged her outlook.
The colt had grown into a noble mare, the anxious young suburban missinto a mature and zestful woman,
whose mind was surprisingly untrammelled. | found her dill comfortably in love with the husband that |
had given her, and the constant friend of her children. But aso | found, on deeper ingpection, a core of
peaceful aoofness, of detachment from dl the joys and anxieties of her busy life of detachment, as yet
unwitting, even from the mora conventions which hitherto she had had no cause to question. | found, too,
alivdy interest in her renewed acquaintance with Paul She saw dearly that he wasin distress, that he was
'sexudly dead-ended . Such was the phrase she used to describe Paul's condition to her husband. She
fdt responsible for histrouble. Also, before | began to work on her, she had dready recognized in hersdf
a tender echo of her old love for Paul. But without my help she would never have taken the course
toward which | now began to lead her. For long she brooded over Paul and his trouble and her own new
restlessness. Little by little | made her see that Paul would be for ever thwarted unless she let hersdf be
taken. | aso forced her to admit to hersdlf that she wanted him to take her. At fird she saw the Stuation
conventiondly, and was terrified lest Paul should ruin dl her happiness. For a while she shunned him. But
Paul himsaf was being drawn irresstibly under her spdll; and when at last she forbade him to come near
her, he was so downcast and S0 acquiescent, that she shed tears for him. He duly kept away, and she
increesangly wanted him.

But presently, looking into her own heart with my help, she redized a great and comforting truth about
hersdf, and another truth about Paul. She did not want him forever, but only for sometimes. For ever, she
wanted her husband, with whom she had dready woven an intricate and lovely pattern of life, not yet
completed, scarcely more than begun. But with Paul also she had begun to weave a pattern long ago; and
now she would complete it, not as was fird intended, but in another and less intricate style. 1t would
re-vitdize her, enrich her, give her a new bloom and fragrance for her husband's taking. And Paul, she
knew, would find new life. With dl the art a her command she would be woman for him, and crown his
manhood, and set him free from his crippling obsession, free to do dl the fine things which in old days he
hed talked of doing. For this was the truth that she had redized about Paul, that he dso had another life
to lead, independent of her, that for him, too, their union must be not an end but a refreshmen.

But what about her husband? If only he could be made to fed that there was no danger of hislosng her,
or of his ceaang to be soiritudly her husband, he ought surdy to see the sanity of her madness. The
thought of taking to him about it dl made her recognize how mad she redly was, how wicked, too. But
somehow the recognition did not dismay her, for | kept her plied with clear thoughts and frank desires,
which somehow robbed the conventions of thar sanctity.

Katherine | had dedt with successfully. But there remained the more difficult task of persuading her
husband, Richard. | had at the outset chosen him carefully; but now, when | took up my postion in his
mind, | was more interested in my experiment than hopeful of its success. It would have been easy to
infatuate him with some woman, and so render him indifferent to his wife's conduct. But if tolerance had
to rest merely, on indifference, this marriage, in which | took some pride, would have been spoiled. | had
decided, moreover, that Richard's predicament would afford me the opportunity of a crucid piece of
research upon your species. | was curious to know whether it would be possible so to influence him that
he should regard the whole matter with Neptunian sanity.

| took some painsto prepare him, leeding his mind to ruminate in unfamiliar fields. | did nothing to dim in
ay way his degre for his wife on the contrary, | produced in hm a very detailled and exquiste
apprehension of her. And when at last she found courage to tdl him of her plan, | used dl my ill to give



himful imaginative ingght into her love for Paul and her different love for himsdf. It was very interesing
to watch his reaction. For a few minutes he sat gazing at his wife in slence. Then he said that of course
she must do what seemed best to her, but he asked her to give him time to think. For a whole day he
acted to himsdf the part of the devoted and discarded husband, biting through a pipe-stem in the course
of his tortured meditations. He conceived a dozen plans for preventing the disaster, and dismissed them
dl. Already on the second day, however, he saw the Stuation more camly, even with something like
Neptunian detachment; and on the third he recognized with my hep that it did not concern him at dl in
any serious manner how Katherine should spend her holiday, provided that she should come back to him
gadly, and with enhanced vitdity.

Paul and Katherine took atent and went off together for three weeks. They pitched beside a little bay on
the rocky and seal-haunted coast of Pembroke. In this choice they had been unwittingly influenced by
me. Thoughts of my recent (and remotely future) holiday on a Neptunian coast infected them with a
desre for rocks and the sea. In this holiday of thers | mysdf found red refreshment. Through the
primitive mind of Paul | rgjoiced in the primitive body and primitive spirit of Katherine.

She was dready well practised in the art of love, a least in the unsubtle Terrestrid mode. Paul was a
novice. But now he surprised himsdf, and Katherine aso, by the fire, the assurance, the gentleness, the
sweset banter of hiswooing. Wel might he, for | who am not inexperienced even according to Neptunian
standards, prompted him at every turn of his ddliance. Not only was | determined, for my work's sake,
to afford these two children full enrichment of one another, but aso | mysdf, by now so wel adapted to
the Terrestria sphere, was deeply stirred by this 'dmost woman', this doe of a hdf-human species. Her
red beauty, interwoven with the reptilian dumsiness of an immeature type, smote me with a savage ddight
of the flesh, and yet aso with a vast remoteness which issued in grave tenderness and reverence.

They lay long in the mornings, with the sun pouring in a the open end of the tent. They swam together in
the bay, pretending to be sedls. They cooked and washed up, and shopped in the neighbouring village
They scrambled over the rocks and the heather. And they made love. In the night, and aso naked on the
aunlit beach, they drank one another in through eye and ear and tactile flesh. Of many things they spoke
together, Stting in the evening in the opening of the tent. One night there was a sorm. The tent was blown
down, and their bedding was wet. They dressed under the floundering canvas, and having made things
secure, for the rest of the night they walked in the rain, reding with deep. Next day they repaired the tent,
spread out their blankets in the sun, and on the sunny grass they lay down to deep. Paul murmured, "‘We
could have been man and wife so well." But Katherine roused hersdf to say, 'No, no! Richard has me for
keeps, and you for sometimes. | should hate you for a husband, you'd be too tiring, and probably no
good with children. Paul, if | have a baby, it will count as Richard's.’

For three weeks Paul basked in intimacy with the bland Katherine. This, then, was woman, this intricacy
of lovely volumes and movements, of lovely resistances and yiddings, of play, laughter and quietness. She
was just animd made perfect, and as such she was unfathomable spirit a once utterly dependable and
utterly incalculable, mysterious. Paul knew, even in his present huge content, that there was much more of
woman than was revedled to him, more which could only be known through long intimacy, in fact in the
stress and long-suffering and intricate concrescence of marriage. This, Richard had, but he himsdf had
not, perhaps would never have. The thought saddened him; but it did not bite into him poisonoudy, as his
virginity had done. Fundamentaly, he was to be henceforth in respect of woman a peace. Her beauties
would no longer taunt him and waylay him and tether him. Henceforth he would have strength of her, not
weskness.

In these expectations Paul was judtified. His retarded spirit, starved hitherto of women, now burgeoned. |
could detect in him day by day, amogt hour by hour, new buds and growing points of sengtivity, of
percipience, hitherto suppressed by the long winter of his frugtration. Even during the rapturous holiday



itsdf, when hiswhole interest was centred on the one being and on his love play with her, he was a the
same time exfaliating into a new and vita cognizance of more remote spheres. On ther last day he wrote

this poem:

Last night.

wal ki ng on the heath.

she and 1.

alive.

condescended toward the stars.

For then we knew

quite surely

that all the pother of the universe

was but a prelude to that summer night
and our uniting.

and all the ages to cone

but a cadence

after our |oving

Nestled down into the heather

we | aughed.

and took joy of one another.

justifying the cosmc enterprise for ever
by the nmoments of our caressing.

while the sinple stars

wat ched

unseei ng.

Thus | overs, nations, worlds, nay gal axies.
concei ve thenselves the crest of all that is.

iv. LONDON AND THE SPIRIT

Paul spent the last fortnight of his summer holiday a home, preparing for the next term, and feding the
influence of Katherine spread deeply into his being. When he returned to work, he found that he looked
about him with fresh interest. Walking in the streets of London, he now saw something besides stray
flowers of femininity adrift on the stream of mere humanity. He saw the stream itsdf, to which, after dl,
the women were not dien but integral. And just as woman had been a challenge to him, so now the gresat
humen flood was a chdlenge to him, something which he mugt come to terms with, comprehend.

Thetime had come for me to attempt my most ddlicate piece of work on Paul, the experiment which was
to lead me to a more inward and sympathetic apprehension of your kind than anything that had hitherto
been posshble; the deep and subtle manipulaion which incidentaly would give Paul a treasure of
experience beyond the normd reach of the firg Men. It was my am to complete in him the propaedeutic
influence with which | had occasiondly disturbed himin childhood. | therefore set about to induce in him
such an awakened state that he should seeindl things, and with some constancy, the dazzling intendty of
being, the depth beyond depth of sgnificance, which even in childhood he had glimpsed, though rarely.
With this heightened percipience he must assess his own mature and deeper sdf and the far wider and
more fearsome world which he now inhabited. Then should | be able to observe how far and with what
idiosyncrasies the mentdlity of your kind, thus aided, could endure the truth and praise it.

It was chifly in the streets and in the class-room that Paul found his challenge, but also, as had ever been
the case with him, under the stars. Their frosty glance had now for him a more cruel, a more wounding
ggnificance than formerly, a Sgnificance which drew poignancy not only from echoes of the street, and
the class-room, and from the sunned flesh of Katherine, but aso from the war.

Paul had promised himsdf that when he had come to terms with woman he would devote his leisure to
that intellectud touring in which he had never yet been able serioudy to indulge. But even now, it seemed,



he was not to carry out hisplan, or at least not with the comfort and safety which he desired. What was
meant to be a tour of well-marked and well-guided routes of the mind, threatened to become in fact a
desperate adventure in londy dtitudes of the pirit. It was as though by some inner compulson he were
enticed to travel not through but above dl the menta cities and dominions, not on foot but in the air; as
though he who had no sill for flight were to find himsdf periloudy exploring the currents and whirlpools,
theinvisble diffs and chasms, of an dement far other than the earth; which, however, now displayed to
his miraculous vison a detailed inwardness opague to the pedestrian observer.

Even in the class-room, expounding to reluctant urchins the structure of sentences, the provisons of
Magna Carta, the products of South America, Paul congtantly struggled for balance in that remote
ethered sphere. Sometimes he would even fdl into complete abstraction, gezing with disconcerting
intengty a some boy or other, while the particular juvenile spirit took form in hisimagination, conjured by
my kill. He would begin by probing behind the defensve eyes into the vast tangled order of
blood-vessdls and nerve fibres He would seem to watch the drift of blood corpuscles, the very
movements of atoms from molecule to molecule. He would narrow his eyes in breathless search for he
knew not what. Then suddenly, not out there but somehow in the depth of his own being, the immeature
somnolent spirit of the child would confront him. He would intimatdy savour those little lusts and fears,
those little joys and unwilling efforts, dl those quick eager movements of a life whose very earnestness
was but the earnestness of a dream. With the boy's hand in the boy's pocket he would finger pennies and
saxpences, or a precious knife or toy. He would look into dl the crannies of that mind, noting here a
promise to be fulfilled, there a blank insengtivity, here some passion unexpressed and festering. Rapt in
this contemplation, he would fdl blind to everything but this unique particular being, this featured monad.
Or he would hold it up in contrast with himsdlf, as one might hold for comparison in the pam of the hand
two little crystds, or inthefidd of the telescope a double star. Sometimes it would seem to him that the
boy and himsdf were indeed two great spheres of light hugdy present to one another, yet hdd eerndly
diginct from one another by the movement, the swing, of their diverse individudities. Then, like a memory
from some forgotten life, there would come to him the thought, Thisis just Jackson Minor, a boy whom |
mud teach." And then, "Teach what'!" And the answer, more apt than explicit, Teach to put forth an ever
brighter effulgence of the spirit."

While Paul was thus rapt, some movement would recdl the class to him, and he would redlize with a kind
of eager terror that not only one but many of these huge presences were in the room with him. It was as
though by some mirade a company of mgestic and angdic beings was crowded upon this pin-point
floor. And yet he knew that they were just a bunch of lads, just a collection of young and ephemerd
humen animds, who dmogt in the twinkle of a star would become black-coated citizens, parents,
grandparents and discreetly laid-out corpses. Between then and now, what would they do'! What were
they for'! They would do geography and scripture, they would make money or fal to make money, they
would take young women to the pictures, they would do the done thing, and say the said thing. Then one
day they would redize that they were growing old. Some of them would scream that they had not yet
begun to live, others would shrug and drift heavily gravewards. So it would be, but why?

In the lunch hour, or when the school day was over, or in the evening when he was waiting to go to some
show, he would let hmsaf glide on the Street flood to watch the faces, the action, to speculate on the
sgnificance of this gesture and that.

Sometimes he would wak unperturbed through street after street, cardesdy turning the pages of the
great picture book, dwdling lightly for a moment on this or that, on this comicality or eegance, on that
figure of defeat or of complacency. Straying up Regent Street, he would amuse himsdf by sorting out the
natives from the provindd vigtors, and the foreign nationds from one another. He would surmise whether
that painted duchess knew how desolate she looked, or that Lancashire holiday-maker how conscious
that he was a stranger here, or whether the sweeper, with douch hat and broom, fdlt, as he looked, more



red than the rest. Odours would assal him: odour of dust and horse-dung, odour of exhaust fumes
rubber and tar, odour of cosmetics precarioudy triumphing over femde sweat. Sounds would assal him:
footsteps, leather-hard and rubber-soft, the hum and roar of motors, the expostulation of their horns,
voices dso of human animds, some oddly reveding, others a mere mask of sound, a carapace of
standard tone, reveding nothing. Above dl, forms and colours would assal him with their depths of
sgnificance. Wdll-tailored young women, discreet of glance; others more blowsy, not so discreet. Young
men, vacantly correct, or betraying in some movement of the hand or restlessness of the eye an
undercurrent of self-doubt. Old men, daughter-attended, tremblingly holding around ther withered flesh
the toga of seniority, bath-wrap-wise. Women of a past decade, backward leaning for weight of bosom,
bullock-eyed, uncomprehending, backward graining under the impending pole-axe. After the smooth
arift of Regent Street, he would find himsdlf in the rapids of Oxford Street, buffeted, whirled hither and
thither by successive vortices of humanity, of tweed-clad men, and women of atificd slk, of children
toffee-smeared, of parents piloting their families of messenger boys, soldiers, sailors, Indian students,
and everywhere the constant flood of indigtinguishable humanity, neither rich nor poor, neither beautiful
nor ugly, neither happy nor sad, but restless, obscurely anxious, like a dog shivering before a dying fire.

