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BRIEF CHRONOGRAPHY
OF THE MANUSCRIPT

Shortly after the war an old American antiguarian,
reeking bargaine in impoverished Europe, attended the
sale of the personal effeces of a retired naval celebrity,
Sir Howard Banks, at 2 London auction house. Among
other things he purchased, for £2, and iron box which
contained a very yellowish old book.

A superficial examination showed it to be a diary,
and convinced the antiquarian that he was poorer by £2
for buying it. The script of the diarist was so forbidding
that no effort was made to read throuph the entire vol-
ume, and the manuscript was permitted to rot in a for-
gotten corner for ten years. Quite by accident, as I was
Brousing one day in the biary of this antiquarian, 1
picked the yellowed book up and, as journalists some-
times will, I examined the last pages first.

To tell the tale briefly, I discovered soon that in
the middle of this volume of unimportant jottings about
military life and its duties, its author, the commander of
a British military post in Fast Africa, bepana record of a
most extraordinary —indeed, an unegualed—adventure
that befell him. This story so profundly impressed me
that I was convinced, as its author had been, that the
world ought to have it.

After arranging the matter with the antiquarian
who owned the manuseript, [ called in 2 young journal-
istic friend to azsiet me in preparing it for publication.
The result of our efforts 15 in this book, with the author’s
story very little changed.

My collabarator joing me in the prediction that the
story of Major Sepsafem’s adventurs will not only im-
press the reader deeply but will move him as it Fas done
its grateful editors.

AHIL



MAJOR SEPSAFEM'S PREFACE

You have probably never heard of the land of
Niames.

Mo peography describes it, no map locates it, no
book of travel or exploration mentions it; but this land,
s0 oddly named, exists, as the story narrated in this book
bears witness. It is a land of countless wonders, challeng-
ing the imagination; wonders that may appear to be the
fancies and fantasies of the maddest nfdmm:r&, but
which the author guarantees to be truthful facts.

But let the story bring its own conviction, Let the
veader form his own opinion about all there is in it.

8.
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CHAPTER ONE

THRESHOLD OF THE UNKNOWN

Why they call me Scpsafem—My flight—My penfous descent
—How 1 awoke and saw myself sleeping—The strange
scene of MNWimikahara—The man Uparaleus—A  conwer:
sation without sound or motion— “This & no dream™

{!. Seesarem may sound like an uncommon name
for a British soldier. 1 hasten to explain that it was an
appellation acquired among the small group of whites
living in the British East African possession where 1
have command of the military station., My rcal name
does not matter. Because people think me very pecu-
liar in some pof my ideas—which differ greatly from
their own—they call me by the singular nickname of
Sepsafem which means, in the dialect of our dusky na-
tives, something equivalent to the cockney expression
“queer ‘'un™. And this name appears to suit me better
than any other.

I may add that this nickname came te me mainly
on account of my persistent experimenting with the con-
struction of a lying device. For full fifteen years, since
1 was joined to the small military unit in this almost for-
gotten colony, I occupied my leisure—which means a
goad deal of time—with chemistry and the science and
art of flying. I constructed several original balloon mod-

1



MIGRANTS OF THE 5TARS

els and produced a lighter than air gas of great promise.
This was enough reason for the natives to regard me
as peculiar, and my white comrades believe much the
same thing. For aviation is yet in its infancy, and in
this far off corner of the globe, almost cut off irom civil-
ization, we are disinclined to credit such reports of prog-
ress an this field as occasionally reach us.

Q2 In the latter part of the year 18— I succeeded
m completing my first fully equipped balloon, ready to
try out. But I had to be my own commander, pilot and
passenger. Not one of my fricnds exhibited the least in-
clination to accompany me on what they regarded as a
suicidal attempt—especially as I gave it out thae the steer-
ing apparatus [ had mvented was to be attached only af-
ter the first trip, when I had learned just how thiz balloon
behaved in the air. In the abscnce of any means for
controlling the direction of the balloon, and not wishing
to be carried to any distance, I chose a quiet day, very
summery, and with hardly any wind at all, for the ascen-
gsion, I nformed no one in advance, not even my orderly,
and left behind none of the usual farewells; for 1 expect-
ed to descend nearby afeer a flight of anly an hour or so.

Much to my surprise the balloon rosc rapidly to an
unexpected altitude where it was caught up in a con-
siderable atmospheric disturbance. 1 had been =0 en-
raptured by the pancrama that unfolded itself bencath
me while my balloon waz mounting towards the azure
skies that [ failed to notice what was happening to the
guide rope of my ballonet. When 1 sought this to stare
the balloon downward 1 was dismayed to sec only a
small end fluttering cockily in the wind. The rest of
it had somehow become entangled in the network above
me, well out of reach.

1



MIGRANTS OF THE STARS

What a more ingenius man might have done in my
face 1 do not know, but as for me, | found mysell utter-
r}r helpless in the face of this misfortune. There was
nothing for it but to pray that the wind would disen-
tangle my guide rope before a catastrophic fate over-
took me. In the meantime [ saw myself being carried
on over vast distances, above forests and waters, with no
apparent abarement of speed. The wind, whistling past
me with such shrill velocity that I could not prasp my
breath, made it necessary to hide my head ae the bottom
of the basket. After some hours I noticed that the air
had became freezing cold and uncomfortably rare. This
condition soon took on such intensity that I thouphe in
desperation to jump out of the compartment to immedi-
ate death, for my suffering was unendurable. Butr I was
now 50 weak and exhausted that T lacked the strength to
stand up.

Days it scemed thae T had lain thus in a semicon
scious state when suddenly T became aware of a power-
{ul jerk, as if something had struck the ballcon from a-
bove, and I realized that it was falling at a2 tremendous
speed. The prospect of being smashed to picecs after
all T had suffered induced a frenzied cffiort on my part
to rise and try to save mysclf. T muost have suceeeded in
reganing my feet, for the last thing I remembered was a
vision of the ground about to strike up at my unfortu-
nate balloon.

LI} What happened then, and how long T remain-
ed unconscious, I do not know. When [ aweke I found
myzelf in a surprising condition and among the most un-
usual sort of humans.

It was in a larpe orchard. Underncath cach one of
several fruit erees slept a white-garbed person of unfa
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miliar appearance. I recognized myself among them, a-
sleep under a tree—and yer T was standing, alive and ful-
ly conscious, face to face with a number of interesting
strangers. What was more wonderful, I spoke to them,
2nd they to me, in a language totally unfamiliar, without
words or sounds. They asked me various questions that
1 answered as frecly as if 1 were talking in the King's
English, Their inquiries concerned themselves chiefly
with my arrival. They were curious to know whence [
had come and why, what had brought me, what had
happened to me while I was flying, and so forth.

My immediate impression was that 1 must be dead
or dreaming. I had a profound feeling, however, based
on no apparent good rcason, that 1 was well awake,
Consequently I sensed the mystery of my standing sep-
arated from my own body, and conversing without the
use of real lanpuage, in an uncomfortable state of mind.
1 fele, too, that the strangers about me were real humans
whose language, in no way resembling my own, [ had
somehow mastered  thoroughly—when, I could not
guess,

While enpaged in replying to their numerous
questions, 1 had time to lock around me in every diree-
tion. The things I saw increased my surprise and mys-
tification a thousandfold. I was, apparently, upon a
tropical island of not inconsiderable dimensions, yet |
could see it from end to far end in every direction.
Scores of miles of land and sea were within the scope
of my suddenly abnormal eyes. 1 beheld clearly cvery
distant pond, tree, flower—ijust as if they were right bes
side me. Was I dreaming? But this went beyond the
nature even of dreams! Had I then been killed? Then
these must be ghosts!

4
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Dirccting my gaze heavenward, as if to seck there
some clue to these bewildering enigmas, served only to
augment my amazement and awe. In the clear daylight
it seemed that the whole atmosphere was densely popu-
lated with a large variety of creatures—some of whi
animals, birds, reptiles, and insects—I recognized, whilst
athers represented types wholly unknown to me. It was
the most novel sight 1 had ever witnessed—defying all
description. It was perhaps similar to the scene one
would behold Iying face up on the bottom of an ocean of
clear water; innumerable creatures would flash in con
fusing order hither and thither in the miles of water ex-
tendding up to the surface, their shapes distorted by the
broken light.

All this time, however, 1 was aware that I stood
hrmly on grassy dry land, amidst many fine fruit trees,
in the company of a number of frankly inquisitive, but
withal most dignified, persons. I could move freely—
indeed, more so than usual—and see and hear better than
ever hefore. In short, 1 seemed to be alive and awake in
all my senses, fully conscious of myself and my very ex-
traordimary surroundings, especially of the fact that T was
standing beside my own sleeping body—so that there
appearcd rather to be two of me. More than all else,
however, 1 was bothered to understand the fact that 1
had been conversing with real human beings in a fully
cemprehensible language without the aid of words, signs
or sounds; as if I were reading their minds and answering
their every question in my own mind, Impressed
| was with the reality of my being awake, this fact alone
inclined me to conclude that I had indeed fallen into the
oddest imaginable dream, or had dicd in the crash of
my balloon.

]
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L IED My first awarcness, after 1 repained conscious
ness, of the presence of cthers like myseli came when 1
percetved, in the midst of obscrving the inexplicable phe-
nomena of the localicy, that someone was calling to me.

“Unataleus to the stranger: Are you awake?”

This message suddenly impinged itsell upon my
mind, though | heard nothing and saw not whence or
from whom it came. But when [ received it again, 1 re-
plied suddenly in the strange fashion of the locality, men-
tally ssswing the messape, “Scpsafem to Unatalcus: 1
am awzke. 1 am troubled.”

Instantly the reply came,
Be at case. Wait where you arc.

Shortly after, a numbcr of vencrable men arrived
and began the interview which I have deseribed, Bue
thus far, and whilst 2 mynad of thoughts and mmpres-
sions were crowding into my mind, the discourse with
the islanders had been rather one sided. All the questions
had been theirs, and all the answers mine. By their
{riecndly manners 1 judged that they would give me
gladly any mlormation | soughe, but politeness forbade
me to yicld to the wrpge of my own curiosity untill my
hosts had been satisfied. At last my paticnce was re-
warded. The opportune moment came when [ might
ask them to enlighten me, if they could, at Ieast to some
extent. I thercfure addressed them bricfly by directing
my thoughts frecly to them all, first piving my own
identity according to their fashion.

“Sepsifem to my fricndly Masters: 1 have explain-
ed my presence here to the best of my knowledge, and
I have informed you about my own person. Will you
now be Find enough to reciprocate by telling me whom
it is I have the honor to meet under these strange circum-

6
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stances, and what place this is7 Can you tell me whether
this be dream or death?™

At these words my hosts all smiled kindly. One,
he who had asked the most questions and seemed to be
an elder among them, replied.