At some point or other of his easeful wandering a change would probably happen to Paul. He would
suddenly fed himsdf oppressed and borne down by the on-coming flood of hisfellows. He would redize
that he himsdf was but one indistinguishable drop in this huge continuum; that everything most unique and
characterigtic inhim he had from It; that nothing whatever was himsdf, not even this craving for discrete
exigence that the contours of his body and his mind had no more origindity than one ripple in a
wave-train. But with a violent movement of sdf-affirmation he would inwardly cry out, ‘I am |, and not
another.’ Thenin aflash he would fed hisredity, and believe hmsdf to be a subgtantia spirit, and eternd.
For a moment dl these others would seem to him but as moving pictures in the panorama of his own
dl-embracing df. But dmost immediatdly some passing voice-tone in the crowd, some passng gesture,
would stab him, shame him into redlization of others. It would be as in the class-room. He would be
overwhemed not by the featureless drops of an ocean, but by a grest company of unique and diverse
spirits. Behind each on-coming pair of eyes he would glimpse a whole universg, intricate as his own, but
different; gmilar in its basic order, but different in detall, and permeated through and through by a
different mood, a different ground-tone or timbre. Each of them was like a ship forging toward him,
moving beside im and beyond, and tralling a great oreading wake of past life, past intercourse with the
world. He himsdf, it seemed, was tossed like a cork upon the inter-crossing trains of many past careers.
Looking at them one by one as they came upon him, he seemed to see with his miraculous vison the
teeming experiences of each mind, as with a telescope one may see on the decks of a passng liner a
great company of men and women, suddenly made red and intimate, though inaccessible. The ship's bow
rises to the dow waves, and droops, in sad reiteraion, as she thrugts her way forward, oxlike, obedient
to somewill above her but not of her. And so, seemingly, those wayfarers blindly thrust forward on ther
courses, hand-to-mouth fulfilment of their mechaniam, ignorant of the hdmaman's touch, the owner's
indructions. Here, bearing down upon him, would appear perhaps a tdl woman with nose like a liner's
gem, and fo'c'de brows. Then perhaps an old gentleman with the white wave of his moustache curling
under his prow. Then a rakish young girl. Then a bulky freighter. Thus Paul would entertain himsdf with
fantasies, till sooner or later a bleak familiar thought would strike him. Each of these vessdls of the spirit
(this was the phrase he used) had indeed a hdmsaman, keeping her to some course or other; had even a
master, who worked out the details of navigation and set the course; but of owner's indructions he was in
most cases completdy ignorant. And so these many ships ploughed hither and thither on the high seas
vanly, not fulfilling, but forlornly seeking, ingructions. And because the mechaniam of these vessds was
not of insendtive sted but of desires and loathings, passions and admirations, Paul was filled with a great
pity for them, and for himsdf as one of them, a pity for their half-awakened state between awareness and
unawareness.



After such experiences in the heart of the city, Paul, in the train for his southern suburb, would aready
change his mood. Even while the train crossed the river the dteration would come. He would note,
perhaps, the sunset reflected in the water. Though so unfashionable, it was after dl dluring. The barges
and tugs, jeweled with port and starboard and mast-head lights, the vague and diffy rank of buildings
thetralling smoke, dl these the sunset dignified. Of course it was nothing but a flutter of ether waves and
shifting atoms, glorified by sentimenta associations. Yet it compelled attention and an irrationd worship.
Sometimes Paul withdrew himsdf from it into his evening paper, resentful of this ingdious romanticism.
Sometimes he yidded to it, excuang himsdf in the name of Whitehead.

If it was a night-time crossing, with the dm stars beyond the smoke and glow of London, Paul would
experience that tremor of recognition, of unreasoning expectation, which through my influence the stars
had ever given him, and now gave him again, tinctured with a new dread, a new solemnity.

And when a lagt he was a home, and, as was his custom, waking for a few minutes on the Down before
going to bed, he would fed, if it were a jewdled night, the overwheming presence of the Cosmos. It was
on these occasions that | could most completely master him, and even lift him precarioudy to the
Neptunian plane. First he would have a powerful apprenension of the earth's rotundity, of the continents
and oceans preading beneath him and mesting under his feet. Then would 1, usng my best kill on the
many keyboards of his brain, conjure in hm a compdling perception of physca immendty, of the
immengty firg of the gdactic universe, with its intermingling streams of stars, its gulfs of darkness; and
then the huger immendty of the whole cosmos. With the eye of imagination he would perceive the scores,
the millions, of other universes, drifting outwards in dl directions like the fire-spray of a rocket. Then,
fadening his attention once more on the dray aom earth, he would seem to see it forging through time,
traling its long wake of aeons, thrusting forward into its vaster, its more tempestuous future. | would let
him glimpse that future. | would pour into the overflowing cup of his mind a torrent of visons. He would
concelve and sensuoudy experience (as it were tropica rain descending on his bare head) the age-long
but not everlasting downpour of human generations. Strange human-inhumean faces would glimmer before
him and vanish. By asmple device | made these glimpsad beings intimate to him; for | permitted him ever
and agan to see in them something of Katherine, though myserioudy transposed. And in the strange
aspiraions, strange fears, strange modes of the spirit that would impose themsdlves upon his tortured but
exultant mind | took care that he should fed the strange intimate remoteness that he knew in Katherine.
Withmy best art | would sometimes thrash the strings of his mind to echoes of man's last, most glorious
achievement. And here again | would kindle this high theme with Katherine. Along with dl this richness
and splendour of humean efflorescence | established inhim an enduring emotiond certainty that in the end
is downfdl and agony, then slence. This he had fdt dready as implict in the nature of his own species,
his own movement of the symphony; but now through my influence he knew with an absolute conviction
that such must be the end aso of dl things human.

Often he would cry out againd this fate, inwardly screaming like a child dropped from supporting arms.
But little by little, as the months and years passed over him, he learned to accept thisissue, to accept it at
least in the degpest solitude of his own being, but not dways to conduct himsdf in the world according to
the find discipline of this acceptance.

At lagt there came a night when Paul, griding aone through the rough grass of the Down, facing the Pole
Star and the far glow of London, wakened to a much clearer ingght. One of Kathering's children had
recently been knocked over by a car and serioudy hurt. Paul saw Katherine for a few moments after the
accident. With shock he saw her, for she was changed. Her mouth had withered. Her eyes looked a him
like the eyes of some animd drowning in a well. It was upon the evening of that day that Paul took this
maogt memorable of dl hiswalks upon the Down. | plied him, as so often before, with images of cosmicd
pan and grief, and over dl of them he saw the changed face of Katherine. Suddenly the horror, the
crudty of existence burst upon him with a new and insupportable violence, so that he cried out, sumbled,



and fdl. It seemed to himin his agony of compassion thet if only the pain of the world were his own pain
it might become endurable; but it was the pain of others, and therefore he could never magter it with that
grange joy which he knew was sometimes his If dl pain could be made his own only, he could surdy
grasp it firmly and put it in its place in the exquisite pattern of things. Yet could he? He remembered that
maostly he was a coward, that he could not endure pain even as wel as others, that it undermined him,
and left im abject. But sometimes he had indeed been able to accept its very panfulness with a strange,
quiet joy.

He thought of a thing to do. He would have a careful look at this thing, pain. And so, Stting up in the
grass, he took out his pocket-knife, opened the big blade, and forced the point through the padm of his
left hand. Looking fixedly at the Pole Star, he twisted the blade about, while the warm blood spread over
his hand and trickled on to the grass. With the first shock his body had legpt, and now it writhed. The
muscles of his face twisted, he set his teeth lest he should scream. His forehead was wet and cold, and
faintness surged over him; but gill he looked a Polaris, and moved the knife.

Beneeth the Star spread the glow of London, a pae glory over-arching the many lives. On his moigt face,
the wind. In his hand, grasped in the pam of his hand, the thing, pain. In his mind's eye the face of
Katherine, symbal of dl compasson. And, surging through him, induced by my power in him,
gpprehensions of cosmica audterity.

Then it was that Paul experienced the illuminaion which was henceforth to rule his life. In a sudden blaze
of indght he saw more deeply into his own nature and the world's than had ever before been possble to
him. While the vison lasted, he sat quietly on the grass staunching his wounded hand and contemplating in
turn the many facets of his new experience. Lest he should afterwards fal to recapture what was now so
exquidtdy clear, he put his findings into words, which however seemed incapable of expressng more
than the surrounding glow of his experience, leaving the bright centrd truth unspoken.

This pain in my hand, he sad, 'is panful because of the interruption that has been caused in the
harmonious living of my flesh. All pain is hateful in that it is an interruption, a discord, an infringement of
some theme of living, whether lomy or exated. This pain in my hand, which is an infringement of my
body's lowly living, is not, it SO happens, an infringement dso of my spirit. No. Entering into my spirit, this
panis afeature of beauty. My spirit? What do | redlly mean by that? Thereisfirg 1, the minded body, or
the embodied mind; and there is aso my spirit. What is it? Surely it is no subgtantid thing. It is the musc
rather, which |, the indrument, may produce, and may aso appreciate. My glory is, not to preserve
mysdf, but to create upon the strings of mysdf the music that is spirit, in whatever degree of excedlence |
may; and to appreciate the music in mysdf and others, and in the massed splendours of the cosmos, with
whatever ingght | can mugter. Formerly | was dismayed by the knowledge that pain's evil was intrindc to
pain. But now | see dearly that though this is so, though pain's evil to the pain-blinded creature is an
absolute fact in the universe, yet the very evil itsdf may have a place in the music which spirit is There is
no music without the torture of the strings. Even the over-graining, the dow wearing out, the sudden
shattering of indruments may be demanded for the ful harmony of this dread music. Nay, more. In this
high mugc of the spheres, even the heartless betrayas, the mean insufficiencies of will, common to dl
humen ingtruments, unwittingly contribute by their very foulness to the intolerable, the inhuman, beauty of
the music!

By now Paul, having bound up his hand, having wiped his knife and put it away, had risen to his feet, and
was waking towards home with trembling knees, pursuing his argument.

"To make the mudc that spirit is, that, | now see, is the end for which dl living things exigt, from the
humblegt to the mogt exalted. In two ways they make it: glorioudy, Purposefully, in their loyd gtrivings,
but dso shamefully, unwittingly, in their betrayas. Without Satan, with God only, how poor a universe,



how trite a musc! Purposefully to contribute to the music that spirit is, this is the great bestitude. It is
permitted only to the elect. But the damned aso, even they, contribute, though unwittingly. Purposefully
to contribute upon the drings of one's own being, and aso to respond with ecstasy to the great cosmic
theme inflooding from dl other insruments, thisis indeed the sum of duty, and of beatitude. Though in my
own conduct | were to betray the music which is spirit, and in my own heart dishonour it, yet ssemingly it
is not in redity sullied; for it dare aval itdf dike of Christ and Judas. Yet must | not betray it, not
dishonour it. Yetif | do, it will not be sullied. Mystery! Purposefully to make the music that spirit is, and
to ddight in it! The ddighting and suffering of dl minded beings are within the musc. Even this very
profound, very dill ddight, this ecstasy, with which | now contemplate my hand's pain and Kathering's
digtress and the long effort and agony of the worlds, this dso is a contribution to the music which it
contemplates. Why am | thus chosen? | do not know. Bt it is irrdevant that this instrument rather than
that should sound this theme and not another, create this ecstasy and not that agony. What matters is the
music, that it should unfold itsdf through the ages, and be fulfilled in whatever end is fitting, and crowned
with admiration, worship. But if it should never be rightly fulfilled, and never meetly crowned? | have
indeed a very clear conviction that over the head of time the whole music of the cosmos is dl the while a
fulfilled perfection, the eternd outcome of the past, the present and the future. But if | am mistaken? Then
if it is not perfected, itisat least very excdlent. For this much my eyes have seen.’

He was now coming down the dope toward the street lamps and lighted windows. On the other side of
the little valey the water-tower of the lunatic asylum rose black againg the sky. He stood for a while. At
that moment a faint sound came to him from across the valey. Was it a cat? Or had a dog been run
over? Or wasit a human sound between laughter and horror? To Paul it came as the asylum's comment
on his meditation. Or was it the comment of the whole modern age? For awhile, he kept slent, then sad
doud, 'Yes, you may be right. Perhapsiit is | that am mad. But if so this madness is better than sanity.
Better, and more sane.’

On the fallowing day Paul wrote a poem. It reveds the blend of intuitive exatation and metaphysca
perplexity in which he now found himsdlf.

When aman salutes the perfection of redity Peace invades him. as though upon the completion of some
high duty as though his lifes task were achieved in this act of loydty Was the task illusory? Is this
bestitude but the complacency of sdf-expanson? Or does the red, perfect formaly. yet dam for its
judtification and fulfilment admiration? As a man's love transmutes a woman. kindling her features with an
inner radiance. does mind's worship transfigure the world?

8 THE MODERN WORLD

i. PAUL UNDERTAKES HIS TASK ii. THE RESEARCH iii. FRUITS OF THE RESEARCH iv. PAUL SETTLES DOWN
i. PAUL UNDERTAKESHISTASK

WITH this spiritud achievement solidly accomplished, Paul was ready to observe London and the world
with new eyes. In fact he was now well fitted to carry out the main work that | had purposed for him. He
himsdf would have been content amply to carry on his teaching with new vitality and conscientiousness,
and for the rest to pursue with deeper understanding his leisurdly tour of the countries of the mind. But he
was soon to discover that more was demanded of him, and that he who had so latdy learned the lesson
of quietness, must now embark on a life more active, more resolute, than anything that he had formerly
attempted.

His new purpose dawned on him dowly, and as it became clear to him and formidable, he both lusted in
it and feared it. Hisfind and precise apprehension of it flashed upon him as he was waiting on the top of
adationary and throbbing motor-omnibus outside the greet railway terminus of Cannon Street, watching



the streams of bowlered or soft-hatted business men, hurrying to ther offices. There surged through him
suddenly a violent hunger, or was it a sacred cdl, to apprehend precisely and with understanding the
whole phenomenon of the modern world, to see it in relaion to his recent vison, to discover its deeper
sgnificance. So indgtent was this new craving that he had to restrain himsdf from descending there and
then into the Street to ask each of the crowd in turn what he was redlly doing with hislife, and why.

Paul was frightened by the violence of his own desire, and by its qudity of freskishness, even of insanity.
He pulled himsdlf together and argued againg it. It would interfere with his own work, and with his peace
of mind. He was nat fitted for any such world-study. Moreover, he ought not to give up his life to merdy
apprehending; he must do, must serve. However wel he should understand, the world would be none the
better.

As the days passed, however, this new craving took firmer hold of him. He fdt it growing into an
irresgible, an insane obsession. So vidlently did he drive to exorcize it, that he was threatened with
breakdown. Clearly, if he were forced to pursue my purpose againg this desperate reluctance, he would
pursueitill. | therefore decided that, in order to gain hiswilling co-operation, | mugt attempt to give im a
frank and precise explanation of my relaions with him. This would be a difficult undertaking, and one
which would have been impossible to carry out on any but a carefully selected and prepared individud.

One night, as Paul waslyingin bed, | constructed in hisimagination a detailed image of mysdf as | should
have appeared to his eyes. He saw me as a great grey human monalith, snake-eyed. | then spoke to him,
through his own imagingtion. | explained that | was a human being of the remote future, living upon
Neptune, and that it was my task to sudy the Terredtrid ages of Man. For this work, | said, | had
chosen him as my indrument. If necessary | could by an inner compulsion force him to work for me, but
the work would fare better if he would enter into it willingly. | explained that, by heping me to render
something of Terredtrid higtory into the consciousness of my own species, which, | said, was mentdly far
more advanced than his own, he would be serving not only me but his own kind.

Next morning Paul recalled the night's experience with amazement, but dismissed it as a dream. On
succeeding nights | influenced him again, giving him more detail of my world and my power over himsdf.
| referred him, moreover, to two books. One of these, aready published, was An Experiment with Time,
by J. W. Dunne, Thiswork, | told him, though to the Neptunian mind it was philosophicaly naive, might
hep him to understand the incurdon of future events into the present. The other book, which would be
cdled Last and First Men, had yet to appear.