“"Unataleus to Sepsafem: Certainly! We shall
comply with your wish, honored guest, We shall be
glad indeed to tell you about ourselves and this place.
There is no secret attached to it. You shall know every-
thing. But first 1 may assure you that this is neither
dream nor death. You arc alive and awake. You are in
the midst of vericet reality.™



CHAPTER TWO

THE ISLE OF ALL OCEANS

The people of MNimikahira—Their marvelous science—Appear-
gnee of Sir Howard's ship—Wy ego assens draelf—1 learn
of  Mimes—The  control-house—How T was  given

nourishment,

Q1. "By astranpe stroke,” continued he who gave his
identity as Unatalcus, “you have landed upon Nimika-
hara, the Island of All Geeans. You are our first vne
invited puest—bur welcome no less on that account. For
you are not an mneruder, and we judpe you to be 2 man
ol discretion.”

“Sepsatem to Unatalcus and his companions: 1 thank
you for these kind words. But now may 1 ask abour the
person who slecps so deeply near that tree? It seems he
resembles me murkedly, 1s it a pure coincidence that |
find here one who might well be my twin?™

“Unatalcus to Sepsafem, freely: You will, 1 am
afraid, undergo some astonishment when 1 declare chat
yonder sleeping body is your own—"

“Sepsafem to Unatalcus, frecly: Sir! in God's name
do not keep me longer in suspense. This unaccustomed
bewilderment will unbalance me. Explain your state-
ment logically or confess that you are trying to humor
a poor unfortunate whose faculties have been deranged
in a terrible accident.”

L



MIGRAMNTS OF THE STARS

“Unatalcus to Sepsafem, freely: Be not impatient,
honored guest. You will understand all this soon
enough. I must tell you that we are learned in sciences
unknown to our fellow-men. Ameng our important
achievements iz the science of scparating our conscious
spiritual -selves from the physical body whilse the body
is kept in a state of sleep. We can thus live, at our con-
venience, unencumbered by the earthly body in which
we are bom.

“Finding you unconscious near your shattered
balloon, we scparated your spiritzelf from your clay
body by a process common to our egotlogists,. Your own
real self, the same individual being that dared attemp to
conquer the air, is now listening to me. Only your clay
body, with the burden of its limitations, is not upon you
There it lies helpless until you choose to rejoin it. And
now are you satisfied that yeur faculties are in order, and
that you need no humoring?™

“Sepsafem to all: Verily, T am too awed by this
information, with all it implics, to grasp it fully. But
as | have always thought the human to consist of body
and spirit, I understand it parvially, 1 imagine too that
the paradox of our conversing without words or sounds
is to be explained by our non-physical condition. Am
I righe?”

 "Unatalcus to Sepsafem, freely: Well perceived!
Being divested of our bodies we have no physical instru-
ments for the emission of sounds. But they are useless
to us. Our spiritual selves discern instantly what others
desire in their minds to convey to us. We as much as
read one another’s thoughts, signaled mutually in the
language of thought which has no words or sounds,
Should we rejoin our bodies we could no longer under-
stand one the other. It was, in fact, our curicsity to

9
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learn the events by which fate has contrived to interrupt
our seciusion that prompted us to disrobe your ego and
curs, Only thus could we communicate freely with you.
MNow that it is evident a will higher than your own has
directed you hither, we shall be glad to make you one
of us or arrange for your restoration to your native
land. Command us, for we are at your service,”

Our own language of limited words is far inadequate
o express the cmotions | felt upon learning these facts,
I was dismayed, at first, by the maze of new possibilities
opened up by this knowledge. For a moment 1 thought
the best use 1 could make of my opportunity was to ask
to be returned bodily to my own countrymen so that 1
might make public this marvelous discovery. But at unce
1 realized how much more 1 had to learn, and [ deter-
mined to stay as long as possible in this wondrous land.
Fearing, therefore, 1o lose the esteem of the natives by
an exhibition of unseemly inquisitivencss, 1 hesitantly
sought a v-'a‘y to guestion my learned host,

“Sepsafem to Unataleus, freely: What you have
said about our mode of intercourse is quite clear to me.
I recall now that our thinking is without words, for oft-
en we have difliculty in commanding words to express
vur thoughts. I find it interesting to speculate on the
fact, not commonly understood, that all humans, of all
races and lands, think in one universal souldanpuage.™

"Unatalcus to Sad{:jsal'ﬁm. freely:  You have under
stood it rightly. We do not think in words. But in the
body, because we cannot communicate the flow of
thought from enclosed mind o enclosed mind, we must
invent sounds and words to represent our thought more
or less accurately.™

“Scpsafem to Unataleus, frecly: Will you permit
me now to ask another question” The name of your

14
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land is foreign to my ears. We Britons have never heard
of Nimikahara, What is its location and why is it un-
known to men?”

“"Unatalcus to Sepeafem, freely: Without desire
to wound your national pride, 1 must say that if our
comparatively small domain has escaped the searching
eyes of many explorers it has been due to our specific
care to remain hidden from our fellow-men, and, frankly,
from you Britone in particular, Our sole reason for cher-
iching this scclusion is the necessity to keep certain
sciences we know a sceret from mankind, which is not
yet ready to use them wiscly,—sciences which men
would employ only to annihilate one another with; and
the desire to avoid all bloodshed on our own part. For
in the present undeveloped state of mankind it is certain
vur fellow-men would not keep their peace with a people
as strange, as small and as different from themselves as
we. Hence contact with them would mean either some
form of subservience to a greater power or, since we have
power enough to defy all che military forces of the
world, maintenance of a state of hostility—with perhaps
occasional bloodshed on our part, which we eschew and
thun at all costs, As for our calling this the Island of
All Oceans, it is the truth. We float Nimikahara wher-
ever we please, and by this means avoid meeting ships,”

“Sepsafem to Unataleus, freely: I see there is no
end of mystifications connected with this land. When
I ascended in my balloon, which no doubt 1 inadver
tently filled with a wrong mixture of pases, 1 never
thought to be overtaken by an adventure 0 marvelous.
Since Heaven has preserved me from an untimely death
and placed me among fricnds, I have much to be thank-
ful for. But pray tell me how came you upon this island

11
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and to what family of mankind you trace yourselves, if
there be no secree attached to that.”

“Unatalcus to Sepsafem, freely: My friend, once
we have made you welcome in our midst there are no
secrets between ue, You need but ask concerning any-
thing that troubles your mind. We shall gladly inform
you, We are the members of a small tribe descended
from Prophets of antiquity. Our forefathers settled up-
on this floating island in ancient times. Here we have
developed an individual civilization. We have made
scientific discoveries beyond the ken of the rest of man-
kind, When people began to sul widely in ships we
arranged a device to control our course and to propel
the island at a speed to insure our distancing the fastr
cat ship. We are prepared even to protect ourselves
against intrusion by air—which may become frequent
in the not distant future. But we desired not to let you
drop into the ocean to untimely death.”

“Bepsafem to Unatalcus, freely; For this T must
thank you, though 1 hardly know how. Evidently I
must accustom myself not to be astonished at anything
that I learn in this land of surprises.”

At this point we were interrupted by the arrival
of one who evidently was an official of some sort. Mak-
ing his excuses briefly, he announced that a large fnigate
was approaching directly in the path of the Isle. It was,
he declared, only 2 day's distance at its best apparent

speed.

q:. My hosts were not a bit excited by this in-
tellipence. It was evident, though, that they were cu-
rious to examine the ship, Their chieftain signaled his
assent, whereupon they departed at once, leaving me
alone with him.

11
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“Unatalcus to Sepsafem: And you? Would you
not like to see this ship?”

“Sepsafem to Unataleus: To confess the eruth, I
am uncomfortably agitated by the approach of this
frigate. It may be a ship of my own country, I should
certainly be plad to see "

“Unataleus to Sepsafem: Come with me to one
of the observatories, You shall gratify your wish at
once.
We proceeded out of the orchard and along a
splendid road, lined with impressive trees, leading to-
ward the center of the island, We arrived in a few
minutes before a tall structure of large white stones.
Entering through an open door we mounted a flight of
stairs, I going through the motions of walking whilst
my friend simply moved forward without touching the
ground. 1 found, after a little experimenting, that I
could do likewise, but it was some time before I ace
customed myself to this convenient means of locomotion
without fecling ill at easc.

Arrived upon the roof of the building, I beheld
several telescopes unlike any used in Europe arranged
in a circle upon the crest of the tower. They were round
in shape and consisted merely of a large shiny lense,
about 2 foot in diameter and not more than half an inch
thick, framed in metal. Upon the top of each frame
were mounted three smaller lenses, none more than two
inches in diameter. Each telescope was mounted secure-
ly upon a thin pedestal. There was no need to man-
ipulate any of them, for they were focused so that every
point of the compass was within the range of at least
two of them. 1 was quite delighted to find the quality
of the telescopes unsurpassable. Although the island at
the time was being enveloped in a thick fop, I could
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make the ship out as clearly as in bright sunlight. It was
a large frigate, unmistakably a British Man-o*war. I
discovered soon that by means of the smaller lenses |
could make out the minutest details of objects sighted
in the larger. It is difficult to describe my cxcitement
when I beheld, pacing the quarter-deck with nervous
strides, my own uncle, Sir Howard Banks! I had not
scen him, my mother's only brother, for years, though
1 entertained a lively affection for him., Now to behold
him under these circumstances was more than I could
endure.

Fortunately my venerable friend stood by my =ide.
His presence reminded me that 1 must not give way to
my emotions, But I could not help saying, "Sepsafem to
Unataleus: Thas is an astounding coincidence. The com-
mander of that ship is my own uncle.”

“Unatalcus to Sepsafem: Should you desire it, 1
can arrange for you to board the frigate.”

Happily as | was on the point of answering in the
affirmative a second thought came to my mind. Why
should I leave Nimikahara now since I had received
assurance that they could at any time restore me to my
country? Morcover I understood that [ could not give
Sir Howard a sensible explanation of my sudden ap-
pearance in this focality when I was supposed to be in
Africa. He would probably eoncludz 1 had gone mad on
account of some extraordinary misadventure if I told him
about the lsle of All Oceans, |1 therefore, not without
some regret, declined the islander’s good natured offer.

“Sepsafem to Unpatalews: With your kind per
mission my chnice shall be to stay on for 2 little while.
1 hope I may be able to increase the poor store of my
knowledge to some extent among you—if it i not more
than I have a right to expect.”

14
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“Unataleus to Sepsafem: My permission has al-
ready been granted in the form of an invitation. But it
will be about time to change our Jocation. 1 shall go
to the control-house to sce what course we are taking
hence. You may join me if you wish.”

“Sepsifem to Unataleus: With pleasure. 1 am
curious to see the instruments wherewith you propel a
whole fsland at a speed unattainable by one of Her
Majesty’s fastest frigates. But 1=n't it strange how this
fop has suddenly developed on a sunny day—and just in
time to hide you nicely from the ship's spy-glasses?™

My companion gave me a very broad smile.