When Paul encountered the firg of these books, he was profoundly disturbed, and ill more so when,
some months later, he read the other in manuscript. He now became convinced of the redity of my
intercourse with him. For awhile he was terrified and revolted at the knowledge that another human mind
hed access to his every thought, and could even induce him to think and desire as it was nat in his own
nature to think and desire. That his character should be largdy the product of another mind seemed to
hm & firg an intolerable violaion of his privecy, nay, of his identity. | had therefore to remind him,
patiently and night by night, that even apart from my power over im he was an expresson of influences
other than himsdf, that whatever was didinctive of hm was not truly his a dl. 'You forget, | sad, ‘that
your nature is the product of an infinite mesh of causes; of evolution, of the hither-thither turmail of human
higory, and findly of your parents, of Katherine, of the war, and of your boys. Will you then rebel
because yet another influence, hitherto unsuspected, is discovered to have part in you, an influence, too,
which has very greatly increased your spiritud stature? If so, your recent illumingtion on the Down was
less deep than it should have been. You have not redized in your heart that the bare private individudity
isa negligible thing, that what is glorious or base is the form which circumstance imposes on it. | mysdf
am in the same case with you. | am the product of a vast web of circumstance, and my mind is probably
open to the critical ingpection and even the influence of | know not what beings superior to mysdf.



Compared with you | am indeed of a higher order of mentdity, but no credit is due to me for this greater
richness and sgnificance of my nature. Aswdl might the concluding chord of a symphony take credit for
the sgnificance poured into it by dl its predecessors. Thereisof coursein both of us, and in dl men, and
dl living things, and dl sub-vitd beings, the one universd mirade of spontaneous doing, which is the
essentid life of dl existence. Through the ad or the limitation of circumstance some may do much, others
litle. What matter which of us does which? All the tones of the mudc are needed for the muscs
perfection. And it isthe music done that matters, not the glorification of this ingrument or that."

In afew days Paul was reconciled to his fate to such an extent that he began eagerly to debate with
himsdf how he should gratify the new passon which hitherto he had only with difficulty restrained. The
fervour with which he embarked on his task combined the lusty hunger of an appetite with the exdtation
of a sacred duty.

| further prepared him by meking him redlize that his recent experience on the Down was the vitd spark
lacking to dl typicad modern thought, the missing and al-relevant word without which its jumble of
verbiage could never make sense, the dill amdl voice which done, working in each heart, could ever
bring peace to the modern world. Paul knew, of course, thet this experience of his was by no means
unique. Other ages had more profoundly entered into it. Even in his own age it sometimes occurred. But
it had played little part in the common life of the mind; the few who had known it had nearly dways
withdrawn into their inner fortress. Disengaging themsdlves from the dross which confuses modern
thought, they had at the same time unwittingly rejected a treasure which had never before come within
man's reach. Contenting themsdves with vain repetitions of old truths, they were deef to the new truth
which was as yet but gammeringly expressing itsdf in men's minds. They could see vary dealy the
centrd error of the modern spirit, namey, the belief that redlity is whally included in the world of sense.
Revolting from this fally, they erroneoudy declared this world a phantom and a snare, and naivey
conceived that in their ecstasy the soul, escaping from illuson, found hersdf at last untrammeled and
immortd. | was at pains to make Paul see unmistakably that, for those who have entered superficdly into
the life of the spirit, thisis the mogt ingdious, the most lethdl of dl snares.

On the day after his illumination upon the Down, Paul had told himsdf that he had escaped from the
foundering vessd of himsdf. The swarms of his fdlow men and women dl over the world could do
nathing but labour incessantly from wave to wave of the maglstrom, pausing only now and then on some
crest to look around them and redlize that they were ploughing a waste of waters; and that one and dl
mus snk. Paul saw them tormented by sdf-prizing; though aso more nobly tortured and exdted by
persond love, and by the intengfied pain of watching the beloved's pain. Thisit was, indeed, that chiefly
dignified them above the beasts. But this dso it was tha tethered them to the waste of waters, like
foundering may-flies. Thair interest was dmost whally persond, ether in sdlf-regard, or hate, or love; but
increesngly they saw that in the waste of existence there could be no lasing home for persona pirits
anywhere, and so no permanency of comfort for anyone's beloved. Each of them, and each beloved,
mud settle heavily down into old age, like lesky vessdls. If only they could have sunk in battle array
fighting for some great cause! But their saling orders had not come through to them, or had been so
mutilated that they found no clear direction.

Thus Paul had figured things out on the day after his illumingtion. By some miracle he himsdlf, ssemingly,
hed escaped from the foundering vessd of himsdf. He had escaped smply by alegp of the imaginaion, a
soaring flight into the upper ar; whence, sdfless, he could watch the shipwreck of himsdf and dl selves
with a strange, gill compassion, but without revolt. Yet subsequently, under my continued influence, he
saw that thisimage was fdse and dangerous. He had not escaped. No sdf could escape. And now at last
he redlized that escape was not desirable. For he had seen something of the beauty for which dl sdlves, if
they could but see it, would suffer gladly, and gladly be annihilated.



Paul now once more turned his attention to the world thet it was his task to observe. Suddenly a truth,
which he had long vagudly known, but had never before dearly stated to himsdlf, became both clear and
urgent. At lagt he saw the Stuation of his species unambiguoudy from the cosmica point of view. He saw
what it was that he and his contemporaries should be doing with their world. Fate had given them an
opportunity which had been withhdd from every early age. They had sumbled on the power of
controlling the destiny of the humean race. They had dready gained some mastery over physicd nature,
and afar greater magtery was seemingly in store for them. Already their world had become one world, as
it had never been before. Moreover, they must some day learn how to remake humen nature itsdf, for
good or for ill. If they could begin to outgrow ther limitations of will, if they could fed beyond their
sdf-regard, ther triba jealouses and their congtant puerile obsessions, then they could begin not only to
congtruct a Utopia of happy individuds, but to make of their planet a Sngle and most potent instrument of
the spirit, capable of music hitherto unconceived.

What humanity should do with itsdf in the far future, no one could tdl; but one conviction now stood out
with certainty in Paul's mind, namely, that over dl the trivid and inconsstent purposes that kept the tribes
of men in conflict with one another, there was one purpose which should be the supreme and inviolae
purpose of dl men today, namdy, to evoke in every extant human being the fullest possible diveness, and
to enable dl men to work; together harmonioudy for the meking of a nobler, a more dive human nature.

Some such purpose as this was obscurely dawning in many minds throughout the Western and even the
Eagtern world. But though they were many, they were a minute proportion of the whole; and their vison
was unclear, their will unsure. Opposed to them were many violent powers, and the dead-weight of
cusom, not only in the world but in themselves dso. What chance was there that these few groping
minds would wrench the great world into a new way of living? Paul now with eager interest, nay with
passion, with awe, with grim zest, took up his task of watching and assessing the intense little drama of

your age.

Lest he should lose dght of the wider bearings of that drama, Paul fird meditated on the cosmicd
ggnificance of human endeavour, which now for the fird time was beginning to be tentaivey
apprehended by man himsdf. The immediate outcome of his meditation was this poem:

I's man a di sease

that the blood of a senile star

cannot resist?

And when the constellations regard us.
is it fear, disgust, horror.

(at a pl ague-stricken brother

derelict from beauty).

that stares yonder

so sharply?

Gas the stars are

They regard us not.

t hey judge us not.

they care for nothing.

W are alone in the hollow sky.

Then ours, though out of reach, those trinkets.
wi t hhel d.

unspoi | ed;

ours the sleeping and unconmanded geni
of those old | anps;

ours by right of nentality;

by right of agony.

by right of l[ong heart-searching.

by right of all we must do with them
when our day conmes.



when we have outlived our childishness.
when we have out grown

the recurrent insanity of senility.
Then surely at |ast man.

and not bickering nonkeys.

shal | occupy the universe.

ii. THE RESEARCH

Paul now devoted dl his leisure to his great exploration. He began tentatively, by reading much modern
literature, and talking politics and philosophy with his friends. Both these occupations were of course
familiar to him; but whereas formerly they had been pursued in the soirit of the tourist, a rather
bewildered tourist, now they were carried out with passon and an assurance which to Paul himsdf
seemed miraculous. This beginning led him on to make a careful sudy of the mentdity of the whole
teaching profession, both in schools and universities; and thisin turn developed into a wide and profound
research into dl manner of menta types and occupations from road-menders to cabinet minigers. With
my constant help, and to his own surprise, the slent and retiring young schoolmaster, who had aways
been so panfully conscious of the barrier between himsdf and his kind, began actively to seek out
whatever contacts promised to be sgnificant for his task. With amazement he discovered in himsdf a
tdent for devisng inoffendve methods of making acquaintance with dl sorts of persons whom he needed
for his collection. Indeed, he pursued his work very much in the spirit of a collector in love with his
specimens, and eager to discover by wedth of instances the laws of their being. If one day he happened
to conceive that such and such a well-known personage or humble neighbour could give him light, he
would be tormented by a violent, dmost sexud, craving to meet the chosen one, and would leave no
stone unturned until he had achieved his end.

Under my influence he aso developed a captivating power of socid intercourse, which, however, would
only come into action in specid circumstances. In the ordinary trivid socid occasions he remained as a
rule dumsy, diffident and tiresome; but in any Stuation which was relevant to his task, he seemed to come
dive to be a different person, and one tha he thoroughly ddighted to be. It was not merdy that he
discovered a gift of conversation. Sometimes he would say amost nothing. But what he did say would
have a dartling effect on his hearer, drawing him out, compelling him to get a clear view of his own work
and ams, forcing him to unburden himsdf in a confesson, such tha a the close of it he would perhaps
declare, 'Yes, that is redly how | face the world, though till today | hardly thought of it that way.'
Sometimes, however, Paul himsdf would be admost voluble, commenting with a srangedy modest
assurance on the other's function; Often he would find himsdf assuming for the occasion an appropriate
persondity, a mask peculialy suited to appear intdligent and sympathetic to this particular men or
womean. Paul was sometimes shocked at the ingncerity of this higtrionic behaviour; though he pursued it,
for the sake of its extraordinary effectiveness. And indeed it was not redly ingncere, for it was but the
naturd result of his new and intense imaginative ingght into other minds. Sometimes when he was in the
presence of two very different individuas whom he had previoudy encountered apart, he would be hard
put to it to assume for each the right mask without rousing the other's indignation. Thus, to give a rather
crude example of this kind of predicament, having on Monday won the confidence of a member of the
Communig Party, and on Tuesday the benevolence of a British Petriot, he happened on Wednesday to
come upon them both together in violent dtercation. Both at fird greeted him as an dly, but before he
fled he had been reviled by each in turn.

One curious limitation of Paul's taent he found very distressng. Brilliant as he was a evoking in others a
clearer consciousness of their own deeper thoughts and desires, he was incgpable of impressng them
with his own ideas. Strong in his own recent spiritud experiences, and in his increesng grasp of the
contemporary world, he yet falled completely to express himsdf on these subjects. This was but naturd,
for he was no genius, dill less a prophet; and, save in the office in which | needed him and ingpired him,



he remained inarticulate. This incgpacity disturbed him increesingly as the months and years passed. For
increesingly he became convinced that the modern world was heading toward a huge disaster, and that
nothing could save it but the awakening of the mass of men into a new mood and grester ingght. More
and more dearly he saw in his own meditations just what this awakening must be. Yet he could never
make it clear to others, for as soon as he tried to express himsdf, he fdl gammering or mute. The trouble
lay partly in his incompetence, but partly aso in the fact that through my help he had seen both sides of a
truth which to his fellows was dmost never reveded thus in the solid. Paul's interlocutor, therefore, was
aure to be blind ether to one or to the other aspect of Paul's centrd conviction; ether to his sense of
obligation in the heroic and cosmicdly urgent enterprise of man upon his planet, or to his seemingly
inconggtent perception of the finished, the inhuman, beauty of the cosmos.

Mogt panfully when he was with members of the ‘inteligentsd did his mentd pardyds seize him. He
meade contact with many writers and artists. Each of these brilliant beings he treated at first with doglike
respect, bdieving that at last he had come into the presence of one who had broken into new truth. But
somehow he never went very far with any of them. For a while he delighted them, because he simulated
them to apprehend ther own vison with a new clarity. But snce ther visons were not as a rule very
profound, they and he soon saw dl there was to see in them. At this point Paul's tdent invariably
disappeared, and henceforth they thought him dull, bourgeois, not worth knowing. He could no longer
hold their attention. He had not the necessary flow of persond tittle-tattle to carry him through when
deeper interests flagged. On the other hand, if ever he dared to tdl them his own views, he merdy made
afool of himsdf, and was trested ether with kindly ridicule or with inattention. Thus, though he came to
know his way about the intelectud life of London, he was never taken into any circle or school. Most
crdeshad a one time or other tolerated him on thar fringes, yet he remained unknown, for no one ever
bothered to mention him to anyone else. Thusit happened that he was aways apart, dways able to look
on without pledging his faith to any creed, his intdlect to any theory. Every creed, every theory, he
secretly tested and sooner or later regjected in the light of his own recent illuminaion. In this manner Paul
served my purpose admirably. As a tissue-section, to be studied under the microscope, may be stained
to bring out detalls of dructure that would otherwise have remained invisble so Paul, whom | had
treated with a tincture of Neptunian vison, revealed in exquisite detal the primitive organs of his mind,
some of which took the stain and others not. Obvioudy it is impossible to reved the whole issue of the
experiment to readers of this book, since they themsdves suffer from Paul's limitations.

Throughout these crowded years Paul sill carried on hisdaly work at the school, though inevitebly as his
atention became more and more occupied, his teaching suffered. All his free time, dl his holidays, he
now spent on histask of exploration. It was a strange life, so rich in human intercourse, and yet so londly;
for he dared not tdl anyone of the red purpose of his activities, of their Neptunian aspect, lest he should
bethought insane. To his friends he appeared to have been bitten by some queer bug of curiogity, which,
they sad, had filled him with a quite amless mania for inquiry, and was ruining his work.

To ad his project he undertook a number of enterprises, none of which he did well, snce a heart he
regarded them only as means of the pursuit of his secret purpose. He worked for a politica party,
lectured to classes organized by the Workers Educationd Association, collaborated in a socid survey of
apoor didrict. Also he haunted certain public-houses, attended revivdis meetings, became intimate with
burglars, swindlers, and one or two uncaught murderers, who, he found, were extremey thankful for the
opportunity of unburdening themsdves under the spdl of his myderioudy doof sympahy and
understanding. He made contact with many progtitutes and keepers of brothels. He respectfully explored
the minds of homosexuas, and others whose hungers did not conform to the lugts of ther fdlows He
found hisway into many chambers of suffering, and was present at many death-beds. He was welcomed
inmining villages, and in dum tenements. He discussed revolution in the homes of artisans. Equdly he was
received in the houses of bank managers, of ship-owners, of great indudrid employers. He conferred
with bishops, and dso with the dignitaries of science, but no less eagerly with vagabonds, over stolen



delicacies, seated behind hedges. Part of one summer he spent as a dock labourer, and part of another
as a harvest hand in the West of England. He travelled steerage on an emigrant ship, and worked his
passage on a tramp steamer dong the Bdtic coasts. He made a brief but crowded pilgrimege to Russa,
and came home a Communig, with a difference. He tramped and bicycled in Western Europe; and in
England he made contact with many vistors from the East. Yet dso he found time to keep abreast of
contemporary literature, to heunt studios, to discuss epigemology and ethics with bright young
Cambridge philosophers.

Indl thiswork he found that he was congtantly and sometimes sternly guided by an inner power, which,
though | never again openly communicated with him, he knew to spring from me. Thus he was endowed
with an infdlible gift of selection and of detective inquiry. Through my help he covered in a few years the
whole fidd of modern life, yet he never wasted his strength on vain explorations. With the precison of a
hawk he descended upon the sgnificant individud, the Sgnificant movement; and with a hawk's assurance
he neglected the irrdevant. Sometimes his own impulses would run counter to my guidance. Then he
would find himsdf directed by a mygterious, an inner and hypnotic, impuldon, ether to give up what he
hed planned to do, or to embark on some adventure for which his own nature had no indlination.

Month by month, year by year, there took shape in Paul's mind a new and lucid image of his world, an
image a once terrible and exquigte, tragic and farcicdl. It is difficult to give an idea of this new vidon of
Paul's, for its power depended largely on theimmense intricacy and diverdty of his recent experience; on
his sense of the hogts of individuals svarming upon the planet, here sparsely scattered, there congested
into great clugters and lumps of humenity, here machine-ridden, there ground into the earth from which
they sucked ther scanty livdihood. Speaking in ten thousand mutudly incomprehensible didects, living in
manners reprehensible or ludicrous to one another, thinking by concepts unintdligible to one another, they
worshipped in modes repugnant to one another. This new sense of the mere bulk and variety of men was
deepened in Paul's mind by his enhanced apprehension of individudity in himsdf and others, his awed
redization that each sngle unit in dl these earth-devadtating locust armies carried about with it a whole
cognized universe, was the plangent indrument of an intense and sdlf-important theme of mind. For Paul
hed by now learned very thoroughly to perceive the redlity of dl human beings and of the world with that
penetrating ingght which | had firg dicited from himin childhood. On the other hand, snce he was never
whally forgetful of the stars, the shock between his sense of human littleness in the cosmos and his new
sense of man's physica bulk and spiritud intengty increased his wonder. Thusin spite of his perception of
the indefeasible redity of everyday things, he had aso an overwheming conviction that the whole fabric
of common experience, nay the whole agreed universe of human and biologicd and astronomica fact,
though redl, concedled some vadter redlity.

It must not be forgotten that throughout his exploration Paul was jedoudy mindful of my presence within
him, and that his sense of an ulterior, a concedled, redity, was derived partly from the knowledge that
within himsdlf, or above himsdf, there was concealed a more exdted being. He knew that | was ever
behind his eyes, ever atentive in his ears, ever pondering and gfting the currents of his brain. Yet, save
when | swayed him with unaccountable cravings and reluctances, my presence was whally unperceived.

It must be remembered that | used Paul in two manners, both as a transparent ingrument of observation,
and as asample of your mentdity. | was interested not only in the externd facts which he recorded, but in
his reaction to them, in the contrast between his gppraisement of them and my own. That contrast | may
express by saying tha whereas | mysdf regarded the Teredtrid sphere primaily with detachment,
though with detachment which held within itsdf a passon of imagingtive sympathy, Paul regarded dl
things primarily from the human point of view, though he was able aso by a continuous effort to maintain
himsdf upon the loftier plane. For meit was a triumph of imagination that | could enter so fully into your
remote and fantagtic world. For Paul it was a triumph that in spite of his fervent humanity, his compassion
and indignation, he could now regard his world with cdlestid doofness. Thus the two of us together were



like two different musica instruments playing againg one another in two different tempos to produce a
sngleintricacy of rhythm.

To the Neptunian inteligence, however, there was a dightly nausedting pathos even in Paul's most
chastened enthusiasm. Only through the secret and ironical influence of my presence within him could he
avoid taking the fate of hisworld too much to heart. The mind that has but latdly received a commanding
revelaion which exdts it above the pettiness of dally lifeis very prone to a certain extravagance, a certain
farcicd pomp, in its devotion. The Neptunian mind, on the other hand, born into the faith and needing no
sententious conversion, was sometimes impelled by Paul's solemnity to wonder whether even the find
tragedy of man on Neptune called mogt for grief or for laughter.

lii. FRUITSOF THE RESEARCH

Paul had dready made it clear in his own mind what the human am should be. Man should be griving
into ever-increasing richness of persondity. He should be preparing his planet and his many races of
persons to embody the great theme of spirit which was as yet so dimly, so reuctantly, concelved. In fact
men should be preparing to fulfil his office as a centre in which the cosmos might rgjoice in itsdf, and
whence it might exfoliate into ever more hrilliant being. Paul found aso in his heart a conviction, cam,
though humanly reluctant, that in the end must come downfdl; and that though man must srive with dl his
drength and constancy of purpose, he must yet continualy create in his heart the peace, the acceptance,
the cold bright star of cognizance which if we name it we misname.

In his exploration Paul sought to discover what progress man was meking in this twofold venture. He
found aworld in which, far from percelving the cosmicd aspect of humanity, men were for the most part
insengtive even to the purdy human aspect, the need to make a world of full-blown and joyful human
individuas. Men lived together in close proximity, yet with scarcely more knowledge of one another than
jungle trees, which blindly jostle and choke, each griving only to raise its head above its neighbours.
Beings with =0 little perception of their fellows had but a vague apprehension of the humean forest as a
whole, and dmogt none of its potentidities. Some confused and dreamlike awareness of man's cosmica
function no doubt there was. As avery fant breeze, it spread among the waiting tree-tops. But what was
to come of it?

In such a world there was one kind of work which seemed to Paul, not indeed the most important, for
many operations were equaly important, but the most directly productive work of dl, namdy, education.
Among the teachers, asindl waks of life, Paul found that, though some were indeed pioneers of the new
world-order, many were dmogt entirdy blind to the deeper meaning of ther task. Even those few who
hed eyes to see could do buit little. Ther pupils had at dl costs to be fitted for life in a world careless of
the spirit, careless of the true ends of living, and thoughtful only for the means. They must be equipped for
the economic struggle. They must become good business men, good engineers and chemids, good typists
and secretaries, good husband-catchers, even if the process prevented them irrevocably from becoming
fully dive human beings. And so the population of the Western world was made up for the most part of
drange thwarted creatures, skilled in this or that economic activity, but blind to the hope and the plight of
the human race. For them the sum of duty was to play the economic game shrewdly and according to
rule, to keep their wives in comfort and respectability, therr husbands wel fed and contented, to make
their offgpring into quick and rdentless little gladiators for the arena of world-prices. One and dl they
ignored that the arena was not merdly the market or the stock exchange, but the sand-multitudinous
wadte of sars.

Of the innumerable congtructors, the engineers, architects, chemists, many were udng their powers
merdy for gladiatorid victory. Even those who were sincere workers had but the vaguest notion of their
function in the world. For them it was enough to serve faithfully some imposing individud, some firm, or



a best some nationd State. They conceived the god of corporate human endeavour in terms of comfort,
effidency, and power, in terms of manufactures, oil, dectricity, sewage disposd, town-planning,
aeroplanes and big guns. When they were not at work, they killed time by motor-touring, the cinema,
games, domedticity or sexud adventures. Now and then they registered a political vote, without having
any serious knowledge of the matters at stake. Yet within the limits of their own work they truly lived,
thar cregtive minds were zedfully obedient to the laws of the materids in which they worked, to the
grength and eadticity of metds, the forms of cantilevers, the afinities of atoms.

Of much the same mentdity, though dedling with a different materid, were the doctors and surgeons; for
whom men and women were precarioudy adjusted machines, waking bags of intestines, boxes of
telephone nerves, chemicd factories lidble to go wrong a any minute, fidds for exploration and
fee-making, possible seats of pain, the greeat evil, and of death, which, though often preferable, was never
to be encouraged. They were familiar equaly with desth, and birth, conception and contraception, and dl
the basic agonies and pities. They protected themsdves againg the intolerable dead-weight of human
uffering, sometimes by cdlousness of imaginaion, sometimes by drink or sport or private fdicty,
sometimes by myths of compensation in eternity. A few faced the bleak truth unflinchingly yet aso with
unquenched compassion. But nearly al, though loyd to the militant life in human bodies, were too hard
pressed to be familiar with the uncouth exploratory ventures of human minds And so, through very
loydty to life, they were for the mogt part blind to the other, the supernd, beaty.

Even more insulated, those very different servants of human vitdity, the agriculturists, whose minds were
fashioned to the soil they worked on, lived richly within the limits of therr work, yet were but obscurely,
delusvey, conscious of the world beyond their acres. In the straightness of their furrows, and the fullness
of their crops, in their deek bulls and gdlions, they knew the joy of the maker; and they knew beauty.
But what else had they? They had to thrust and heave from morning till night. They had to feed ther
beasts. Brooding over ther crops, dreading floods and droughts, they had not time for the world. Yet
they envioudy despised the town-dwellers. They censured dl newfangled ways, they condescended to
teach their sons the lore of their grandfathers, and they guarded their daughters as prize heifers. They put
on black clothes for chapel, to pray for good weather. They beieved themsdves the essentid roots of the
State. They measured naiond greatness in terms of wheat and yeoman muscle. The younger ones,
town-infected with their motor-bicycles, ther wirdess, their atifida slks, their political views, ther
new-fangled mords, revolted agangt endavement to the soil. Both young and old dike were vagudy
unquiet, disorientated, sengng even in ther fidds the futility of existence.

Mogt typicd of your isolaion from one another were the seamen, who, imprisoned nine parts of their
lives in a heaving box of sted, looked out complainingly upon a world of oceans and coasts. They
despised the landsmen, but they were ever in search of a shore job. Monastic, by turns cdibate and
polygamous, they were childlike in their unworldly innocence, brutelike in their mental blindness, godlike
(to Paul's estimation) in their patience and courage. They loved the flag as no landsman could love it.
They were exdusvey British (or German or what not) but loyd dso to the universal brotherhood of the
sea (or didoyd), and fathful to the owners (or unfaithful). Day after day they toiled, shirked, dandered,
threatened one another with knives; but in face of the typhoon they could discover amongs themselves a
deep, an inviolable communion. They measured dl persons by seamanship, crew-discipline, and dl things
by seaworthiness and ship-shapeliness. They took the stars for Sgnposts and timepieces, and on Sunday's
for the lamps of angels. Contemptuous of demacracy, innocent of communism, careless of evolution, they
ignored that the liquid beneath their keds was but a film between the solid earth and the void, but a
passing phenomenon between the volcanic confuson of yesterday and the dl-gripping ice-fidds of
tomorrow.

Seemingly very different, yet a bottom the same, was the case of the indudrid workers of dl
occupations and ranks, whose dreams echoed with the roar of machinery. For the mass of them, work



was but a davery, and the height of bliss was to be wdl paid in idleness. They loudly despised the
wedthy, yet in ther hearts they desired only to mimic them, to disolay expensve pleasures, to have
powers of swift locomotion. What ese could they look for, with ther stunted minds? Many were
unemployed, and spiritudly dying of mere futility. Some, dole-shamed, fought for self-esteem, curang the
world that had no use for them; others, dole-contented, were eager to plunder the society that had
outlawed them. But many there were among the indudirid workers who waited only to be wrought and
disciplined to become the storm troops of a new order. Many there were who earnestly willed to make a
new world and not merdly to destroy an old one. But what world? Who could saize this haf-fashioned
ingrument, temper it, and use it? Who had both the courage and the cunning to do so? Seemingly only
those who had been themsdves so tempered and hardened by persecution that they could not conceive
any find bestitude for man beyond regimentetion in a proletarian or afascist State.

Certanly the paliticians could never saize that weapon. They climbed by their tongues, and when they
reached the tree-top, they could do nothing but chatter like squirrds, while the sorm cracked the
branches, and the roots parted.

The journdists? Was it they who could fertilize the waiting seed of the new world? Little seekers after
copy, they made ther living by the sde of habit-forming drugs. They had ther loydties, like the rest of
men; but they trusted that in preserving the tradition of the Press, or in sarving some great journd, they
served wel enough. They ignored that in the man ther journas spread poison, lies the mentdity of
society's baser parts. They made sex obscene, war noble, and patriotism the height of virtue. A few there
were of another kind, who sought to bring to light what the authorities would keep dark, whose am it
was to make men think by offering them sugared pills of wisdom, spiced problems of state-craft,
peepshows of remote lands and lives, glimpses of the whole of things They were indeed possible
trumpeters of a new order, though not world-builders. But they were few and hobbled, for a every tun
they must please or go under. And the thought which they so devotedly spread was of necessty
over-amplified and vulgarized, to it the spirit of the times.

The dvil servants, could they remake the world? Wrought and tempered to a great tradition of loydlty,
they were devoted only to the smooth-running and just-functioning and minor improvement of the socid
meachine.

The socid workers, so formidable with eye-witnessed facts, so indignant with the machine, so kindly-firm
with 'cases, so loyd to the socid gospel, and to the fulfilling of persondity, so contemptuous of cosmica
irrdlevances, and moraly outraged by those who, even in a foundering world, have an eye for beauty!
They had their part to play, but they were repairers, physicians, not procreators of a new world.

The rdigious folk, who should have been society's red blood-corpuscles, transfusng ther spiritud
treasure into dl its tissues, had settled down to become a huge proliferaing parasite. Mostly of the middle
class, they projected ther busness interests into another world by regular payments of premiums on an
eternd-life assurance policy; or they compensated for this world's unkindness by concelving themsdves
each as the sole beloved in the arms of Jesus, or at least as alife member in the very select cdestid club.
But some, teased by a haf-seen vison, by a conviction of mgesty, of beauty they knew not whereabouts
nor of what kind, were persuaded to explain their bewildered ecstasy by ancient myths and fantasies. For
the sake of ther bright, featurdess, guiding star, they believed what was no longer credible and desired
whet it was now base to desire.

The scientists, so pious toward physica facts, so arch-priestly to their fellow-men, were indeed a noble
amy of miners after truths, but they were imprisoned in deep gdleries, isolated even from each other in
their thousand saps. Dally they opened up new vens of the precious metd; and sent the bright ingots
doft, to be mortised into the golden temple of knowledge, with its great thronged hdls of physcs,



adronomy and chemidry, biology and psychology; or to be put to commercid use, whether for the
increase of happiness, or for killing, or for spiritud debasement, or to be indrumenta in one way or
another to the achievement of pure cognizance. Two kinds of scientists Paul found. Some were but
eydess cave-reptiles, or moles who came reluctantly into the upper world, nosng across men's path,
conceding ther bewilderment under dust-clouds of pronouncements. Some, though innocent of
philosophy, ventured to set up metaphysica edifices, in which they repeated dl the structurd defects of
the old systems, or were sent toppling by the dizzying of their own unschooled desires, whether for the
supremacy of mind, or for the immortdity of the individud. The public, tricked by the same unschooled
desires, applauded their acrobatic feats, and was blind to their disaster. Others, more cautious, knew that
dl scientific knowledge was of numbers only, yet that with the incantation of numbers new worlds might
be made. They were preparing to take charge of mankind, to make the planet into a sngle well-planned
edtate, and to re-orientate human nature. But what kind of a world would they desire to make, whose
knowledge was only of numbers?

But the philosophers themsaves were scarcdly more hdpful. Some dill hoped to reach up to redity
(which the scientists had missed) by tiptoeing on a precarious scaffold of words. Others, preening their
intdllectud consciences, abjured dl such adventures. They were content merdy to mdt down and
remodd the truth ingots of the scientists, and to build them together upon the high, the ever-unfinished
tower of the golden temple; Some were so in love with particularity that they ignored the universa, others
s0 impressed by the unity of dl things that they overlooked discreteness. Yet doubtless by exchange of
findings and by mutud devadtation they were year by year gpproaching, corporately, irresdibly, but
asymptaticaly, toward a centrd truth; which lay ever at hand, yet infinitdy remote, because eterndly
beyond the comprehension of haf-human minds. For, like ther felows, the philosophers of the species
hed a blind spot in the centre of the mind's vison, so that what they looked at directly they could never
see. Like archaeologists who lovingly study and dassify the script of a forgotten language but have found
no key to its meaning, the philosophers were wise chiefly in knowing that whoever daims to interpret the
rigmarole of haf-human experience is either afoal or a charlatan.