“*Unatalcus to Sepsafem: T don’t wonder you think
it a coincidence. The fact is that this is no real fog but
a disguise in which we enwrap ourselves on just such oc-
casions. We release a harmless chemical from outlets all
around the shore, and lo! While we can look oue and see
all about we, the approaching ship shuns this scemingly
thick fog hke a pest!”

We descended the way we had come up and took
a new road, as beautiful as the first, leading further in-
land. Around us were beautiful homes of a strange
architecture, varying in design and size and colors. In
the pardens were laid out porpeous beds of flowers, many
of them dissimilar to any I had seen before. Here and
there I saw men or women seated at tables under trees
in these pardens, engaged apparently in study or amuse-
ment. In other pardens I aw men, women and child-
ren at work, at study, or at play. I marveled at the ap-
pearance of these people—so beautiful were their feat-
ures, =0 splendid their physique. For [ saw them in the
clay—not as 1 was, disbadied. I must say that no-where
had I =een a race as handsome as the people of Wimika-
hara, Wor, indecd, had 1 seen;_ a country as beautiful, hap-
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py, and healthy. These observations, and the delicious
odors of the pardens that lined our course on both sides
made me cease to reflect whether 1 had not erred
in rejecting an opportunity to return to my country. Ine
stead it focused my thoughts upon a fresh mystification.

How, 1 wondercd, was it possible for me in my
present non-physical condition to experience all the emo
tions 1 had recently gone through? 1 had accepted the
islander’s explanation that I was my own spirit, divested
of my carthly body. [ had heard vague and mysterious
rumors, even in England, of similar thinps—of the ghosts
of dead people returning to earth for some purpose. [
had never credited these superstitions. [ did not eredic
them now. But 1 recopnized in view of my present con-
dition that the scparation of body and spirit was a possi
bility. Nevertheless 1 had not conceived of spirits smell-
ing the odors of flowers; and I could not understand
why in my purely spiritual 3tate 1 should be subject to
all the emations of physical humans, or how it was at
all possible. For 1 had by now begun to discern in myself
the unmistakable signs of rmvenous hunger!

Again I began to doubt the reality of my experis
ence. I determined to question my companion forth-
rightly. I resolved, too, that if he overcame my present
difficuleies I should acknowledpe finally the verity of my
adventure. Rather to my surprise the islander smiled in
a way that indicated his amusement at my apologetic
questions. T grasped that he must regard my ignorance
as quite clementary. But I waited paticotly for his re-
ply which came after some hesitation.

“Unatalcus to Sepsafem: It iz plain to me that each
answer 1 pive you can only open new questions in your
mind, Perhaps I would do better to advise you to wait
until your life among us will teach you these things,
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since you have decided to stay with us. But [ am going
to relieve you of your chicfest doubts right now.

"You, my friend, and your countrymen, have never
Enown the truth about the constitution of the human.
We consist not of two elements, body and spirit, as you
suppose, but of three: physical body, which we shall
call elay; spiritual body, which we shall call epo; and
soul, which we shall designate by no other name.

“You know a good deal about the clay body. Dis
tinpuish, henceforth, between epo and soul. The epo,
though it is not the soul, is semi-spiritual. It is the thing
that gives individuality to each of vs. The clay shapes
itself according to the ego, and acts only by direction
of the ego—except for some automatic functions, like
breathing, Without itz epo the clay is & clot of earth.
The clay has no ability to feel. So with the other orpans.
They are merely instruments through which the epo
feels, smclls, hears, and & forth. Without these in-
struments, as a matter of fact, the ego can perform all
these functions much better—which explains the cx-
cellence of your present sensual perceptions,

“The soul s a purely spiritual being. The soul is
the source of our higher spiritual capacitics. All living
creatures of the lower orders possess epoes. The human
alone possesses a soul, which is able to reside in him by
attaching itself to the most spiritual part of the epn, The
epo resides in the day by attaching its mose physical
sk to the blond of the human

“During the daytime the soul is in a torpid stiwe of
passivity. The epo, the real person, can draw from the
snul certain powers for any purpose he desires, pood or
ill. At night, when the human sleeps, the ego falls into
a state of torpid passivity. That is why we are uncon-
scious in our sleep.

17
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"The achievement of our scientists has been this:
we have learned to detach from the human body its soul
together with the epo whilst the ego remains awake and
in command. This 15 your prescnt condition. Now you,
your epo, the person to whom 1 am explaining this, can
and must feel the same things as when you are in the clay.
For it is the ego that owns all the senses and instincts, it
is the ego that has the capacity to fecl, hear, see, smell,
taste, think, remember, believe, and so forth. Have 1
cleared the matter for you somewhat?"

“Sepsafem to Unatalewz: O, yes! Thank you. 1
2m beginning to understand my condition, and it 15 in-
deed wondrous to learn these facts.  Dut now this puz-
zles me:  Why are we so ignorant, so lacking in intelli-
pence, during our infancy and childhood?  Isn't the ego,
owning all these attributes, just as ripe spiritually when
we are born as when we grow up?”

“Unataleus to Sepsafem: No. The ego is original-
ly a blank, and & imbucd with the instincts common on
Earth by its bload, which is constituted of Earth-materi-
alz, The real personality of the ego is acquired with the
experiences of life, and he becomes more or less intelli-
gent, and his character varies accordingly as he is influ-
enced by the instincts of the blood and the dictations of
the soul. 5o we begin life in purity of character but with
lack of experience. The child has the pure mstinets of
the soul but no knowledge of Earthly hie until it leams
gradually and becomes, perhaps, hiphly intelligent.”™

“Sepsafem o Unataleus: Then T would like to
know what keeps the human body alive when the ego
and zoul have been taken out of it by your process.”

“Unatalcus to Sepsafem: There is a life-nerve in
the heart which throbs automatically and sustains essen-
tial bodily functions in a mechanical way. Enough of
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the ego’s power remains in the blood to continue those
functions. And indeed a slight disturbance of the cay
might cause the life- and brain-nerves to come in contact.
This would set an electrical fluid in motion that fetches
the ego, no matter from what distance, instantly back to
his clay body. In our case the two nerves have been so
disconnected that no accident will unite them, You are
therefore free not to rejoin your clay until you choose.”

“Sepsafem to Unatalcus: Pardon my seeming in-
satiety—I fear to weary you with my difficulties, yet am
unable to resist pursuing this fascinating subject, May I
know what specific purpese your scicnce of disrobing
the ego serves except to make possible conversation with
Ecstmngﬂ-—an event which must be the greatest rarity

re?"

“Unatalcus to Scpsafem: A little reflection will
soon convince you that an ego separated from the clay
cannot Lie to another ego in the same condition. We can
thus, if necessary, obtain the confession of any deed. I
one of our tribe should be accused of an act not above
reproach he js merely subjected to the harmless test of
the separation of ego and soul from the clay. If puiley,
he would at once reveal the truth by directing his
thoughts to us in reply to a simple question.”

“Sepsafen to Unatalevs: Most ingenious! In our
less advanced countries we administer every solemn oath
to our public officials yet we obtain only a moedicum of
honest government, and we often cannot place the guilt
for the foulest malfeasance upon anyone, If we knew
this secret we should be able to eradicate all betrayal—
we should be able to establish a reign of universal
justice!™

“Unatalcus to Sepsafem: Quite right. We apply
our infallible test before anyone takes office to learn if
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his intent is virtuous. At the end of the official’s term
we test him again to sec if he has served  the community
consciensciously.  Dishonesty is therefore unknown a-
mong us. But we have other uses for the science of dis
robing ourselves from the clay. We can wisit any place
on carth without curselves being scen there. For the
crude fleshy eyes cannot =ce an cgo. We can cven visit
p.TitﬁEE not on carth, being in this condition not subject to
gravity, climate, and other atmespheric limitations, and
this i of the utmost importance to us, Indeed we value
our science most because it enables us to visit the land
of Miames which is nut on the planct Earth.”

This last statement, it may be imagined, instantly
piqued my curiosity to a new intensity, But my inquirics
were cut short by our arrival at the {loating island’s
control-house.

LD It was a low structure, m:tangular in shape,
with many doors and windows, We pauscd in front of
what must have been the main entrance when a young
mar, apparently yet in his early teens, approached and
npcl'l.l:t.l the wide door. He entred, shutting it almaost
in my face. He was, of course, fiet in our condition but
in the normal pllj.f!.tlfﬂ] state, and could not see us stand-
ing there. Following his examph: I put my hand against
the door and pushed. Judge my vexation when I found
that the younp stripling scemed to have more power in
his arm than [—a scasoned soldicr.

Baffled, momentarily, I turned towards my mentor.
His features were contracted in a smile of exquisite de-
light, in which I joined him at once, realizing my error.

“Unatalcus to Sepsafem: Ab-ha! my friend, you
make a very ambitious epo. Opening deors, however,
is not for such as we. And though we could pencerate
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or open them if we chose, there i5 2 better way. Up to
the roof we go.’

I followed him accordingly, discovering that my
will was sufficient to impel me upward or i any di
rection, On the roof, surely encugh, was a smaller
structure, the doors of which stood wide open. Rapidly
we descended, and I found myself soon in a large room
filled with the oddest assortment of apparata. One of
the walls was lined with some sixty levers and wheels
of various colors. The other walls were overhung with
curicus maps and charts. In the center a huge globe
was suspended, magnetically, 1 thought, in mid aiwr. Up-
on it were outlined the waters and lands of Barth in
white and black, A white sheet of crystal, overspreading
part of one of the walls, showed plainly my uncle’s ship.
A number of the iglanders, in their natural state, so that
they could not see us, were enpaged in manipulating cer-
tain of the levers according to signals flashed to them,
by what means and whence 1 could not understand, upon
framed sheets of white on several tables. It was a busy
scene. In one corner [ recognized the lad who had pre-
ceded us in, He now sat upen a stool copying one of the
large charts in miniatuge, In another corner was a rail-
ing within which a statrway led down to what was evi-
dently the basement.

“Sepsafem to Unataleus: What is below?™

“Unatalcus to Sepsafem: The machinery that pro-
pells ws. Its workings are controlled from this room.
You may go down to the very bowels of this isand to
see it, but you would understand even less than you do
here because you are untutored in the science that deals
with the physical power we have learned to employ.™

Even as the islander addressed me thus T ohserved
on the crystaksheet that the ship was gradually fading.
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Smaller and smaller it grew—indicating, 1 judged, that
the island was moving away from it at a fast clip. Yet
no effects of its motion were discernible—due, 1 doubted
not, to its great size. The frigate, making its final bows
to us into the bluish waves, soon vanished from sighe,
leaving in me a feeling of mixed sadness and relief.

“Sepsafem to Unatalcus: Some other time 1 shall
be plad to see the machinery below. Right now I must
report to you a condinion that has been distracting me
for quite a while. I am a little embarrassed to mention
it, but 1 am exceedingly hungry, thirsty, and desirous of
smoking!™

“LInatalcus to Sepsafem: How inconsiderate of me
not to have thought of this before! Well, my friend, I
ghall invite you at once to my home and place before you

a sumptuous re mature old wine, and the finest to-
bacco grown. Only tell me, into what stomach shall you
drop the edibles?"