There were the artists, despisers of the mere andyticd intdligence. What hope lay with them?
Microcosmic creators, for whom love and hate and life itsdf were but the matter of art, in ther view the
whole meaning of human existence seemed to lie soldy in the apprenenson of forms intringcaly
'sgnificant, and in the embodiment of visons without irrdevance. Athletes of the spirit, by the very
intendty of their angle aesthetic achievement they were prone to cut themsalves off from the dill-living,

though desperately imperilled world.

There were others, artists and haf-artists, who were leaders of thought in Paul's day, publicigs, noveids,
playwrights, even poets. Some ill preached the Utopia of individuds, the private man's heaven on earth,
ignorant thet thisided had logt its spell, that it must be sought not as an end but as a means, that it must
borrow fervour from some deeper fire. Some affirmed, pontificaly or with the licence of a jester, that dl
human endeavour expresses unwittingly the urge of some cryptic, evolving, deity, which tries out this and
that organic form, this and that human purpose, in pursuit of an end hidden even from itsdf. Some,
ridiculing dl superdtition, declared existence to be nothing but dectrons, protons, ethered undulations,
and supeditioudy asserted that cognisance, passon and will are identical with certain dectrica
disturbances in nerve fibres or muscles. Some, zestfully prodaming the futility of the cosmos and the
impotence of man, cherished their own cdm or heroic emaotions, and deployed their cloak of fortitude
and flowing rhetoric, mannequins even on the steps of the scaffold. Some, whose sole care was to avoid
the taunt of credulity, and the taunt of emationdism, fagtidioudy, degantly, shook off from their fingers the
dugt of beief, the uncleanness of enthusasm. Some, because reason (jockeyed and overpressed by so
many riders) had failed to take her fences, condemned her as a jade fit only for the knackers; and led out
inher stead a dark horse, a gift horse whose mouth must not be inspected, a wooden horse, bdlyful of
trouble. Some, glefully discovering that the hated righteousness of their fathers drew its fervour from



disreputable and unacknowledged cravings, preached therefore that primeva luds done directed dl
humen activities. Some, because ther puritan mothers dared not receive the revedion of the senses,
themselves wallowed in the sacred wine till ther minds drowned. Some were so tangled in the love of
mother, and the discord of mother and mate, that they received from woman not nourishment, not
drength, but a sweet and torturing poison, without which they could not live, by which ther minds were
corroded. Some, exquigitey discriminaing the myriad flavours and perfumes of experience, cared only to
refine the paate to the precison of a wine-tagter; but registered dl ther subtle apprehensions with a
desolate or with a defiant conviction of futility, a sense of some huge omisson in the nature of things or in
man's percipience. Some cognized their modern world but as flotsam gyraing on the cosmica flux, a film
or ordure in which men and women swam spluttering, among disintegrated cigarette-ends, dattering cans,
banana skins, toffee papers, and other disused shegthings. For them filth was the more excruciaing by
reason of ther intuitions of purity violated, of auderity desecrated. Others there were, no less
excruciated, who nevertheless by natatory prowess reached the mud-flats of old doctrine, whereat last
they thankfully reclined, ‘wrapped in the old miasmd mist', and surrounded by the rigng tide.

What was the upshot of Paul's whole exploration? For me there issued in my own mind the pure, the
delighted cognizance, both of Paul's world and of Paul himsdlf, the appraisng organ that | had chosen.
For Paul the upshot was a sense of horror and of exatation, a sense that he was participating in a torrent
of momentous happenings whose find issue he could but vagudy guess, but whose immediate direction
was toward ruin.

He saw dearly that man, the most successful of dl Terrestrid animds, who had mastered dl rivas and
taken the whole planet as his hunting-ground, could not master himsdlf, could not even decide what to do
with himsdf. All over the West man was vishly in decline. The great wave of European energy, which
gave hm magtery over nature, which carried the European peoples into every continent, which lent them
for awhile unprecedented intdlectud vison and mord senstivity, now visbly falled. And what had come
of it? The Black Country and its counterpart in dl Western lands, mechanized life, rivd imperidisms
agid bombardment, poison gas, for the mind, a deep and deadly sdf-disgust, a numbing and
unacknowledged shame, a sense of huge opportunities missed, of a unique trust betrayed, and therewith
a vad resentment againg earlier generations, againg humen nature, agang fate, agang the universe.
What more? An attempt to cover up guilt and futility by mechanicd triumphs, business hudle, and the
sound of a hundred million gramophones and radio-sets.

Paul asked himsdf 'How has dl this happened? And he answered, '‘Because we cannot ook into our
minds and see whét redly affords laging satisfaction, and what is merdy reputed to do so; because our
individudity is a dimendonless point, because our persondities are but masks with nothing behind them.
But in the East, where they say man is less superficd, what is happening? There, presumably, men have
seen truths which the West has missed, But they stared at ther truths till they fdl into a hypnotic trance
which lasted for centuries. They made it an excuse for shunning the world and dl its daims, for gratifying
themsdlves in private bestitude. And now, when a the hands of the West the world is forced on them
irresdibly, they fdl into the very same errors that they condemn in us. And the Russans? Socidly they
are the hope of the world. But have they as individud beings any more redity, any more percipience, than
the rest of us?

Over this despair, this disgust of humean futility, Paul triumphed by taking both alonger and awider view.

'We shdl win through,” he told himsdf. "We mudt. Little by little, year by year, aeon by aeon, and in spite
of long dark ages, man will master himsdlf, will gan deeper ingght, will make a better world. And if not
mean, then surdy some other will in the end fufil his office as the cosmica eye and heart and hand. If in
our little moment heisin regression, what matter? The grest musc must not dways be triumphant music.
There are other songs beside the songs of victory. And dl songs must find their sngers'!”



Shortly after the find meditation in which he summed up the whole issue of hisinquiry, Paul wrote a poem
inwhich he made it clear to himsdf, though with a certain bitterness, that he cared more for the music
which is spirit than for the human or any other insrument. In the find couplet there appears the
self-conscious disliusonment which is characterigtic of your age.

If man encounter

on his proud adventure

other intelligence?

If mind nore able.

rangi ng anong the gal axi es.

noose this colt and break him

to be a beast of draught and burden

for ends beyond hin®

If man's aim and his passion be |udicrous.
and the flight of Pegasus

but a mulish caper?

Dobbi n! Pull your weight!

Better be the donkey of the Lord.

whacked on beauty's errand.

than the wild ass of the desert

wi t hout desti nation.

Vision! From star to star the human donkey
transports God's old street organ and his nonkey.

iv. PAUL SETTLESDOWN

Paul had by now almog fulfilled the task that | had demanded of him. Not only had he collected for me
an immense store of facts about the criss of his species, facts the Sgnificance of which he himsdf often
entirdy falled to see, but dso in his own experience he had dready afforded me a very precise ingght into
the capacity of his kind. He had shown me, through years of inner turmail, the aspirations and reluctances
of a primitive being haunted by visons from a higher sphere. In particular he had shown me the limits of
your intdligence and of your will. There were innumerable problems which Paul even with my patient help
could never understand. There were audterities of beauty which even with my most earnest illumingtion he
could not admire. But one test at least Paul had triumphantly passed. He had shown that it was possible
for the average mentdity of the Firs Men, under careful tuition, to apprehend without any doubt
whatever the two supreme and seemingly discordant offices of the individud mind, namely, loyaty to man
and worship of fate. To the Last Men these offices are diglayed as organic to one another; but to the
Firg Men, they are for ever discrepant. Paul's intdlect at least saw this discrepancy, and refused to be
put off with fase solutions of the problem. For the rest though he so dlearly recognized that dl human
purposes should be subordinated to these two supreme ends, he himsdf, like the rest of hiskind, was but
afral vessd.

Snce | had no further use for Paul as a visud and auditory indrument through which to examine your
world, I now ceased to trouble him with the insatigble lugt of inquiry which had mastered him since the
concluson of the war. Hitherto he had pursued his task indefatigably, but now his energy began to flag.
Thiswas due partly to the withdrawa of my simulation, partly to the fact that his uncapacious brain was
dready charged to the full and could bear no more, partly dso to the long physcd drain of the double
lifewhich he had led. For Paul had indeed been wearing himsdf out. Katherine, with whom he ill spent
an occasiona week, had declared that he was withering before his time, that his arms and legs were
dicks and his ribs an old rat-trap. Privady she had noted aso that his embraces had lost their vigour.
She had urged him to 'take things easy for a whilé. And now at last he discovered that he had in fact
neither the energy nor the indination to pursue the old racketing way of life

| madeit clear to him that | required no more work of him, but that | should continue to be with him to



observe the movements of hismind during hisnormd career. For, though | had no further use for him as
an exploratory indrument, it was my intention to watch the way in which his Neptunian tincture would
influence im in middle age and sanility. At this juncture Paul displayed rather interestingly the weakness
of hiskind by futile rebellion, and an attempt to pursue a heroic career for which he was unsuited. | must
not dwell upon thisincident, but it may be briefly recorded for the light which it throws upon your nature.
He had aready, it will be remembered, become convinced that his race was heading for a huge disaster,
from which nothing could save it but an impossible change of heart, of native capacity. In spite of the
current ‘world-economic criss, he had no serious expectation of a sudden catastrophe; but he had come
to believe in a long-drawn-out spiritud decline, masked by a revival of materid prosperity. He looked
forward to centuries, perhaps millennia, of stagnation, in which the half-awakened mind of man would
have sunk back once more into stupor. But he saw this phase as but a momentary episode in the life of
the planet. And he saw the little huge tragedy of the modern world as, after dl, acceptable, a feature of
cosmicd beauty. He knew, moreover, not dearly but yet with conviction, that he himsdf had played
some smdl part in apprehending the drama of his age for the cognizance of the mature and find humen
mind. He knew aso that without my continuous support he had no outstanding ability. Yet, though
fundamentaly he had accepted dl this, and was indeed profoundly at peace, he could not express this
acceptance and this peace in conduct. He could not bring himsdf to participate in the tragedy without
meking efforts to avert it, efforts which he knew mugt be futile, because in the firg place he hmsdf was
not made of the quff of prophets, and because in the second place the nature of his species was
inadequate. Though he knew it was so, an irrdiond fury of partisanship now seized him. Instead of
continuing the work which he could do tolerably well, instead of griving by his school-teaching to didit in
certain young minds an enhanced percipience and ddight, he must needs take it upon himsdf to become
the prophet of anew socid and spiritud order.

Itisno part of my purpose to tdl in detall how Paul, after earnestly seeking excuses for a project which
he knew to be ridiculous, gave up his post in the school; how he devoted himsdlf to writing and speaking,
infact to preaching the new truth that he supposed himsdf to possess; how he tried to gather round him a
group of collaborators, whom secretly he regarded as disciples, how he made contact once more with his
old acquaintance the author of Last and First Men, haled that timid and comfort-loving cresture as a
fellow-prophet, and was hadtily dismissed for a lunatic; how, subsequently, his literary products proved
even to himsdf their ingbility to find their way into print, and his efforts at vocad prophecy earned him the
reputation of a crank and a bore; how he tried to persuade the Communigts that he knew their mind
better than they did themsdves, how he was expdled from the Communig Party as an incorrigible
bourgeois; how the communidicaly indined editor of a well-known literary journd, who at firs hoped to
bring Paul within his own circle, was soon very thankful to get rid of him; how after severd disorderly
scenes in Hyde Park, Paul was eventudly marched off by the police, from whose care he findly escaped
only to take up his abode in the Lunaic Asylum near his suburban home; how after some months of
enforced meditation he was at last released, thoroughly cured of his disease; how, findly, but not until
many far-reaching wires had been pulled in his interest, he was re-established in his old school. These
facts | record chiefly so that | may aso record another. Throughout this fantastic phase of his life, Paul
remained inwardly the cam, the compassionately amused spectator of his own madness.

Of his subsequent career | need only say that within a year he had settled himsdf firmly into harness once
more, with the determination never again to see the ingde of a lunatic asylum. He became indeed an
admirable schoolmaster of the more advanced and sympathetic type, bent upon reform, but cautious. In
consequence of my influence during his youth he was now able to earn a reputation for daring ideas, yet
aso for patience, tact and extreme conscientiousness. In due season he married, begat children, became
a head magter, and introduced far-reaching noveties into his schoal, in respect of curriculum, teeching
methods, and dress. From the point of view of readers of this book, the tense of this last sentence should
have been future, for up to the date of publication, Paul remains a bachelor, Nevertheless | have dready



observed hisfuture career, and can report that, when the time comes for him to retire, he will look back
on his work with thankfulness and modest pride; that, having earlier determined to commit suicide soon
after his retirement, he will change his mind and alow himsdf a year or two to re-assess his life and his
world in the mdlow light of a peaceful old age; that during this period he will afford me much further
knowledge of the senescent phase of your individudity, with its strange blend of wisdom and puerility, its
increased potentiaity of ingght, progressvely thwarted by neurad decay; that when there is no further
reason for him to remain dive, Paul will no longer have the resolution to kill himsdf, and will be trapped in
the quagmire of senility.

9 ON EARTH AND ON NEPTUNE

i. SUBMERGED SUPERMEN

ii. PAUL AND HUMPTY

iii. BACK TO NEPTUNE

iv. EFILOGUE BY THE TERRESTRIAL AUTHOR OF THIS BOOK

. SUBMERGED SUPERMEN

| HAVE been describing a Stuation in which, had the inteligence and the integrity of average men and
women been dightly more robust, your world might have passed dmog a a legp from chaos to
organization, from incipient dissolution to a new order of vitdity. Many minds were cdealy aware tha
they were puppetsin a huge and tragic farce, though none were able to put an end to it. | have now to tdl
of a different and much less imposng pattern of events, which was enacted in your midst without
reveding its ggnificance to any man. In this case disaster was brought about, not by any lack of naive
intdligence or of native integrity, but by the action of a savage environment on minds too gifted for your
world.

While our observers were watching the forlorn efforts of your species to cope with problems beyond its
powers, they detected dso in many regions of your planet the promise of a new and more human
species. The tragic fate of these more brilliant beings is anongst the mogt remarkable incidents in the
whole higory of Man. Hereit isimpossible to do more than outline this amazing story.

Throughout the career of your species, biologicd forces have now and then thrown up individuds in
whom there was some promise of a higher type. Nearly dways this promise was frustrated smply by the
physologicd indahility of the new mutation. The new brain forms were associated ather with actud
digtortions of body, or a best with normd structures which were inadequate to bear the nove drain.
During the great ferment of indudrid revolution in Europe and America, these biologicd mutations
became much more numerous. Thus was afforded a serious posshility of the emergence somewhere or
other of a type which should combine superior mentdity with a physique capable of supporting the new
cerebra organs.

When the earliest phase of indudridism was passed and conditions had improved somewhat, it became
less difficult for abnorma beings to preserve themsdves The growth of humanitarianism, moreover,
tended to foster these crippled supernormals dong with the subnormas for whom they were invariably
mistaken. Toward the end of the Nineteenth and the beginning of the Twentieth Centuries, we found here
and there in the dities and indudrid areas of the Western World, and later in indudtrid Asa, many
hundreds of these individuds. They were of diverse biologica condtitution, but Smilar in respect of the
factors which, with good fortune, should produce supernormd inteligence and supernormd integrity.
Many of them, however, were tormented by gross bodily maformation; some, though more or less like
ther fdlows in generd anatomy, were no less hampered by biochemicd mdadjusments, some, though
otherwise normd, were crippled by excessve weight of brain. But a few, sprung from stock of
exceptiondly tough fibre and ample proportions, were able to support and nourish their not excessvely
large heads without undue gtrain, at least in favourable conditions.