"Sepsafem to Unataleus: 1 beg you, Sir, do not jest
with me. I feel faint for want of refreshment.” But
even as | spoke the truth impressed itself upen me thar 1
lacked the faculties with which to eat, drink and smoke.
How 1 could satisly a craving for what I had always
regarded as essentiale represented a serious embarrasse
ment to me. The iglander, however, obhserving my unhap-
piness, soon put me at ease on this score.

“Unatalcus to Sepsafem: Pardon me, if 1 have
treated with undue levity a matter of secming conse-
quence. Be sure that you are merely imagining you want
nourishment. You can do without it indefinitely. If
anything 15 to be done for you, it must be to attend your
clay frame, This our medical men will do shortly, for
the proper hour is almost come. If you desire, you may
return to the orchard to mﬂﬂnr:m at their occupation,”

b



MIGRANTS OF THE STARS

“Sepsafem to Unatalcus: T am relieved to learn
that my craving for bodily necessities is purely imagin-
ary. I shall strive to put it out of my mind. And [ shall
certainly be pleased to return to the orchard and see my
body treatcd by your physicians.” But, bravely though
I spoke, it was no casy matter to still the imagining of
my appetites, and of this I shall have more 1o say later.

Leaving the controlhouse we took a new road,
gliding over rather than walking vpon it in a leisurely
tashion. We passed many more beautiful homes of
charming construction, Proceeding thus amidst sur-
roundings more pleasant than any | recalled in Burope
I was reminded of what my host had said about visiting
places not on Eurth. 1 had meant to question him about
this when our arrival at the control-house terminated
our conversation. | returned now to that subject, hop-
ing my good friend would not be offended if 1 tried to
put my hunger out of mind by giving vent to my in-
guisitiveness,

“Sepaalem to Unataleus: Tell me, pray, something
of this land of Niames you mentioned before. It may
help me forget my inordinate cravings for refreshment.
Where is it, and why do you regard your ability to visit
it so hiphly?”

“Unatalcus to Sepsafem: You have chosen a most
entertaining subject to aid you, I must say. Indeed, had
you offered me a lesser renson for discussing Niames T
thould probably have put you off for the present. As it
is I can only give you a fractional idca about that land,
We prize our ability to wvisit it because there we can
learn things undreamed by Earthly man. Qur scientists
have visited it often, bringing hack each time invaluable
knowwledge. If the universe holds no mysteries to the in-
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habitants of Nimikahara it is because of our excursions
to Niames.”

“Sepsafem to Unataleus: It is good of you to in-
itiate me into your secrets. 1 wonder if it would be tak-
g too many liberties with your hospitality to inquire
concerning the location of Niames in the solar system.
At any rate, I am fascinated by the thought of mortal
men actually leaving Earth to visit a land beyond the
clouds. This was more than ever | dreamed to accomplish
with my makeshift of an aeronautical device,™

“Unatalcus to Sepsafem: Your miraculous arrival
upon our island, and the fact that 1 have already told
you much is reason enough why I should be free in in-
forming you. Know, however, that there is not time
cnough to tell you all we know about Nrames, Concern:
ing its location, it is situated directly above Earth, and
around it—continent over -continent. It 15 composed
of lsacsimol—a substance invisible to flesh eyes, which
look right through it as through clear glass. Niames
rests some thousands of miles above Earth's atmosphere,
The various continents are divided by oceans of ether.
Picture it thus: to the inhabitants of Miames our planet
represents the bottom of their oceans. A human unen-
cumbered by his clay body can reach MNiames by
traveling up through any of these oceans. But here we
are at the orchard, just in time,”

Werily we had arrived none to scon. My wvision
was attracted at once to my clay body, around which
stood several young islanders, in the normal physical
condition, listening attentively to an older man, whom
I judged correctly to be a senior physician.

As T watched him he drew forth from a black box
a curicus instrument of glass, connected by a pipe to
the inside of the box. One gl the young students opened
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my lips—rather the lips of my clay—into which the tip
uf}r:h]EGg-I;ss wils in:.ert::::ﬁd. The physician pressed a little
lever. | could see a bluish gas or liquid pass through the
instrument into the lips. The injector was withdrawn,
and the young men rearranged the soft turf underneath
the bady. The physician concluded his operations by
stamping socmething upon the palm of the right hand,
which he shut fasc. Even at a distance I could discern
the charicters imprinted, but they were unfamiiar
tc me. My puzzled glance was rewarded at once with an
explanation,

“"Unataleus to Sepsafem: He has injected into your
clay a sufficient quantity of nutritive and medicinal es
scnces to preserve it against all causes of deterioration
and waste for seven days. The stamp upon the palm
marks it for replenishment in 168 hours. Since you are
solicitous of its welfare, leave it here. It could not be
better attended than by out physicians.™



CHAPTER THREE
THE ROAD TO NIAMES

How 1T desired the undesirable—Two guestions and one answer
=My chowe—=The test—A now attice and  improved
vimon—The domzens of the air—The fheght to Niames,

Q. Doupriess it will scem surprising to the read-
er, after what 1 have related concerning the advantages
I enjoyed whilst free from my clay body, in improved
perception through all my senses, that while the igland
scientist Jabored with my body I watched it with love:
hungry eyes, fecling an almost uncontrollable urge to
leap right into 1. To my ownsell, however, this attach-
ment was no matter of surprise. It seemed so natural
that nothing could have kept me from vielding to my
strong desre to reunite with my physical counterpart
except the one thing that saved me from what might
have turned out to be a foolish step—the presence of
Unatalcus, for whom 1 fele a profound respect: and, to
be perfectly truthful, not a lictle fear. For despite their
apparent good will it occurred to me that the Nimika-
harans might not approve of a step which would put us
worlds apart, and perhaps make me nothing but one
of the race with whom association was ta them objection-
able. T must force myself to wait, thought 1, until I am
sure to make no false move,
26
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I'had the fet:lindgf: uglfm there _g,au'nngith long-
mg eyes upon my clay, One Ppossessing 4 framéeé Come
]'.I|Etl: withpcvcr}r limb and part. I felt as if 1 had legs,
arms, head, shoulders, heart, lungs—everything—but
they scemed to be made of air. This extraordinary sen-
sation enhanced my desire to unite with my physical
body =0 25 to give my organs such substance and realicy
as 1 wos accustomed to. My airy state was one of ex-
treme discomfort. Although I had not directed the flow
of my thoughts toward his mind the kind slander under-
stood my emotions, for he soon communicated to me:

“Unatalcus to Sepsafem: In so far as we are con-
cermned you may even now reunite yourself with your
Earthbody. We only separated your ego from the clay
in order to learn certain facts concerning your arrival
here. Since we already know these, and your desire to re-
enter the physical body has perhaps become violent, there
15 no reason why you should not do so. The choice rests
entirely with you. We would assist you to return to
your people.”

“Sepsafem to Unataleus: You have accurately
gauged my feelings, but I am not ready to 2ct upon your
kind offer. Since my arrival upon this floating island
some wonderful scerets have been revealed to me. [ have
also seen doors that lead to the solution of others even
more important and engaging. 1 should Like to remain
with you some while yet .mc% proceed further upon the
roazd of your advanced knowledpe and science. For this
reason I choose rather to suffer the privations of separa-
tion from my physical body for the present—provided
it is agreeable to the masters of Nimikahara™

“Unatalcus to Sepsafem: You must not doubt our
sincerity in inviting you to sojourn with us, We recog-
nize in you a man of worth. Your willingness to suffer
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in order that you may advance yoursell in learming in-
dicates your character. It places you highly in our esti-
mation. You must consider yourself our guest, and claim
every privilege of a native. You have only to express
}'I::!ur fuishl:s and we shall take pleasure o gratilying
them.

“Scpsafem to Unatalcus: You have spoken like the
kindest of fricnds, and I scarcely know how to be thank-
ful enough. You are a marvelous people—the mest hos-
pitable and friendly among whom 1 have ever passed, 1
shall therefore impose upon your gencrosity further, but
only to the extent of asking you two more questions:
How long will this vexatious desire to reenter my phys-
ical body endure, and is there any likelihood of my vis-
iting the land of Niames? What you have told me about
it has excited in me a craving, greater than the desire o
reunite with my body, to behold Niames, even of enly for
a brief while.”

“Unatalcus to Sepsafem: Honored guest, you have
asked two distinct questions but the answer to the see-
ond is related to and depends upon that of the first, 1
have already told you that your desire for bodily things
is mere imagination. It is {orce of habit rather than any
real need your cgo feels for them. You will want food
and drink when you remind yourself of these thinps; and
you would strive to evade the thrust of 2 sword coming
upon you, although in truth a material weapun can no
more harm you than you can consume material fuel,
MNow you are by way of suffering thus for a poodly time,
As long as you allow your clay body to slumber whilst

remain outside of it, the desire to reenter it must a-

ide with you. Naturally your resistance of this urge

will be a source of suffering to you for which there is

no true necessity since you can restore yoursell to nor-
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mal physical life just as soon as you desire. On the other
hand, we know of a process by which we emancipate
ourselves from the cravings for and of the day—a pro
cess established by our learned epodlogists. This means,
however, even preater suift:ringel%r several days—such a
suffering as only the strongest-willed and most cou-
rageous can cndure. But those who endure the entire
process are thercafter frecd, as 1 have said, from the in-
convenicnce of the desires connected with the clay., And
now 1 may answer your question regarding INiames.

“Should you choose to avoid all the sufferings of
your present condition and reenter your body, you must
resign all hope of sceing Niames. But if you desire great-
ly ta make tf]jﬁ visit, you must resolve to suffer the pro-
cess of which I have spoken—for until your longing for
the clay and its life is abolished we cannot let you ac-
company us to MNiames—nor indeed would you be ad-
mitted. There is involved 2lso a matter of improved
vision of which you are not yet aware. Those who un-
dergo the process are privileged to pass through another
—wholly pleasant—that pives them a pift without
which much that they behold would remain partly ob-
scure. My advice is, if you wish to visit Niames in com-
pany with the next group going there from Mimikahara,
that you enter at once upon the process so that you will
he ready to join them when they leave. Now you may
make your choice, Avoid further suffering by asking to

& restored to your body, or chonse the difficult process
i preparation for the visic to Miames.”

“Bepafem to Unatalous: T choose the process and
Niames. [ would endure anything to visic the land be-
yend the clouds. Pray do for me whatever you ean in
this matter so that I may not be prevented from ac-
companying you to that mveterious land.”
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“Unatalcus to Sepsafem: Have your own pleasure,
friend, you are governed solely by your own will. But
1 wam you, this process is the severest test of man's
will-power that has ever been devised. Many of our
people fail several times before they succeed.” .