Now it might have been expected that these individuds, potentidly far more brilliant than the most gifted
of the normd kind, would have risen very rgpidly to postions of power; and that, at the same time, they
would have successfully established their type by propagation. Within a few generations, surely, they
would have completely dominated the earlier and inferior species. But this was not to be. Even among the
vay sndl minority who combined mentd superiority with bodily hedth, circumstance was fadly and
ironicaly hogtile. With regard to propagation, to take the smpler maiter firs, most of these superior
beings, even those who were hedthy and sexudly potent, were strongly repelent to norma members of
the opposite sex. They did not conform to any recognized pattern of sexua beauty. They were neither of
the dlasscd nor of the negroid nor of the mongolian styles, which aone were favoured by the ‘cinema.
Indeed they were definitdly grotesque. Ther heads, in most cases, looked too big for their bodies, and
they were apt to have bull necks. In many of them, moreover, there was a disurbing uncouthness of
fadd expresson, which to the normd eye seemed sometimes insane, sometimes infantile, sometimes
diabolic. Conseguently it was dmost impossible for them to find mates.

More interesting to our observers was the falure of these potentidly superior beings to assert themsdves
in a world of inferiors. Though they were biologicdly very diverse, soringing in fact from entirdy
independent mutations, these beings were dike in one respect, namdy their very prolonged childhood
and adolescence. The new and more complex brain organization could not develop successfully unless it
was associated with an abnormdly dow rate of growth. Therefore such of these beings as were able to
urvive were dways ‘backward' not only in gppearance, but in some respects, mentaly also. Thus a boy
of ten years would look like a child of gx; and mentaly, though in some respects adready more devel oped
then his parents, he would seem to them to be hopelesdy incompetent. Judged by smilar standards, the
norma human child would appear hopdesdy backward in comparison with the baby ape, dthough in
redity he would be far more intdligent and promisng. Smilarly, these superior children were invariably
considered by their parents and guardians as distressingly inferior.

This backwardness of the new individud was due, not solely to the downess of physologicd growth, but
aso to the fact that with more delicate percipience he found in the experiences of childhood far more to
ddight and intrigue him than the normd child could gather. These beings remained so long in the phase of
perceptua and motor experimentation, and later so long in the phase of play, partly because for them
these fidds were so crowded with interest. Smilarly, when at length they attained adolescence, the dawn
of salf-consciousness and other-consciousness was for them so brilliant and overwhdming that they had
inevitably to take many years to adjust themsdvesto it.

So great was this seeming backwardness that they were often regarded by their elders, and by ther own
generation also, not merdy as inferior, but as serioudy deficient. Often they were actudly treated as
insane. Thusin spite of thelr superiority they grew up with a devastating sense of thar own incapacity,
which increased as they became increesngly aware of the difference between themsdves and others.
Thisilluson of inferiority was aggravated by ther dow sexud development; for at twenty they were
sexudly equivdent to a normd child of thirteen. But, it may be asked, if these beings were redly so
brilliant, how could they be so deceived about themsdaves? The answer is given partly by their serious
physologicd backwardness, but partly dso by the ovewhdming prestige of the inferior culture into
which they were born. At thirty they had Hill the immeturity of the norma youth of eighteen; and finding a
fundamentd discrepancy between their own way of thinking and the thought of the whole world, they
were forced to conclude tha the world was right. It must be remembered, moreover, tha they were
isolated individuds, that no one of them would be likely ever to come across another of his kind. Further,
owing to the precarious baance of ther vitd economy, they were dl short-lived. Hardly any survived
beyond forty-five, the age a which they should have been upon the brink of menta maturity.

One characteridtic of ther childhood was, as | said, a seeming backwardness of interest, which was
taken to be a symptom of mentd limitation. Now with the passage of years this limitation seemed to



become more pronounced. At an age when the norma young man would be dominated by the will to
make his mark in the world by edipsng his fdlows, these srange beings seemed quite incgpable of
‘taking themselves serioudy’. At school and college they could never be induced to apply themsdlves
resolutely to matters which concerned only private advancement. While admiting that for the
community’s sake it was necessary that individuas should' look after themselves, so as not to be a
burden, they could never be made to see the importance of persona triumph over others in the great
game of life, the great gladiatorid display of persona prowess, which was ever the main preoccupation of
the Firs Men. Consequently they could never conjure up the necessary forcefulness, the relentlessness,
the sngleminded pushfulness which done can advance a man. Thar minds, it seemed, were so limited
that they could not form aredly effective sentiment of self-regard.

There were other respects in which the interest of these beings seemed to be pitidbly limited. Even those
fev who enjoyed physca hedth and ddighted in bodily activity, could never be persuaded to
concentrate their atention earnestly upon athletics, dill lessto give up dl ther lesure to the purauit of the
bdl. To the footbal-playing and footbdl-watching population these londy beings seemed dmost
aimindly lax. Further, while enjoying occasondly the spectacle of a horse race, they could raise no
interest whatever in betting. Blood sports they heatily loathed, yet without hate of those who practised
them; for they had no blood lust secretly at work within themsalves. They seemed aso to be incapable of
aopreciaing military glory and nationa prestige. Though in some ways extremdy socid, they could not
pin their loydty to one particular group rather than another. Mord sengtivity, too, seemed ether absent
or so distorted as to be unrecognizable. Not only did they break the sabbath without shame, even in
digtricts where sabbatarianism was unquestioned, but aso in respect of sex they were a source of grave
offence; for they seemed whally incapable of feding that sex was uncdean. Both in word and act they
were shameless. Nothing but ther sexud unattractiveness redtricted their licentious tendencies.
Persuasion was entirdy ineffective, cdling from them only a spate of arguments which, though of course
fantadtic, were very difficult to refute. Compulson done could restrain them; but unfortunately, though
these beings were so lacking in sdf-pride and persond rivary, any attempt to prevent them from
behaving as seemed good to them was apt to cdl forth a fandicd resstance, in pursuance of which they
would reedily suffer even the extremes of agony without flinching. This capacity for diabolic heroism was
amog the only character that earned them any respect from their fdlows, but since it was generdly used
in service of ends which therr neighbours could not appreciate, respect was outweighed by ridicule or
indignation. Only when this heroism was exercised to succour some suffering fellow-mortal could the
normd mind fully appreciate it. Sometimes they would perform acts of superb gdlantry to rescue people
from fire, from drowning, from maltrestment. But on another occasion the very individud who hed
formerly gone to dmogt certain death to rescue a fdlow-citizen or a child, might refuse even a dight risk
when some popular or important personage was in danger. The former hero would scoff at dl gppedls,
merdy remarking that he was worth more than the other, and must not risk hislife for an inferior being.

Though capable of earnest devotion, these god-forsaken cresatures were thought to be too deficient to
appreciate rdigion. In church they showed no more percipience than a cat or dog. Attempts by parents
and guardians to make them fed the fundamenta rdigious truths merdy puzzled or bored them. Yet
Neptunian observers, sationed in these sordy perplexed but sendtive young minds, found them often
vidently disturbed and exated by the two fundamenta religious experiences, namdy by militant love of dl
living things and by the cam fervour of resgnation. Far more than the norma species, and in spite of ther
own racked bodies, they were able to rdish the spectacle of human existence.

Most of them, both mde and femde, showed a very livdy curiosty, which in one or two cases was
successtully directed towards a scientific training. Generaly, however, they made no headway at dl in
science, because at the outset of ther studies they could not see the vdidity of the assumptions and
method of the sciences. One or two of them did, indeed, have the enterprise to go through with thar
training, acquiring with remarkable ease an immense mass of facts, arguments and theories. But they



proved incapable of making use of their knowledge. They seemed to regard dl their scientific work as a
gamethat had little to do with redity, a rather childish game of kill in which the arbitrary rules failed to
develop the true soirit of the game with rigorous consstency. Moreover, the further they explored the
corpus of any science, the more frivoloudy they regarded it, being apparently unable to appreciate the
ubtleties of specidized technique and theory. Not only in science, but in dl intdlectud spheres, they
were, in fact, congantly hampered by a luddity of ingght which seemed to the normd mind merdy
obtuseness. In philosophy, for instance, whither their naturd curiogity often led them, they could not make
head or tall even of principles agreed upon or unconscioudy assumed by dl schools dike. Their teachers
were invariably forced to condemn them as entirdy without metgphysical sense; save in one respect, for it
was often noticed that they were capable of remarkable indght into the errors of theories with which ther
teachers themsdlves disagreed. The truth was that at the base of every intdlectud edifice these beings
found assumptions which they could not accept, or in which they could find no clear meaning; while
throughout the structure they encountered arguments in which they could not see alogicd connexion.

There was one sphere in which severd of these beings did earnestly try to make themselves fdt, namdy
inpolitics and socid improvement. But here they were even more ineffective than elsawhere. They could
never see the importance of the accepted palitical ams or the vdidity of the recognized party maxims.
When politicians demondtrated the inevitable results of this policy or that, these unhgppy midits could
only deplore their own dupidity in not being able to follow the argument. When they themsdves
confessed how they would ded with some problem or other, they were ether cursed for their lack of true
feding or derided for ther childish idedism. In ether case they were charged with being ignorant of
humen nature; and this charge was, in a manner, jus, for they had seldom any conception of the guif
between themselves and the members of the older species.

| have been spesking of those few who were educated so far as to be able to take thought for matters of
theoreticd interest or public concern. But the great mgority never attained this level. Those who were
born into comfortable circumstances generdly came into conflict with the taboos of ther society, and
were odracized; so that they sank into the underworld. Those dso who were born into poor families
were frequently outlawed by ther felows, and being entirdy unfit to make their way in the huge dog-fight
of indudridian, they nealy dways subsded into the humblet occupations. They became
dock-labourers, charwomen, agriculturd labourers, clerks of the lowest order, very amdl shop-keepers,
and expecidly vagrants. It was remarkable that they received on the whole more sympathy and
undergtanding in the lower than in the higher reaches of society. This was because in the Smpler, less
sophisticated, manner of life thelr native intdligence and integrity did not come into obvious conflict with
the proud but crude culture of more 'educated’ folk. Indeed, those whose lot fdl among the 'lower’
classes of society were generdly treated by their peers with a strange blend of contempt and respect.
Though they were regarded as ineffective cranks or fresks, as children whose development hed
somehow been arrested, as 'daft, 'fey’, 'mentd’, they were dso credited with an odd kind of
impracticable wisdom that was too good for this world. Not only so, but even in practical matters ther
advice was often sought; for they seemed to combine a divine innocence and sef-disregard with a
shrewdness, a cunning, which, though it was never used for self-advancement, struck the norma mind as
diabalic.

The kind of life into which these abortive supermen gravitated mogt frequently was a life of wandering
and contemplation. Often they became tramps, drifting from one big town to another, trekking through
agriculturd  didricts, tinkering, sharpening scissors, mending crockery, poaching, seding, bresking
stones, harvesting. A few became postmen, others drivers of motor vans or buses; but though, whatever
their occupations, they worked with incredible efficiency, sddom could they remain for long in posts
which entailed subordination to members of the normd species. The women were more unfortunate than
the men, for vagrancy was less eesly practised by women. Some became seamstresses. A few,
protected by sexud unattractiveness, faced the difficulties and dangers of the road. Others, blessed with



more or less normal looks, chose progtitution as the least repugnant way of earning a liveihood.

Our observers, whenever they studied these unfulfilled gpproximations to a new species, found invariably
amentd pattern definitdy far superior to the normd, but also one which was much less developed than
that of the Second Men, whose career was destined to begin some ten million years after your day.
These superior contemporaries of yours had indeed, for beings whose heads were not much larger than
your own, remarkable intelligence. They were remarkable dso in respect of the organization and unity of
their minds. Where the norma persondlity, torn by conflicts of desire and loydty, would split into two or
more incomplete systems imperfectly related to one another, these preserved their integrity, and chose
that action which did in fact offer the greastest good possible in the circumstances. They were dmost
entirdy without sdlfishness, for they had a capacity for sdf-indght definitdy more penetrating than that of
the normd species. Like the Second Men, they had dso an innate interest in the higher mentd activities, a
craving for intellectua exercise and aesthetic ddight no less imperious than the Smple needs for food and
drink. But unfortunately, since they were isolated individuas overwheimed in childhood by a world of
inferior calibre, they were undble to satidfy these cravings wholesomely. They were like potentid ahletes
trained from birth to use certain muscles in grotesque and cramping actions, and the rest of ther bodies
not at dl. Thus they never developed their powers, and were haunted by a sense of fasty and futility in
dl thar mentd life. They were beings, moreover, in whom we found a vigorous and ludd innate loyaty
toward the supreme adventure of the awakening spirit in man, and in the cosmos. They were very ready
to regad themsdves and others as vesss, indruments of a great corporate endeavour. But,
unfortunately, in their terrible spiritud isolation from their neighbours, they could never whole-heartedly
give themsdlves to the commund life. In spite of the contempt with which they were treated, in spite of
their own confuson of mind, those of them who survived beyond the age of twenty-five or thirty could
not but observe that the minds of their fellow-men were woven upon a different pattern from their own, a
pattern at once cruder and more confused, less intricate yet more discrepant. Moreover, they soon found
reason to suspect that they themsealves adone had the cause of the spirit a& heart, and that the rest of the
world was frivolous. Each of them was like an isolated humen child brought up by apes in the jungle.
When at last he had begun to redize the gulf between himsdf and others, he redized dso tha he had
been damaged past repair by his smian upbringing. In these circumstances he would, as a rule, content
himsdf with a life of persona kindliness and humour, which was ever rooted in the strength of his own
unshakable ecstasy of contemplation.

il. PAUL AND HUMPTY

It so happened that one of these rare beings was sent by his parents to the school where Paul was head
mader. In appearance he was a great lout rather like a grotesque child of eght seen through a
megnifying-glass His thick neck and immense, dmost bald head, was very repulsve to the normd eye.
Only the hinder part of his head bore har, which was sparse, wiry, and in colour like grey sand. The bare
and lumpy dome of his cranium overhung two pae brown eyes, so large that they seemed to occupy the
whole middle region of his face. Beneath an inconspicuous nose was a huge and clear-cut mouth. So
arndl was the lower jaw that the chin, though wedl moulded, seemed but another nose under the great
lips The head was held erect in the attitude of one supporting a pitcher on his crown. This carriage gave
to the face afarcica dignity which the dert and cautious eyes rendered at times maignant. The thick-set
body and great restless hands made women shudder.

No wonder tha this unfortunate child, who recelved the nickname Humpty, was persecuted by his
schoolfdlows. In class his laziness was relieved now and then by fits of activity, and by uncouth remarks
which roused derison among the boys, but which to Paul were sometimes very disurbing. The form
madter at firg reported that Humpty was stupid and incorrigibly indolent; but later it appeared that he was
perpetudly active ether in remote meditations or in observing and criticizing everything save the work in
hand. Puzzled by the lad's seeming aternation between stupidity and brilliance, Paul contrived to give the



whole class a series of intdligence tests. Humpty's performance defeated andyss. Some of the Smplest
tests floored him, yet some of those' intended for 'superior adults he solved without hesitation. Inquiring
into the falluresin the low-grade tests, Paul found that they were dways due to some subtle ambiguity in
the problem. The psychologists were not intdligent enough to test this unique boy.

Paul tried to win Humpty's confidence. He took him out to tea, and waked with hm occasondly at
week-ends. Paul had long been in the habit of taking parties of boys into the country and on the river,
and in the summer he organized camping holidays and trips on the Continent. At first he had hoped to fit
Humpty into this commund activity, but very soon he redlized that nothing could be done with the strange
creature in the presence of his contemporaries. He therefore devoted some time to tregting the boy
separately. Humpty was a fird hodtile, then politdy reticent. When he found that Paul (with my aid)
redized the gulf that lay between him and his fellows, he became cautioudy well-disposed.

Conversation was a firg extremdy difficult. Paul's old gift of adopting a persona suited to his
companions was now invaluable, but falled to produce the sudden and easy intimecy which he desired.
The trouble was that Humpty did not belong to any known type. It was impossible to get in touch with
him on the assumption that he was a norma adolescent; yet in spite of his infantile traits he could not be
successtully treated as a child, for in some ways his interests were dready those of an adult. On the other
hand, Paul's wdl-tried policy of spesking to his boys 'as man to man' was in this case unsuccessful,
because Humpty seemed to be without the normd craving to be a member of the adult fraternity. With
patience, however, and with a sense that he was exploring a mentdity more remote than anything he had
discovered in earlier adventures. Paul plotted out some of the man landmarks of Humpty's nature.
Gradudly an important principle emerged in this study. In so far as Humpty was infartile, his attention
was arrested by aspects of infatile experience which the norma child would miss. Sometimes, for
ingance, before a svim he would lie naked on the bank twiddling his toes for a solid quarter of an hour,
like a baby in its cot, untouched by Paul's bright talk, or his suggestions that it was time to take the
plunge. This conduct filled Paul with despair, till he discovered that what fascinated the boy was the
difference between his control of his toes and his control of his fingers Moreover, Paul had reason to
suspect that there was some other more recondite aspect of the Stuation, which ather could not be
expressed in the English language, or was too subtle for Paul's gpprehension.

When Paul firg made the acquaintance of Humpty, he found the boy in a state of morbid diffidence
punctuated now and then by flashes of contempt for his fdlows. But under the influence of Paul's
sympathy and ingght Humpty began to redize that he was not, after dl, merdy an inferior baing. As his
mind developed, and as he came to understand that he was made on a different pattern from his fellows,
it was borne in on him that in many ways he was superior, that he was basicaly more intdligent, more
capable of coherent behaviour, less beset by aavidic impulses, and above dl that there were certan
aspects of his experience (in some cases the most delectable) to which none but the most sengtive of his
fdlow human beings had any access whatever.

A year dfter hisfirg contact with Humpty, Paul began to fed that the tables had been turned, that he who
hed formerly played the part of the superior was being forced step by step to yidd precedence. The
change began one day when Paul had been trying to rouse Humpty to work harder at school by
gopeding to his competitive saf-regard. When the sermon was over, the boy looked a him with a
wonder tinged with dismay. Then he gave out a sngle bark of laughter, and said, '‘But why on earth
should | want to beat Johnson Minor and the rest? This was not a very remarkable question, but coming
from Humpty it seemed to have a peculiar Sgnificance. And Paul fdt that somehow in his error of tactics
he had displayed a gross vulgarity of feding.

Somewhat later Paul discovered with dismay that he had been quite serioudy asking Humpty's advice
about certain matters of school policy. It was his custom to ask his boys for advice, so as to give them a



sense of responghility; but this time he was perturbed to find that he actudly wanted the advice, and
intended to use it. By now Humpty had sized up the mentdity of his fdlow-mortas very shrewdly; and in
spheres of which he had experience, such as the school, he disdlayed a cold and often a cynicd
intelligence.

After another year had passed, the indolent. Humpty surprised Paul by settling down to work, and
meking up for lost ground so successfully that he soon became the school's mogt brilliant, but most
difficult, pupil. He gave his teachers the impression that in dl hiswork he was but playing a game, or that
he was learning the mentd tricks of the human race without bdieving in them or gpproving of them. It was
impossble to avoid thinking of him as a naturdist in the jungle sudying the mentdity of apes. After 9x
months his fame as a prodigy of scholarship had spread over the whole country. This change in Humpty
graified Paul, but there was another change which was both incomprehensible and distressing. Hitherto
he had seemed to Paul to be dangeroudy lacking in self-regard. Amongs the boys his generosty over
toys, sweets and money had caused him to be mercilesdy plundered, while in his work it was inveterate
carelessness of Hf (so Paul thought) that had made him so ineffective. But now, dong with his fever of
work he developed a propengty for sacrificing the pleasure or well-being of others to his own interests.
In mogt respects he retained his normd and unsdfish nature though tinged with a contemptuousness that
made him cast favours about him as one might fling refuse to the dogs; but in matters in which he fdt a
serious concern he was now a relentless salf-seeker. It took Paul some months to discover the cause of
this extraordinary change, and of the boy's increasing reticence and frigidity. At last, however, Humpty,
during a walk on Leth Hill, announced that he would take his head master into his confidence, because
he mug have the hdp of some intdligent adult. Paul was then given a lengthy account of the boy's
conclusons about himsdlf, about the world which he had the misfortune to inhabit, and about his future.
Paul had a sense that the tables had indeed been turned with a vengeance, and that the grotesque youth
was tregting him with the confident superiority with which normaly a grown man condescends toward a
child; while the head master himsdf involuntarily adopted the respectfulness of one of his own prefects
recaiving ingructions. Y et according to dl sane standards Humpty's plans were preposterous.

After careful psychologicd and biologica inquiry, so Humpty said, he had discovered that he was
profoundly different from the normd humen being, and indeed very superior in menta cdibre
Unfortunately his nature had been serioudy distorted by his barbarous upbringing, Though', he added,
'you yoursdlf have certainly treated me with sympathy, and with as much comprehension as can be
expected of your kind. Indeed itisto you | oweit that | was not completdy ruined during my adolescent
phase.’ Having made this contemptuous acknowledgement, the formidable boy declared that, in spite of
Paul's care, he was probably by now too much damaged to win through in the enterprise which he mugt
attempt. However, he would triumph or die fighting. Here Paul unwisdly interrupted to say how glad he
was that Humpty was at last determined to show his gbility, and that undoubtedly he would make a mark
in the world whatever career he chose. The boy stood ill and faced his head master, gazing at him with
aquizzing expression under which Paul found it hard to preserve his self-respect.

Presently Humpty remarked, with dl the assurance and quietness of one who says he mugt buy
cigarettes, or change his clothes, 'What | mugt do is to make a new world. | am not sure yet whether |
shdl have to destroy it and produce another.' Paul, with immense relief, burst into laughter. But the other
sad only, 'l thought you had more intdligence. In fact | know you have. Think! | mean what | say.' With
dismay Paul redized that Humpty did mean what he said; and with bewilderment he redized further that
something in his own mind applauded. However, he reminded himsdf that this would-be builder of
worlds was merdly an eccentric boy; and he set hmsdf to persuade Humpty that he was making afoal of
himsdf, that no sngle individud, no matter how superior, could achieve such a task. The boy replied,
'What you say is sound common sense, the kind of sense by which your species has hitherto triumphed.
But an dien mentdity such as mine can see very dearly that common sense is aso your undoing, and that,
as a species, you have neither the intdligence nor the virtue to save yoursalves in your present plight. A



superior mind may perhaps be able to discipline you, or to afford you a meraful extinction. With regard
to mysdf, you are right that | shdl dmogt certainly fail. Your world is not easy to move, or to destroy;
and | have been terribly mutilated by early contact with an insengtive, a brutish, species. But | must make
the attempt. And for afew years | shdl need your help. Think the matter over for a few weeks, and you
will see that | am right, and that unless you would betray your own highest idedls you mugt henceforth
subordinate everything ese to my service!'

Once more Paul earnestly protested againg thisfally; but to humour the lad he listened during the rest of
the walk to his amazing plans. First, Humpty declared he would assmilate dl the cultures of the human
race. He was convinced that this would not take him long; for, having discovered his own superiority, he
hed aso gained unique indght into the weakness and the limited but solid achievement of the best human
minds. Having made himsdf the magter of dl man's wisdom, he would proceed to correct it by his own
finer percipience and intelligence. Much that he would thus produce would be beyond the comprehension
of hisfdlows, but he would publish smplified versons of dl his work, based on his thorough knowledge
of the inferior mentdity. When this prdiminary, easy, and purey theoretica, task was completed, he
would set about the practical reform of the world. He was confident that by the time he had reached
meaturity, his superior tact and the unique power of his persondity would enable him to dedl with normd
individuals much as a shepherd deals with his sheep; but he did not disguise from himsdf the fact that he
would have to cope not only with sheep but with wolves, and that very grave difficulties would arise
when the time came to break down the great aavidic organizations and vested interests of the world.
Thistask, he admitted, would need dl his skill, and would probably defeast him. Meanwhile, however, he
would have taken steps to produce other individuas of superior type. Possibly, if his sexud development
turned out normaly, some of these would be his own offgpring. Possibly he would have encountered
other unique beings scattered up and down the world. Possbly he would be able to use his finer
underganding of biology and physology to produce superior men and women from normd ova
Anyhow, by one means or another, if the worst came to the worst, and the norma species proved
incorrigible, he would found a smal colony of supermen in some remote part of the world. This would
become the germ of a new human species and anew world-order. Little by little it would gain control of
the whole planet, and would ather exterminate the inferior species, or more probably domesticate such
members of the subhuman hordes as it required for its own uses.

At the close of this announcement of policy Humpty paused, then began again in a voice which betrayed
an unexpected hestation and distress. 'This programme,’ he said, 'sounds to you fantagtic, but it should
be possible to one of my powers in a world of inferiors. | am no paragon. There should some day be
minds incomparably finer than mine. Yet even I, if my hedth can stand the strain, should prove fit for the
task, but for the severe mutilation which | have dready received at the hands of your species. Till now |
have never told you of my mogt serious trouble. | mugt bring mysdf to lay bare my secret, Snce you must
hep me to make mysdf whole for the work which | am to do.’

Humpty now told Paul that his sufferings during childhood had filled him with a violent hate of whatever
passed as mordity amonggt his fellows. Things had come to such a pitch that, whenever any conduct
seemed likdy to earn generd approva, he concelved an irresstible desire to take the opposite course. In
his recent burst of hard work, for ingtance, public commendation had amog forced him to plunge back
into indolence. Only by reminding himsdf that the real am of his work was to destroy the so-caled
mordity of the inferior species could he keep himsdf in hand. His increasing contempt for the well-being
of others, though it found its excuse in his self-dedication to a great duty, drew its vigour from the sense
that he was earning the condemnation of his fdlows. There was aso a more serious, or at least more
draméatic, way in which his revulson from the gink of mordism threatened to undo him. He was
sometimes saized with an ungovernable, an insane, impulse to violate public decency in whatever manner
would seem at the time most outrageous. He himsdf was sexudly backward, but the awe and shame with
which his elders regarded sex had in early days intimidated him; and when & last he came to redlize the



fdly and abject superdtitiousness of his countrymen in this matter, he conceived a vidlent craving to shock
them.

Having forced himsdf to broach the subject, Humpty was carried away by his passion. He poured out on
the bewildered head master atorrent of grotesque and mogtly obscene fantasies ranging, from schoolboy
anut to acts of bruta sexud aggresson. Of the mogt horrible of these gruesome tithits he said, after a
hushed, dmogt it seemed a reverent, laugh, That ought to be done on the idand in Piccadilly Circus, if
you could catch the right woman there, one of those who look like princesses. But could | do it before
they got a me?

Paul fdt with rdief that leadership had once more come into his hands. He reasoned with the unhappy
boy, and promised to help him. Subsequently he took Humpty to a psycho-analyst who had often dedlt
successtully with difficult casesin the school. But this time the expert was defeated. 1t was impossible to
cure Humpty by bringing to life his unconscious cravings, for in this strange mind everything was fully
conscious. Humpty knew himsdf through and through. Suggestion and hypnotism proved equdly
impossible. After a few mestings the andyst began to beill a ease, for Humpty was taking a mdicious
pleasure in foraing him step by step to a most unflattering salf-knowledge. Not only did the unhagppy men
begin to redize that his skill was mogtly blind guesswork, and that his wisdom left out of account far more
than it embraced, but dso to his horror he discovered that he was dominated by secret desires and
loydties of a rdigious type which he had never had the courage to recognize. When Humpty appeared
for the fifteenth meeting he was told that the andyst was misang. Later it turned out that the distracted
men had suffered a rdligious converson, and had fled away into solitude to meditate. Like so many of his
profession, he was at bottom a smple soul; and when he found in himsdf needs that could be satisfied by
reigion but not by the doctrines of Freud, he could discover nothing better to do than to legp from the
frying-pan of one orthodoxy into the fire of another. Within a few weeks he had joined a monastic order,
and was sudying the psychologica principles of St Thomas.

The crippled mind of Humpty seemed now to go from bad to worse. The more dearly he redized the
damage that had been inflicted on him in childhood, the more he succumbed to hatred, not of his
fellow-men, but of ther false righteousness.

In sane periods he told himsdf that his passion was fantadtic; that when the mood was on him he lusted
merdy to violate and smash, and would harm what was precious no less than what was contemptible;
that his obsession was ruining his mind, and making him unfit for his great task; that he must not let himsdf
be dragged down to the levd of the unhgppy and unseeing beasts who surrounded him.

Paul, wetching from day to day the desperate struggle of his protégé, was overawed by the sense of a
momentous biologicd tragedy. For he could not but surmise that, if this londy and potent being had not
been mutilated, he might indeed have founded a new mankind. Humpty had areaedy fdlen into severd
minor scrapes, from which Paul had with difficulty extricated him. The head master now lived in dread of
thefind catastrophe which would ruin Humpty and incidentally disgrace the school. But the school was,
after dl, spared the extreme disaster. One morning Paul received a letter in which Humpty declared that,
redizing that he was defeated, and that at any moment he might do grievous harm to some innocent
person, he had decided to die. It was his lagt wish that his body should be given to a certan
world-famous neurologist for dissection. Inquiry proved that Humpty had indeed ceased to live, though
the cause of his desth was never determined. Needless to say, though he had aways been the black
sheep of hisfamily, his parents secured for him a decent Chrigtian burid.

Thus ended one of Nature's blundering atempts to improve upon her firdt, experimenta, humanity. One
other superior and much more fortunate individud was destined dmog to succeed in the task tha
Humpty had merdy imagined. Of this other, of the utopian colony which he founded, and of its



destruction by ajealous world, | may tdl on another occasion.
lii. BACK TO NEPTUNE

My task is dmost completed. My mind is stored with an immense treasure, which | have gathered,
bee-like, in your world, and with which | must now return to the great and fair hive whence | came. The
other side of my task dso is drawing to a close. | have dmogt finished this my second message to my
own remote ancestors, the First Men.

Veay soon | sl be free to leave your world of sorrow and vain hope, of horror and of promise
unfulfilled. Presently | shdl return to an age long after the destruction of your planet, and not long before
the more tragic destruction of my own more delectable world. Only with difficulty and danger can the
explorer, after close work in the past, revert once more to his own world. With difficulty and reluctance
aso, | shdl now begin to put off your menta pattern from my mind, as one may put off a mask. As the
grown man who has been long with children, living in their games, grieving with them in their childish
sorrows, istom with regret when at last he must leave them, and haf-persuades himsdf that their nature
and thair ways are better than his own, so | now with reluctance leave your world, with its childish, its so
eedly to be avoided yet utterly inescapable, itsfarcica and yet mogt tragic, disaster. But even as, when a
last the grown man is once more at grips with the world of men, his childishness fdls from him, so, when |
earnedtly revert inimagination to my own world, my assumed primitiveness fdls from me.