Seeing that 1 was not discouraped, Unataleus sig-
naled to someone concerning the disposal of my clay,
Meanwhile 1 reflected on the wonder of it that our
egoes, unburdened of the clay, can dircct their thoughts
to any individual mind they choose, [ar or near, or keep
them private by not directing them,

Four Wimikaharans carrying what resembled a
portable bed soon made their appearance. Gently they
placed my insensate clay wpon the cot and bore it off
inte & house of several stories not far away., Observing
its removal 1 gazed at my clay with a longing that |
strove in vain to suppress, By force I removed my gaze
from it, addressing my friend.

“Sepsafem to Unataleus: Will you not wll me,
patient friend, what arc these myriads of obiects in the
air all about us? Some scem to resemble the epocs of
creatures familiar to me. Chhers are totally stranpe.
What are they and what are they doing?™”

“Unataleus to Sepmafem: I could eell you what
they all are, but it it unnecessary. When you have pass-
ed through the second process I have mentioned, your
vision will be so improved that you will be able to recop-
nize them all. For the present know that these objects
are the epoes of thoughts, decds, words, amd phrases
of human beings. Each can be indentificd ns to its origin,
and each exists for a definite purpose. But it is need
less to po far into this subject now. Come and let me
introduce you to the process by which you are to be
freed from your clayen longings.”
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Unataleus escorted me then to ag[-m;isant grove in
a secluded part of the island, situated right upon the
shore. He gave me a few brief instructions, telling me
I must remain at this place untid all desires connected
with my clay were vanquished. Before departing he
promised to communicate with me once every day to
learn how 1 was progressing. [ appreciated this especially
becausz it meant that he would have each day to di-
vest himself of his clay to which he was returning as
soon as he left me.

{:. It was a simple enough process but, as [ was
eoon to learn, frightfully painful and difficult to endure.
I was, by constant auto-suggestion, to alicnate my will
from all bodily desires. To test the extent of my ac
complishment [ was to be presented with numerous op-
portunitics to gratify my desires, arranped in this grove
by the scientists of NimikaBara. But in the event of a
very strong attack upon my power of resistance there
was one last recourse—I could leap into the icy waters
?f the occan where temporary respite was always to be
ound.

No zooner had my instructor lefe me than what had
seemed quite feasible when deseribed in words became
in practice the most difficult of all things to accomplish.
I found that mv stay in the grove by the ocean was not
likely to prow irksome by reason of its solitede. T was to
have no lack of company—most unwelcome company,
my fellow-sojourners of the prove being the bearers of all
the bodily pleasures and passions that ever I had known
or heard of. Not content with exciting my appetites by
their presence they streeched out arms of attraction and
temptation at times when I was least able to resist them.
Plainly they were actuated by an intellipence that under-
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stood how to combat my will. There was not a thing I
had ever liked which was not brought to me, and in such
a way that it was near impossible to decline them. Thus,
when the craving of my hunger rose to its highese pitch
a number of beautiful girls would suddenly appear bear-
ing trays laden with all the most delicious and appetizing
viands known to human cookery, golden and silver trays
laden with spicy roasts, breads and cakes emitting the
most attractive baker’s smells, and flagons of sparkling
wine. At other times one of my lovely but unwelcome
attendants would make her appearance with a hand-
somely carved pipe filled with a tobacco that 1, a con-
noisseur in such matters, recognized as being of the fincst
quality and aroma. This, placed right before me, was 1o
me nearly irresistible. 1 do not propose to render a tire-
some and lengthy account of my battle with these con-
centrations of allurement day after day. Suflice it to say
that many a time 1 had recburse to a hasty plunge into
the blessed waters without which I could never have sur-
vived the test even one day. But this recourse was a very

inful one, the cold water being to my airy state like
ire to the physical body.

The worst of all the enticements 1 had to resist was
that of a young woman who appeared on the firse day.
She was undoubtedly the most beautiful female T had
ever beheld. All the arts and wiles of feminine seductive-
ness were at her command. Nor did she hesitate to ap-
proach me when I seemed to waver m my resolution, and
attempt to embrace me. At such moments it required all
the power of will | could summon to evade her advances
and leap desperately into the ocean. I would have given
up in no long time if not for two things. First,
the determination to make & very good impression upon
Unatalcus, 3econd, the svsnicion, which 1 kept reiter-
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ating to myself, that these things were unreal and would
vanish if 1 yiclded so far to attempt seizing any of them.

A week passed whilse | endured the tortures of this
severe test. Several times my fear and exhaustion reache
ed a state s extreme thae I lost consciousness for a while,
awaking only to {ace again the same situation. I noticed
herwaver, that after the first few days a number of crea-
tures with whom I fought the battle of the will dis-
appearcd after 1 was able vo ignore their attentions; and
uthers became weaker and slower in their movements so
that they did not attract me as much as formedy. By
the end of the fifth day, atwer a parvicularly exhavsting
cxperience, | bepan to believe I should be victorious in
iy battle,

How odd it seomed to me, the last time I saw cach
subject, as well as the female whose allurements had pre-
viously driven me to despair! The former appeared rot-
ten and of bad odor, while the beautiful younp woman
was now ugly and decrepit! | could lec her =it before me
without any desire to touch her.

A this time [ bepan to understand the true signifi-
cance, of the process to which 1 had submitted. | had had
ta teach myself, i a very practical mannet, the fact that
much of what we regard as vital necessities is in face
of litthe or no importance to the egn—the real human
personality. Throughout this process 1 had been pgradu
Aly frecing mysell from enslavement to my clay body
and its own superflunies wants, | understead that henee-
forth my cgo, being separated fram my clay, should have
no craving for Earthly allurements—indecd, no interest
in them whatsocver, This seate of mind T had attained.
Arnd | was happy indeed to enjoy this degree of freednm
from things superfluous which had scomed o vieal be-
fore,
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€3 At the conclusion of the seventh day T felt a
queer stiffening of my limbs, It seemed as if the sub-
stance of which I was composed had been compressed.
This oceurred when the last of my companions of the
grove had departed and seemed gone to return no more
—as it proved to be. Lelt alone at last, I enjoyed a peace
of mind that was in vast contrast with the dread and vex-
ation of the last week. 1 waited to receive my daily mes:
sage from Unataleus but suddenly was overjoyed to see
him approaching in person.

"Lﬁmta.fcm to Sepasafem: Hail! miphty one, you
have survived the severities of an unusual process.
pare now for your reward. Come with me.”

Thanking him for the compliment which, however,
I thought 1 had well earned, 1 accompanied him to one
of a number of round stone structures that abounded in
the eenter of the Isle. A few steps within led down to a
small compartment into which I was told o descend.
I fele that T was entering into the midst of a current of
warm air that seemed to embrace me completely. Power-
ful rays of light shone upon me from all sides, When |
emerged from the compartment | perceived that a preat
change had come over me with this treatment.

“Unataleus to Sepsafem: You are now truly as one
of us. You have received the attire of which I spoke and
;hnu!:i be able to see much that escaped you be
are.

This truth 1 had already perceived. 1 felt new
life in me—and, more than anything clse, a wondrous
improvement in vision. I could see clearly all that a-
bounded in the atmosphere. The objects in the air that
previously had myztified me were now full of meaning.
I recognized among them the replicas of live creatures as
well as those of words, deeds, and thoughts! The calar
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of the light, however, was still unsatisfactory. It was a
goodly measure briphter than any daylight to which 1
had previously becn accustomed, but yet too dim for the
new perceptibility of my vision. 1 had stll the impres-
sion of being at the bottom of an ocean and leoking up
through waters filled with myriads of creatures and ob-
jects darting forth and back, up and down, hither and
thither like a myriad particles of dust dancing in the lone
ray of sunbght penetrating a darkened room. There
were countless varictics of creatures, and countless num-
bers of each variety. Some were attractive and beautiful,
some like fantastic and fanciful buteerflies. Others were
ugly of shape and repulsive of hue.

As the islander had prophesied, 1 no longer required
explanations concerming these beings; [ was able to un-
derstand the chamcter and intent of each merely by
applying my mind to its presence, Just what the mean-
ing of tﬁia new power wits [ could not tell. Tt scemed as
if I had known about these ereatures in some long for
potten past, and many of them seemed especially familiar,
Reflecting briefly 1 realized that 1 was in fact standing
on the bottom of a vast ecean that, Like the watery seas
with which | had always been {amiliar, was filled with
life and animation, There was but this difference: the
nitroxic ocean about and above us is filled with almost
immaterial creatures representing the egoes not only of
all the living beings of land, water, and air but even of
the deeds performed by them, of the sounds they uteer
and the thoughts they cntertzin!

The nature of any individual ego to which my at-
tention strayed no longer held forth any mystery to me.
In the more beautiful objects that floated by me, in some
of the moet charming birds and butterdlies, T recognized
the cpoes of admirable d;:-‘vc!.'?.H divine thoughts, noble
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phrases. In crearures of horrible appearance 1 beheld the
egoes of actions, words, and reflections of ignoble and
baneful character. My attention was riveted for a mo-
ment upon a bird of rare sightliness that flew rapidly
past me. It was, 1 perceived instantly, the epo of a
splendid phrase, uttercd many years ago in a strange
lanpuage—a phrase that expressed a protest against a
system of oppression practiced apainst the lower classes
of the land. But it was pursued by another bird, a fright-
ful, black monstrosity that had hooked a sharp talon in
une of the cutstreeched wings of its beautiful prey. This
venpeful bird 1 recognized as the ego of 3 thought of the
same man, entertained even as he ejaculated chat (ine
rhrase of protest—a thought that betrayed his hypoc-
risy: the thought of what he personaily could gain from
the overthrow of the present ruling class,

It became clear to me that every human word,
thoughe, and deed gives birth to a replica. To describe
my wonderment at this discovery—or my delight in the
new power | had aecquired in thus indentifying the na-
ture of the inhabitants of the nitroxic ocean—would be
impossible except in thae wordless and soundless lan-
puage through which 1 cannot now communicate,

“aepsafem to Unataleus: It is marvelous. T am
overjoyed! I my sufferings of the last weck were the
price of but thes mit it was well worth it. To think that
there exists in the atmosphere a record of every word,
deed, and thought of every human! That our flect-
ingest thought, which we scarcely notice as it passes
through the mind, makes a permanent impression upon
the atmosphere! But tell me, what causes the astound:
ingly rapid movement of the wordcpoes constantly hurt-
ling through the air in all directions?™
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“Unatalcus to Sepsafem: The explanation is simple.
The mind of the human is 2 magnetic instrument, attracts
ing toward itsell the words needed to express its thoughts
in speech. When a human speaks, his mund 15 at work
attracting @ supply of words from the stock m the air.
They are summoned by his mind and discharged by the
tongrue. Some people do this better than others, depend-
ing upon the condition of the magnetic power in their
minds. That is why you find in people various degrees
of eloquence, Some are endowed with more effective,
diseriminating, word magnets, others with poorer in-
struments. There are millions of people speaking all the
time. Is it any wonder that bilbons of words are con-
tinually on the move at the call of millions of minds?™

“Bepsafern to Unamleus: No wonder at all, and
this matter is quite clear to me now, But what happens
to these egoes of the thoughe, speech and activity of hu-
man beinps?”