It istime to recal mysdf to mysdf. | have been dwdling in your little world, not as one of you, but in
order that | might bring to the racid mind of the Last Men maiter for ddighting cognizance; in order, aso,
that your world may find its crown of glory, not indeed in the way that was hoped, but in being exquistdy
savoured, life by life, event by event, in the racid mind of the Last Men.

| recal mysdf to mysdf. The great world to which | am native has long ago outgrown the myths, the toys,
the bogies of your infant world. There, one lives without the fear of death and pain, though there one dies
and suffers. There, one knows no lugt to triumph over other men, no fear of being endaved. There one
loves without craving to possess, worships without thought of salvation, contemplates without pride of
goirit. There one isfree as nonein your world is free, yet obedient as none of you is obedient.

| recdl mysdf to mysdf. The most lovely community of which | am a member, the most excdlently
fulfilled Spirit of Man, within which my mind is organic, must very soon be destroyed. The madness of the
Qun is dready hideoudy a work upon my world. There lies before my contemporaries an age of
incdculable horror and disntegration. From that horror we must not escape by means of the racid
suicide which aone could save us, for our two supreme acts of piety are not yet accomplished. We have
not yet succeeded in impregnating the remote regions of this gdaxy with the seed of a new mankind. We
have not yet completed our devoted survey of the past. Therefore we may not yet put an end to
oursglves. We must be loyd to the past and to the future.

| recal mysdf to mysdf. Presently | shdl wake inmy Arctic and subterranean garden. Once more | shdl
see with precison and with full colour through my own eyes, not through the obscuring organs of the First
Men. | shdl recognize the familiar forms of Neptunian leaves and flowers, swaying in the subterranean
breeze. | sl fed the large easefulness of my own body. | sl yawvn and stretch and rise. | dhdl svim
luxurioudy in my pool. | shdl enter my gpartment and ring for food. Then, before | see any of my
colleagues, | shdl begin to review my exploration; | shdl record it, and criticdly edit it. For now & last |
ghdl have recovered full Neptunian mentdlity. | shall see with new indght not only your world but my own
f as| was during my long immerson in your world. Probably | shdl amile at my recent earth-infected
thoughts and fedings | shdl amile when | remember this book, this strange hybrid sprung from the
intercourse of a purdy Terrestrid mind and a Neptunian mind, earth-infected. | shdl know that, even
when | mogt drained the understanding of my poor collaborator, 1 was not redly giving him the ful



wisdom of the Last Men, but something far less profound, something that was dready earth-dimmed,
dready three-parts Terredtrid even & its source in my own mind.

With a great thankfulness | shdl recognize my own complete reverson to luddity. With a new awe and
zes | Sdl lay mysdf open once more to the inflooding richness and subtlety of my well-loved world.

After many weeks of |abour | shdl have completed my report, and then | shdl leave my apartment and
meet many of my colleagues, to exchange findings with them.

But, snce in the Catacombs teepathic intercourse may not occur, we dhdl soon travel south to live
together for awhilein a greet crystal pylon where we may pursue our collaboration telepathicaly. And
when we have made of our combined findings a single, living, apprehension of your species, we shdl
broadcast our great treasure tdepathicdly over the whole world; so that dl the million million minds of
our felows may be enriched by it, so that when the time comes for the next awakening of the sngle mind
of the race, that great Soirit also, which is not other than each of usfully awakened, may avall itsf of our
findings for its meditation and ecstasy.

When dl thisis done | shdl cal up teepathicaly the ever dear companion of my holidays, with whom,
before my lagt exploration, | played and dept, where the broken mountain lies spread out into the sea.
There once more we shdl meet and play, watching the populations of the rock pools, and the rigngs and
stings of the Mad Star. There once more we shdl wander over the turfy hillocks and swvim, sedl-like, in
the bay, and make for oursaves nests in the long grass, where we may lie together in the night. There
perhaps | shdl tel her how, in another world, ssemingly in another universe, | mysdlf, driving in the numb,
the haf-human flesh of Paul, lay with the hdf-human Katherine. There we shdl contemplate the strange
beauties of the past and of the dread future. There we shdl savour lingeringly the present.

When our holiday is over | shdl return with her to her place of work, where they prepare for the
goreading of the seed. And when she has shown me how the task is progressing, | shdl go wandering
about the world for a very long time, absorbing its intricate beauty, watching its many and diverse
operations, having intercourse with the great population of my intimete friends, playing my part in the life
of my mariage group, vigting the Land of the Young, voyaging in ether-ships among the planets,
wandering done in the wild places of the home planet, iding or meditating in my garden or working
among my fruit trees, or watching the mogt distant universes from some great observatory, or sudying
with the help of astronomers the dow but fatd progress of the sun's disease.

It may be that before it is time for me to go once more into the past, there will occur again a supreme
awakening of the racid mind. It may be that after the unique day of the awakening | shdl for along time
move about the world entranced like my felows, rapt in the ineffable experiences of the angle Spirit of
Man, contemplating perhaps at last the supernd entitieswhich it is man's chief glory to strive to worship.
Sooner or later, however, | Sl return once more to my work in the past, ether to the First Men or to
some other primitive species. | shdl bring back with me more treasure of living history, and deliver it into
the world of the Last Men. And again | shdl play, and again | hdl participate in the rich life of my world,
and again | shdl return to the past. And so on for | know not how many times.

But each time, when | leave the present for the past, there will have been a change in my world, a dight
deterioration, sometimes perhaps imperceptible. The dimae will have grown hotter and more
unwholesome. The inescapable rays of the mad sun will have done more harm to eyes and brains.
Society will perhaps no longer be perfect, rationd conduct no longer invariable, telepathy perhaps
dready difficult; and very probably the racid mentdity will have dready become impossible. But dso the
exploration of the past will be advancing toward completion, though with increasing difficulty; and the
dissemination of the seed of lifewill be at last begun.



The Lagt Men can look forward without dismay to the inevitable deterioration of dl that they cherish
mog, to the death of their far community, and to the extinction of the human spirit. We have only one
desire, namdy tha our two tasks may be accomplished; and that happily they may be accomplished
before our deterioration is so far advanced as to make us incapable of choosing to put an end to
oursalves when a last we are free to do so. For the thought is somewhat repugnant to us that we should
dowly Snk into barbarism, into the sub-human, into blind and whimpering agony, thet the last of Man
should be awhine.

Thismay wdl happen, but even by such a prospect we are not serioudy dismayed. If it does occur, it will
doubtless seem intolerable to our degraded spirits. But today, we are fully possessed of oursalves. Even
asindividuds, even apart from the exdtation of racid mentaity, we can accept with resignation, nay with
a surprisng fervour of appreciation, even the mora downfdl of our world. For we have gone far. We
have drunk deeply of beauty. And to the spirit that has drunk deeply of the grave beauty of the cosmos,
even the ultimate horror is acceptable.

iv. EPILOGUE BY THE TERRESTRIAL AUTHOR OF THISBOOK

Readers of my earlier book, Last and First Men, may remember that it closed with an epilogue which my
Neptunian controller daimed to have tranamitted to me from a date in Neptunian history many thousands
of years after the communication of the body of the book. The present book was obvioudy originated at
aNeptunian date shortly after the transmisson of the main part of the earlier book, but very long before
its epilogue. Now | have reason to beieve that a some date long after the communication of that former
epilogue itsdf, my controller attempted to give me an epilogue to the present volume, but that owing to
the serious disintegration of the most delicate brain tracts of the Last Men, and the gradud break-up of
their world society, the result has been extremey confused and fragmentary.

| shdl now atempt to piece together the random thoughts and passions, and occasond definite
gatements, which have come into my mind seemingly from my Neptunian controller. By supplementing
them with a careful use of my own imagination, | shdl try to congtruct a picture of the state of affairs on
Neptune when the disaster was dready far advanced.

From the vague flood of intimations that has come through to me | gather that the hope of disseminating a
seed of life abroad among the stars, before the disaster should have extinguished man's powers, was not
fulfilled. The dissemination had indeed actudly been begun, when it was discovered that the vitd seed
was dl the while being destroyed in the process of scattering. This trouble, and other unexpected
difficulties, which occurred seemingly a some date after the communicaing of the earlier epilogue, not
merey delayed the enterprise, but even led to its abandonment for some thousands of years. Then some
new discovery in psychophysics raised a hope of achieving the Dissemination by an entirdy new method.
A vagt new enterprise was therefore set on foot; but was serioudy hampered by the increesngly crud
cimate, the steady deterioration of mentd calibre, the ceasdess nationd wars and avil confuson. It
would seem, though the inference is by no means certain, that at the date of this find and intermittent
communication, the Dissemingtion had dready ceased for ever; whether because it had been successfully
accomplished or because it was no longer physicaly possible, or because the will to pursue it had dready
been broken, | cannot ascertain. Probably the work was now beyond the powers of a degenerate and
disorganized world-community.

The other great task which the doomed population had undertaken to complete before its find downfall,
the Exploration of the Human Past, seems to have been in a manner finished, though in less detall then
was origindly planned. Several communications suggest that such workers as remained able and willing
to enter into the past were trying to concentrate ther faling powers on certain criticd points of Man's
career, S0 asto recongtruct at least these momentsin full minuteness. But as the racid mode of mentdlity



hed aready become impossible, and as theindividua explorers had evidently very serioudy deteriorated,
it seems clear that such data as were dill being collected would never be incorporated in the Sngle racid
consciousness, in the aesthetic apprehension of the Cosmos by the fully awakened Spirit of Man. In fact
the continuation of the work of exploring the past seems to have become as automatic and irraiona as
the amless researches of some of our Terrestrid higtorians.

In the epilogue to the earlier book it was reported that, as the higher and more recent brain-tracts were
corroded by the fury of ultraviolet solar radiation, the surviving members of the community suffered a
harrowing struggle between their nobler and their baser natures, a struggle which issued inevitably in the
defeet of dl that was mogt excdlent in them. At the date of the epilogue to the present book, the race
seems to have been reduced to a remnant of distraught and dmost sub-human beings dugtering round the
South Pole, which, one may suppose, was the only region of the planet dill capable of supporting human
exigence a dl. The life of this remnant must have been completdy aimless and abject. It apparently
conssted of half-hearted agriculture, occasiona hunting expeditions againg the wild creatures that had
been driven south by the heat, and frequent predatory raids of neighbouring groups to capture one
another's food and women.

The population was evidently obsessed by the terror of death, of gtarvation, and above dl of insanity.
The death-rate must have been very high, but there was dso a huge birthrate. Conception was no longer
controlled. Invdid children seem to have composed a large proportion of the population. Parenthood and
sex evidently bulked very largdy in the popular mind. There were wild sexud orgies, which apparently
had acquired some religious dgnificance; and there was a vast ritud of superdtitious taboos, mos of
which seem to have been intended to purify the soul and prepare it for eternd life Apparently some
divinity, referred to as the God of Man, was expected to destroy the world by fire, but to snatch into
eternd bliss those who had kept dl the taboos. His Y ounger Brother, it seems, had aready appeared on
Neptune, but had been killed by his enemies. Thislegend should, perhaps, be connected in some way or
other with the superior being who, in the epilogue to the previous book is referred to as 'this younger
brother of ours.

Not every one succumbed to these superdtitions. My controller himsdf rejected them, and retained a
pathetic loydty to the ancient wisdom, some shreds of which he now and then remembered. But | have
reason to believe that very often his memory of them was but a verba formula, without ingght.

Clearly, for those who, like my controller, had kept dive in themsdves something of the former purpose
of the race, there was now no longer any reason to refrain from racia suicide. The two enterprises for
which euthanasia had been postponed could no longer be usefully continued. But the unhgppy members
of what had once been the noblest of dl human communities had no longer the courage or the common
sense to destroy themsdlves. Those who accepted the popular superdtitions declared that the God had
forbidden men to seek death before their time. Those who regjected the doctrine of sdvation persuaded
themsdlves that they refrained from suicide because to flee was cowardly.

At this point | will report a verbd fragment of communication which is typica of mog that | have
received, and seems to bear out many of the foregoing inferences.

Vantolive Yet Lifeingsts Work ingsts. Too many thousands of men, of women, of crawling children
with eyes festering. Too little food. Blue sun piercing the deep cloud-zone, parching the fidlds. Child mesat
in the flesh pots. Eat the mad, who come to grief. The many mad. Mad men with knives. Mad women
with amiles, with skull-faces. (And | remember beauty.) Too many labours and fears. Too hot. Hateful
proximity of men hot. Love one another? With sweat between! Love best in the water, the cooling water,
that makes the body lighter. The pools, the rains, the house-uprooting storms, the everlagting cloud,
blinding purple. God will come soon, they say it. To burn the world, to take away his friends. The



God-dream. Too good, too cheap. Radiation the one God, dl pervading, crud. To die quickly, to deep
and not wake! But life indgts, work inggts. Van work inggts. Yet why? The old far days, Godless,
beautiful. The glorious world. The fair world of men and women and of the Sngle awvareness. Eye of the
cosmos. Heart of the cosmos. Cunning hand. Then, we faced dl things gally. Even this corruption, when
we foresaw it, we cdled "afar end to the brief mudc that is man". Thid The grings dl awry, screaming
out of tune, afar end!’

This passage is typica, though more coherent than most. There are others more driking, but o repugnant
to the taste of my contemporaries that | dare not repeat them, passages describing the prevaling
brutishness of sexud reations in a population that had dready so far degenerated that neither sex could
interest the other save in the crudest manner. This impoverishment of sexud life was due to the fact that
physcd hedth and beauty had been undermined, that gpprehension of the more ddicate, aesthetic and
goiritual aspects of experience had become amog impossble, theat the redization of other individuds as
living persondlities was very uncommon. Nearly dl behaviour was the impulsve behaviour of beasts,
though of beasts in whose nature were incorporated many tricks derived from a forgotten humanity.

Some men and women there dill were who had not permanently sunk to this brutish leved. Severd
communications make it clear that, dthough the culture and the actua mentd capacity of the Last Men
were by now so degenerate, some few, a scattered and dwindling aristocracy, were dill capable, at least
intermittently, of persona love, and even of perplexed loydty to certain idedls of conduct. The evidence
for this lies in such passages as the fallowing, which with its flegting recovery of the earlier inteligence,
and its bewildered groping after a forgotten ecstasy, affords perhaps the right concluson to this book.

'She lies mationless in the shalow water. The waves, fingering, the hot sand, recoil steaming. Her flesh,
tranducent formerly, now isfilmed and grey, blind like her filmed eyes. We have taken of each other very
deeply. The hest tricks us sometimes into intolerance each of the other's unyouthful body, unpliant mind,
yet each isthe other's needed air for breathing. We have ranged in our work very far apart, she into the
adronomica spaces, | into the pre-historica times. But now we will remain together until the end. There
isnothing more for us to do but to remember, to tolerate, to find strength together, to keep the spirit clear
50 long as may be. The many aeons of man! The many million, million selves, ephemeridag, each to itHf,
the universg's one quick point, the crux of dl cosmicd endeavour. And dl defeated! The single, the very
seldom achieved, spirit! We two, now so confused, participated once in man's clearest ducidation. It is
forgotten. It leaves only a darkness, deepened by blind recollection of past lignt. Soon, a grester
darkness! Man, amoth sucked into a furnace, vanishes, and then the furnace aso, Snce it is but a spark
idanded in the wide, the everlagting darkness. If there is a meaning, it is no human meaning. Y et one thing
indl this welter stands apart, unassailable, fair, the blind recollection of past light.

THE END
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