"Unatalcus to Sepsalem: They are disposed of by
arrangements in Niames. Concerning these arrange-
ments you shall have ample opportunity to inform your-
sell in Niames,”

“Sepsafem to Unataleus: Ahb! you make me more
than ever impatient to behold that wonderful land—
even if it must scem rude in me to be thus anxious to
leave your pleasane island after the preat kindness with
which I have been received here. But [ have no theupht
other than to return and study at lenpth your mode of
life. For the present, however, there is nothing I desire
mare than to know when the next expedition departs
for Nizmes.”

“Unatalcus to Sepsafem: Do not be apologetic for
your natural inclinations. If you knew hall the truth
about Niames you would be even more anxious to visit
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it. And you shall do so sooner than you expect. An ex-
pedition to Niames was to leave this morning but 1 ar-
ranged to delay it until tomoerow at sunrise so that you
might join it.”

“Sepsafem to Unatalcus: How thoughtful and con-
siderate of you, my iriend—1I shall never be able to re-
pay your numcrous kindnesses. Dawn can hardly come
too soon for me. In the meantime how shall [ occupy
the night?"”

“Unatalcus to Sepsafem: A very important prob-
lem, but 1 think I shall find a way to make it interesting
for you. How would you like to join one of our classes
in astronomy? We are in a most favorable laticude for
observations tonight—and you know the guality and
scope of our instruments.”

“Sepsafem to Unatalcus: 1 would be delighted.”

And thus | spent one of the most interesting eve:
nings of my life in the observance of myriads of stars at
distances that challenged the imagination to conceive
them, The Mimikaharan professors, true to their char
acter, were incxhaustible in the paticnce with which
they answercd cvery student’s questions. I found that
this group of students were the very islanders who, on
the morrow, would accompany me to Niames, In pre-
paration, they had all been declayed, hence 1 was able
to understand all that passed amongst them. Defore |
was aware of it, it had dawned for us, and promptly
with its earlicst signs came my guardian friend.

After & most pleasant grecting and inquiries con-
cerning how 1 had enjoyed the past few hours he led
the entire group that was going to Niames to a field
nearby. There was nearly fifty of the Nimikaharans
who had waited for the appearance of the sun's first
rays. Suddenly the leader of the expedition jssued a com-
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‘mand for us to be ready. Quickly I bade farewell to
Unataleus, whose company I knew | would miss, for he
was not going with us. From a blue box that reposed
on the ground near us there was suddenly released a vi-
brant current to which those going to Niames—and I
among them, as 1 had been instructed—hastily attached
themselves by that part of the ego which, in the day, is
called the appendix. The last thing I noticed was one
of the ilanders manipulating a lever on the blue box
which apparently controlled the direction of the current
thot was bearing us away. In an instant I was up above
the clouds and mounting with the speed of Lightning
toward the distant land of Niames together with more
than two score companions. But among them there was
none happier than L
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CHAPTER FOUR
THE PORT OF NIAMES

We arrive 1 Niames—The light—The ceremony of the Port—
I vbtain a guide, and a flighter—The scencry—The tour
bcyins

Q. Ir ever you have shot up to the surface after a
plunge into a great depth of water and, inhaling your
first breath, lud yoursell back upon the water to rest,
then you can picture to yourzell our erip to and arrival
at Niamcs, hile flying upward it was almost mm-
possible for the passengers of the current that trans
ported us to see or feel anything: and indeed we kept
our eyes shut throughout the journey, Arrived at our
destinanion, 1 followed my companions in releasing the
current. We remained {loating on our backs upon the
surface of the nitroxic ocean out of whose depths we
had just come. We opened our eyes then, and 1 obtain
ed my first plimpee of the werld above our atmosphere.
To make my surprise intelligible to cthe reader [ must use
a terrestrial figure of speech, The sight took my breath
away—ceven more so than the unaccustomed speed of the
trip,

It would be vain to attempt to compare the bril-
liance of the light above what 1 have termed the nitroxic
occan with anything known on Earth. To describe it is
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whaolly beyond the scope of verbal language. Inits trins:
lucent brightness 1 could see many distant planets in their
real colors, like so many great round disks of the full
moon at rising. Aside from its wondrous brilbiance, the
light had a distinct shade of sparkling color, something
like the decp intensc beauty of a pure bluc-white dia-
mond, without equivalent in beauty on earth, It would
be no more possible to deseribe it than for one to depict
to a person horn blind the dazzling and colorful displays
of fireworks sct off on some grand public occasion. 1
realized then that the hight we know on Earth after it
has pierced through the ocean of air comes to us broken
and denuded of all its primal beauty—just as it suffers
still more loss of its purity after it has passed through
a depth of water,

Speechless with astonishment at finding  myself
bathed in the sparkling flood of this wondrous light 1
rechined for some time on the surface of the nitroxic
occan like one floating gently in a quict lake. Although
I had recently rather accustomed myself to new environ-
ments and astonishing discoveries the marvel of the light
in Nizmes arcused in me new stages of amazement mixed
with highest admiration,

Suddenly I noticed that my traveling compnions
of Nimikahara had stepped upon the shore and were
making ready to enter the pateway of a magnificent
castie, brightly preen in color and topped with tall tow-
ers of artistically wroughe polden lactice work, Obey-
ing their signals [ entered the wide open gateway.,

. We found oursclves in the presence of a group of
officers whose appearance was a new source of wonder-
ment to me. Their forms were quite like our own bt
composed of what seemed to be transparent silver. Each
of them wore 2 girdle of silken blue around the waist,
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in the form of a broad sash whose tassels of many cclors
fell the length of a foot upon the loins, We passed
singly in a line between two rows of these officers, each
one of whom separately grested the visitors from Nimi-
kahara with many charming speeches of welcome. Hav-
ing delayed somewhat to start for the castle T was in con-
sequence last on the line. Tacknowledged these greetings
exactly in the manner of my companions, which consist-
ed of stating the name by which 1 was known, my ap-
preciation of the welcome I was aceorded, and the pur-
pose of my coming. It was a most charming procedure.
The silvery officials, the Nimikaharans, and [ too,
spoke freely in the beautiful rhythmic style of the lan-
uage of thought. But although 1 beheld my companions
illed with confidence and the officials wreathed in smil-
ing friendliness I could not shake off at once a feeling
of trepidation. This was all so strange, so fantastic, so
unbelievable, that I could not readily make myself feel
at home, though this was just what the officials of the
port seemed to be trying to do for me,

At the conclusion of the ceremonial exchanges of
greeting one of the officials approached and engaged me
in conversation,

“"Noapradsaca to Sepsafem: A newcomer, aren't
you?"

“Sepsafem to Mapradsaca: O, yes, indeed. My
first wisit to your beautiful land."

“MNapradsaca to Sepsafem: Then 1 welcome you
to the land of Niames, and assure you there is no cause
for apprehension on your part. The lind of Niames
is open to thow who have found the road to it We
neither detain nor deport you, Niames is open before
WOl
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“Sepsafem to Napradsaca: 1 thank you most grates
fully. But whither have my companions ?7 I am
afraid 1 shall be lost without them and not know where
to go or what to do firse—"

"Napradsaca to Sepsafem: Pray be not anious,
the first officer you meet shall be happy to perform any
service you would require. Your companions, however,
have not left you inconsiderately. They knew you would
be well provided for. Now may | offer a suggestion?”

“Sepsafem to Napradsaca: Nothing would please
me better than to follow your advice,”

“Mapradsaca to Sepsafem: Then avail yourself of a
privilege accorded to every first visitor in Niames—that
of a puide to show you about and lead you to the pumer-
ous places of interest, You may retain the guide just as
long as you find his services of value.”

“Sepsafem to Napradsaca: 1 cannot marvel suffi-
ciently at the extent of your hospitality and certainly
shall take advantage of your kind offer to supply me with
a guide. But it would greatly oblige me if you would se-
lect my guide for me.”

“Mapradsaca to Sepsafem: Gladly—take friend
Artarokib—" and he signaled to one of a group that was
stationed in an alcove nearby. "You should find him
an entertaining companion, and a very helpful one. He
is a most experienced guide,”

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: I shall have the pleasure.™
With these words the guide approached us, making a
dignificd bow of greeting. Napradsaca excused himself
then, leaving me in charge of my guide. By way of
-:}pﬂ‘lingﬂa conversation | remarked,
~ "bepsafem to Attarokib: You have a most charm-
ing way of treating strangers here. Are you often oe
cupied as a guide?”

43



MIGRAMNTS OF THE 5TARS

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: No, [ am engaged rarely.
But I am most happy to wait my turn to be of service.
As for vur conduct with visitors, it 15 but natural. How
else could we conduct oursclves with the guests of our
land than to receive them gladly and effer them all that
they might cxpect?” :

“Sepsafem o Attarclib: | believe you are right,
but this is not to my knowledpe the universal custom.
And now, my foiend, whither shall we po first?™

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: We are at present sull
i the port of Niames where our guests from all the stars
arrive. Before we go anywhere it 15 best that 1 provide
you with a small automatic flighter, It will cnngln: you
to fly from place 1o place in our extensive domains with
the same speed and facility as 1 do. If you will wait a
momene I shall ferch it for you.”

He was gone in an nstant, bke a ghost. And a
moment later he had returned with the promised fliphter
—which tumned out to be such o tasscled blue girdle as he
and all the officials of the port wore. He helped me to
adjust it about my waist, attaching a gold colored cord
en its inside to my appendix. 1 felt much curiosity to
know how it would feel to go about like a bird. To my
surprise the flighter did not cause me to feel any dif-
ference in mysclf. It was just as if 1 had donned an or
namental silken sash. But I had only to place my hand
upon it and it answered automatically to my wishes,
rasing me up and forward in any direction 1 willed, and
at any speed I chose, Scon it seemed as if 1 had never
known any other form of locomotion. At the behest
of my guide I followed him out through 2 gate similar
to the one through which T had entered the castle of the
port. At last the land of Niames itself was before my
eyes,
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2. Is thie Nimnes? I thought to mysclf in fresh
amazement. [ should not have belicved such splendor
and beauty possible!

atretched out before me over numberless miles was
a vision of the mose enchanting sconic grandeur, so glo-
rious, so magnificent, so beautiful, that 1 was brought to
a still pawse by wnspeakable admiration. Millions of
structures wore all about me, of architcctural designs
undrenmed by man, of materials thar resembled sapphires
and hery rubics and ghatening diamonds arsanged m ene
trancing imagery. Gardens were laid out with flowers,
trees and shrubs of cvery color of the universe—many
of color and shape unknown on Earth—and they yielded
up a harmeny of Iragrance inconceivable to the inclayed
senses. Rovers and streams of many colors wound their
way over the land, thor acrial substance redolent of ex-
quisite perfumery that rivaled the attar and the myrrh
and the other intexicating aromas of the gardens, most
of them aromas thae 1 did not recopnize. On many of
the rivers I saw yachts of various proportions, fanci-
fully ornamented, sailing serencly with their Niamesian
pussengers, The shores rose steeply from the rivers, end-
mg in tall hills topped by villas of inviting beauty, multi-
colored, oddly designed, surpassing imagination, As far
as my sight extended 1 beheld eremendous public build:
mpgs, sume spreading their enves over dozens of miles,
constructed of the most beautiful substances and along
architectural lines that eclipsed the finest of the famed
edifices of Earth. Temples built of pure gems in eolors
ol inspiring beauty reared high their towers of sparkhinge
hues and spread their broad haleonics over an extent nn
less than the domains of some of eur Furopean kingdnms.

Transferring my gaze upward | beheld groups of
people traveling by means of luminous rays from planet
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to planet, their gay manners indicating that they were
bent upon pleasurable excursions, At various positions
in the atmosphere were stationed musical orchestras that
played alternately, supplying music, instrumental and
vacal, sweeter, lovelier, more divine than any I ever
had heard. Everything about me waz unsurpassably rich
in color and tone, yet insuperably delightful to the eye
and ear; and sofiness and tranquility were the dominant
characteristics. The soulful music that made the heart
to feel the harmony of the universe was indeed felt by
the ear which was directed to receive it, but it created no
sound in the atmosphere to conflict with other sounds
and annoy those who were disinclined to listen. The
colorful scenery that dazzled the eye did =o only in the
sense of delighting it far from being harsh, its effect
was tender and soothing.

“Sepaafem to Attarokib: What shall 1 examine
first? Where shall 1 first go? It is all so enchanting that
1 am as one paralyzed with joy, I could remain here

scemingly forever in the pleasure of gazing at the scenery
of Niames.”

My guide had been enjoying the sight of my rapt
attention. He now replied,

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: You will find many sur-
priscs yet in store for you. But as for what we may do
now, I think we would best po to Aimedrat to begin
with, It is one of the very interesting lands of Niames,
It is almost evening now, If we start at once we can
travel at leisure, and be there long enough for you to
sce a4 good deal of the life of the land before
morning. Then we can spend the day in the erystal park.
And afterwards—there will be no lack of places to visit.”
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“Bepaafem to Artarokib: 1 submit myself unreser-
vedly to your puidance, my friend. You may lead me
where you will.”

“Attarokib o Sepsafem: Then let us be on our
way.
My puide and 1 gripped our girdles and soon we
were soaring through the air like two birds on the wing.
In less than half an hour, during which, however, we
must have sped over several thousand miles, we descend-

cd right upon one of the busy streets in & large city of
Airnedrat.
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CHAPTER FIVE
THE LAND OF UPS AND DOWNS

My puide and I on the strects of Aimedear—We examine some
queer houscs—A rough encountér wath o of the ine
habitants—Their strange armval—Their comical clothes
—We visit a casthe i the ar—Why [ was imvisible—
We i to the mines and markets, and are highly amused
—The dimppearanes of an Adimedratizn sweetheart—An
incident at a remarkable eollepe—The professor wanishes
—The why of it all=The end of a delightful vise

1. A land of the queer and the comical I found
Aimedrat, a land different even from all the other coun-
trics in Niames in many respects, A fow of these differ-
ences, which [ recogrized at once, it 15 worth setting
down immediately. First of all, the ground of the land
wits as black as nighe; secondly, the light of the land was
a plain pure whiteness, neither as brilliant nor as beauts-
ful as the common lumination of Nizmes; thirdly, the
whole vast land=—about the size of the Earth—was di-
vided into cities, larper and smaller, there being no fields,
no rivers, no fauna and no flora; fourthly, the houses
were all of one kind, and a very peculiar kind at that,
set up one next to the other in perfectly even streets; fi-
nally, the inhabitants, a people worth knowing for many
reasons, had an astonishing way of arriving in and leav-
ing their land.
“8
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Having hovered over the land for a brief while, my
guide and 1 descended and, as 1 have said, took up our
aeilion on a street comner to see what adventure weuld
fall us, We had not long to wait before things began
happening, [ stood there examining one of the houses—
gince house I must call it—and marveling at its strange
appearance; for it consisted of nothing but a thin, flac,
gﬁs&h'ke slab that served for a roof, and hung unsup-
ported in the air! There were no walls—and of course
no doors or windows; just the flat roof, which gave no
privacy cven from above because one could look right
through it. | knew it was a house of the land because of
the furnishings beneath the roof and because all the other
houses on the strects around were exactly like this one.
If there was little of the house itself, there was not
much in it either. The furnishings consisted of a round
table, without legs, hanging unsupported in the air like
the roof; and a number of chairs set around it—the
chairs also being plain slabs hanging in the air about a
foot lower than the table! Not another thing in the
house on the corner, in front of which 1 had stopped; not
another article of furniture in any of the houses in the
neighborhood.
“Scpafem to Awarokib: What an odd place!
Who are the people that live here?”
~ Delore my guide could reply 1 was suddenly struck
in the shoulders from behind—or perhaps pushed vie-
lently—szo that I fell right apainst Attarokib. Turming
quickly to see whether I had been attacked or if this
was only an example of the manners of the inhabitants
of the land—in which case I would not have a very high
opinion about them—] saw a tall man, completely na-
ked, bm:l;ininwny [rom me toward the house, and staring
at me as if his eyes would burst out of their sockets. |
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was not sure whether he was more astonished or dfraid.
Finally he turned and ran into his house—the one right
in front of uws—and slumped into one of the seats, stap-
ing m front of him as if he bad suddenly come upon a
great mystery,

Y Bepsafem to Attarokib: Well! what do you think
of that? Not a word of apology out of him! Such un-
heard of rudeness!™

But my guide was laughing, laughing hilariously
as if scme vast merriment were afoot. His enjoyment was
rudely interrupted. Right between us, as if out of no
where, a person suddenly and viclently made his appear-
ance, parting us with a push of his shoulders. The new-
comer, naked ke his predeecszor, did not stop at once
in his course. He seemed to jump up slowly—and 1 no
ticed that there was a dim light shining in his brow—
and then descended again to the ground, on the s
where we had made room for him. As he touched the
surface, the light on his brow suddenly went out and
his eyes, which had been shut, apencd up slowly. The
man, ignoring our presence, not seeming to know or care
that he had a moment ago struck us a hard blow with
his shoulders, stretched his arms out with a lazy motion
—and in doing =0 would have hit me upon the nose if I
had not quickly stepped aside—and opened up his mouth
n @ prodigious yawn,

Only a hasty signal from my puide stopped me fram
approaching the illmannered fellow with a view to hav
ing a word with him, The latter, continuing to act as if
Attarokib and I were not in existence, procecded then in-
to the house on the corner and the following conversation
ensued between him and the other, the newest arrival
speaking first,

"Good waking, father. Ts no ene here yet?
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“Good waking to you, son. Mother and sister are
sleeping below yet.”

“Isn't it surprising how sister is waking up later and
later recently? used to be the first up—now she is
last.”

“Yes, and there’s no accounting for it, of course.
However, surprises are muldplying lately. 1 had one
today that | can’t understand.”

"Why, what has happened?™

"1 hardly know. It was just as I awcke. I felt that
my hand struck against somcthing or someone in the
street, but | looked and looked and couldn’t see a thing.
It was right there on the comer.”

“There’s certainly nothing there, father. 1f 1 were

I'd report it to the learned professors,”
*I will do so this very day. Now there comes mothe

Er‘l‘

Instead of giving thought to the wonder that the
two had apparently failed to see us, [ looked where the
speaker pointed, and was just in time to see the com-
ing of the mother. She was rising up out of the very
pround, rather floating up like a ghost from the grave,
with a faint light glowing in her brow. She continued
until she was a yard up in the air, then floated down,
no more dressed than the other members of her family,
until she touched the pround. The light in her brow
was instantly extinguished, her eyes opened, and she
yawned and stretched as her son had done a lictle while
apo. After a moment she jomed her family in their
house, taking a chair beside her husband who immediate-
ly bepan to retell his mysterious adventure,

Now all around me the streets began to fill with
people. They arrived in the strange manner [ have de-
scribed, coming up suddenl; right out of the ground, ris
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ing up in the air with a dim light in their brows, which
vanLliEed as soon as they awoke upon touching the
ground again with their feet. I made sure to keep out
of the way of the arrivals, lest they strike against me,
and I soon learned that 1 could aveid them casily by keep-
ing my eyes on the ground. For, having grown accustom-
ed to the light of the land, 1 was able to see a good deal
that had escaped me before; and the first beneft of my
improved vision was a glimpse beneath the ground, so
that I could sce how the inhabitants of Aimedrat came
up.

Underncath the ground 1 saw a large number of
white threads, resembling currents of light, flying about
in great spice, up t within a yard of the surface of
Aimedrat—which was no more than an inch thick—and
down a vast distance out of sight. Some of these cur-
rents, as they came up, had actcached to them people
whom 1 recognized for Aimedratians by the light I:Ifar;
was in their forcheads, The latter were held fast to the
currents, flying swifter than lightning, by their appen-
dices. As soon as a current bearing a person came within
a yard of the surface its burden was automatically dis-
charged. The Aimedratian then floated up, right
through the pround of the land and past it, then came
down and opened his cyes as the light in his brow van-
ished, and proceeded to act like one just awakened from
a deep sleep. In this manner they all arrived, men and
“«'T‘ﬁﬂ. boys and girls, old and young, all completcly
naked.

I need hardly to say that the Aimedratians, like all
people in every part of Niames, were in the translucent
ego form. They were much darker than mysclf, how-
ever, though yet of a medium grayish shade, with some
of their parts opaque. As 1 watched them coming up
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from bencath the pround and hastening as soon as they
were well awiake into their houses, for they all came up
right in front of their own homés, 1 observed that their
forms were not all opague in the same place. Some had
leads opayue, or only parts of the head, such as the eyes,
cars, lips, or nosc; some had hands, feet, fingers, heart,
or stomach opague; some had a number of their parts
opaque. A few were nearly completely opaque—with
hardly a translucent spot on their anatomy. There was
none completely translucent, although a few were nearly
so, the litter mostly having a few opague spots in the
head.

Turning my attention once more to the family whose
arrival had been the first to come to my attention, [ saw
that father, mother, and son were now seated around the
legless table cating hungnily with their hands out of three
round dishes, Snatches of their conversation came to me,
topether with other snatches [rom the houses around in
whach a simalar scene was taking place. But [ paid no at-
tention to their talk, tor a new phenomenon of this cu-
rious [and had come to my attention. Father, mother, and
son now were dressed, and | had no notion where their
clothing had come from, or when they had donned at.
Even as I looked about me | saw many more of the Ai-
medratians suddenly gparbed before my cyes in some
mysterious manner. Dut even more surprising was the
character of their clothing—surprising and also quite
comical,

It turned out that I had been deceived by a trick
of the atmosphere, The Aimedratians came up already
dressed in their garments but the atmosphere had made
them seem naked. After & while their clothing was as
if photographically developed upon them so that 1 could
see it clearly. It was of course not material dlothing, but
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made up of the substance of shadows. It was, however,
quite visible to me and also to the Aimedratians. This
much I found amazing, Now came the amusing part
of it. A very few had really fine actire on them so that
they appeared respectable and even rich. The majority
were garbed in tattered, shabby looking, ill-fitting ras
ment. Most comical to behold, some wore clothing very
nice of make but several sizes too large for them, and
some equally nice but several sizes too small; or, yet more
comical, a mixture of overly large and undersized gar-
ments,

I could not repress a broad smile, and indeed [ al-
most burst into hilarious lavghter, to see them so ab
surdly attired, They were mostly women who had the
oversized garments, consisting of shoes, dresses, gloves
and hats; and they made a sight that brought wry smiles
to the face of even my guide, who had seen all this be-
fore. The men, on the other hand, had the most under-
sized clothing; and one can scarcely imagine how ludi-
crous 3 husky six footed man looks in size 32 trousers,
or a little woman in size twelve shoes, They made a mot-
ley crowd after their apparel had become clearly distin-
E;ishabie upon them, ranging in character from prince to

ﬁr, from noble to chimney-sweep, from queen to
cinder-wench. And there were scarcely two alike,

Just then the missing member of the family in the
house nearest me arrived. I saw, 2s she came up out
of the ground, that she was a beautiful woman. She seem-
ed very sleepy indeed as she stood stretching and yawn-
ing in the street; and fortunately she was no more able
to see me than the other Aimedratians had been, as [
thought at the moment, or she might have been embar-
rassed by her lack of raiment, In this | was mistaken, for
ulszuﬂ}fclﬂtl‘mdattlﬁ\:etime;hut it must be a few
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minutes befere ber apparel would become visible in the
deceptive atmosphere of the land. :

At last she cntercd her home and, exchanging
greetings with her parents and brother, proceeded at
once to an area behind the house, There she stooped
and lifted up 2 round dish which she brought at once
to the table. Sitting down before it, she carefully placed
all her fingers upon ten decp grooves in the cover. And
then I saw the dish open up dowly. The girl looked into
it with an air of disappeintment.

“There'’s so lictle today!” she exclaimed plaintively,
cven as she dug into the caked contents with her fingers.

“Yes, and lock at your dress, my dear! It's even
larper than it was yesterday!™ This was the mother’s
vemark, for just then the gil's clothing became visible.

*Can I do anything about it?" she replied; and re-
ceiving no answer to this simple question, continued:
“Well, look across the street. That man's hat has been
growing 50 small that he must hold it fast with his hand
or it will fall off!”™

*1 have noticed for some time,” the father remarck-
ed, “that our neighbor iz slowly going mad. His trousers
too are shrinking constantly, and his shoes, But it grieves
me to think that lately you, too, daughter, seem o be
threatened with madness. Your clothing is prowing more
and more ill-fitting.”

"Can I do anything about it?" This wae the girl's
only reply, to which there seemed to be no answer.

learncd professors have a new theocy con-

cerning our clothing,” said the son, in a hopeful way. I
am going to learn aboue it at the academy later.™

“Since I was a young woman,” the mother inter-
posed, “the lkeamed professors have propounded four or
five new theories cach year. But thus far they have done
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nothing to clear up the mystery of our sleeping, or our
clothing. 1 am beginning to have my doubts.”

“ﬁush! Mother dear!” replied the son, “They are
very wise. Why, they have almost got a complete under
standing of the seventh dimension. 1 am to learn it as
roon 4s 1 have passed my examination in the sixth di-
mension—which 1 expect will be much easier than the
fifth was,”

"Well, in my time we were satisfied with knowing
five dimensions,” the mother retorted, “and I think that
enough. [ would much rather they found out concern-
ing certain happenings. There is our poor neighbor from
the mnety-fourth street, Have you heard what's hap-
pened to her? 1 leamncd about it only yesterday just be-
fore 1 fell asleep. Her husband woke up with a very
fine suit of clothes, rose up and right into a palace, and
prompt took the children up with him; and the poor
woman left all alone! And the professors don’t know the
why of it!"

“Now, now!"™ her husband exclaimed. *“You know
her husband’s apparel has been growing nicer every day
for a long time while hers has not improved. And why
should he not take the children with him to a better
home?™

“Arc we going to sit here all day talking?” said the
daughter impatiently. “We'll never pet a bit of work
done. I say let's be off for Amlehedara.”

“1 know why she’s so anxious to get to Amleheda-
ra,” her brother remarked. “I've seen a certain young
man about the last fow days—"

_”Cnunsing and marriage, my son,” the father ad-
mqu-nﬁf:d hunm,ﬁ;'ts no subject for mocking. When vou
will have reached your sister’s years you will under
stand it better, no doubt.” TR
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With these words the head of the family led the
way out, and the four joined a vast throng in the streets
that was moving all in one direction—towards the center
of the city. But | had no mind at the moment to follow
themn. 1 had seen another of the stranpe phenomena of
the lund and was bent upon discovering more about it.

q:. Among the thousands of Aimedrations who
catne up from beneath the surface were many quite trans-
lucent in their forms, These, instead of entering the
houses before which they awoke, clevated themselves
slowly into the air and rose up to a considerable heighe.
As they rose | saw their clothing develop upon them—
ane it was handsome and well-fitting. Focusing my
sight more closely wpon these strange actions 1 learnad
the cause of them, Up above the common habitations
were a large number of wondrous palaces, beautiful
architecturally and preat in size. Some of them were
quitc bizarre in design, all most attractive and sumptu-
ous, They were all so charming, and different from one
another, that T did not know which way to look first,
It oceurred to me suddenly that these mansions had not
been there before but appeared even as [ looked, even
as the richly clad Aimedratians rose up to mect them,

Sensing & new mystery, | elevated myself after the
manner of the privileped Admedratians and hovered a-
round their palaces. The first thing I chserved was that
cach mansion was surrounded by broad galleries on
which stoad many of the dishes now familiar to my sight
—the containers of the Aimedratian food. Within the
palaces I beheld many evidences of luxury, fine furniture,
and peculiar inseruments, the nature of which 1 did not
understand at firse,
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The acrial palaces were not all on the same level,
Some were muc?l bipger than others. It did not take
me long to perceive that the higher up a palace was situ-
ated the more beautiful it was, and the better equipped.
But perhaps the most interesting thing about these man-
sions was the manner of ornament with which they were
filled. Not a room in them but was lined with shelves
and crowded wath tables, and these were laden with a
most curious assortment of objects, sculptured from a
kind of compressed air, rescmbling things familiar to me
on Earth, 'Fhﬂre were birds, and animals, and figh, and
flowers, and fruits, and vegerables, and ships, and houses,
and furmnishings of all sorts, all done in miniature—re:
minding me of so many toys. There was hardly any
object known on Earth that was not represented in the
collection of one or more of the lords who Lived in the
palaces. The remarkable thing about these curios was
that most of them were made not in cxact copy but rath-
er after the manner of a caricature. I could not yet under-
stand whether this was due to a lack of talent on the
part of the sculptors, or to an odd sense of humor which
possessed them, Whatever the cause, the results were
most delighful to behold.

By dint of very close observation I made sure after
a time that the Aimedratiins who were most royally
garbed, who lived in the upper pataces, who had surplus
of food, and owned these amazing collections of curios,
were the same who were brought up by the currents in
a condition of greatest personal translucency, Those
whq, on the contrary, were most poorly clothed, who liv-
ed in t]'_terhan.: houses on the surface, and commanded
only minimum rations of food were the same persons
whom the currents brought up with many opague spots
in their ego forms, ! could not help making some cone
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nection between the Aimedratians’ state of translucency
and their conditions in this land.

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: My friend, is there any
place we can rest awhile from the amazing sights of this
land? I should like to hold intercommunication with you
awhile uninterrupted,”™

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: Let us seat ourselves right
here on the gallery of this palace. 1 am sure its master
would not object if he could see us”

“Sepsafem to Attarckib: Now you have mentioned
one thing 1 wished to discuss—the fact that the people
of this land can not see us.”

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: That's simple. Their
egoes are in @ semi-torpid state hence their senses func
tion very poorly. Now since you and 1 have been
through a process—you will remember you experienced
it on Nimikahara—which made our forms very white,
and since the light of this land is similar in color to our
translucent forms, we are in effect invisible to the Aimed-
ratians! They sce right through us!™

"Sepsafem to Attarckib: That's plain enough, and
interesting too— to think of people looking right through
my body as if it is fine glass. But now why do r.lgw
people of this land speak to one another freely all the
time? They do not direct the flow of their thoughts, as
you and | do, to the person or persons for whom the
message s intended, but utter it freely so that everyone
who desires can hear anything spoken by any Aimed-
ratian!”

“Attarokib to Scpsafem: It is only the ego who
loves privacy in many forms. Now the Aimedratians
never do or sy anything for which they think privacy
is desirable—and their egoes are, as 1 have said, half a-
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sls::g—hzn:e you will find no privacy anywhere in the

land.”

“Sepsafem o Attarokib: Well, such despizement
of privacy certainly seems strange to me.

As I spoke, two Aimedratian nobles, 2 man and a
woman, came out upon the gallery, and I listened eager-
ly to their conversation.

“And s0 you will be unable to attend the festival
today?” the woman was asking.

“l am sorry,” the man replied, “and I thank you
very much for your invitation, but 1 expect to spend the
day in Amlehedara, 1 ordered a model of a dream that
1 had recently, and I want to direct the finishing touches
which will be applied today.”

“And you still place a great deal of faith in those
dreams?™

"My dear lady, 1 am not inclined to debate with
you today. However, it scems to me to be an unavoid-
able conclusion that those dreams which we and our
neighbors enjoy every time we go to sleep are the memo-
ries of some other life that we lead while sleeping beneath
the surface of our land.™

“Well, as for mysell, I used to hold with your
school, but 25 you know 1 have changed my views. The
more | consider jt the more I feel that those dreams are
nothing but shadowy vapors, If they meant anything I
am sure our learned men, in o many centuries, would
have been able to picce together, out of so many dreams,
the shreds of that life you believe in. But what has hap-
pened? The more dreams we mold in sculpture the mere
confused the other life becomes. Just a batch of con
mdi::;nns. Ifmn': believe in them.™

“I am afraid, dear lady, you and the whole schoal
to which you adhere are El;t:mg your logic run away
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‘with you. See, now, | admit that our people dream in a
very confusing way, and oo much. But this is certain,
that every time cne of us falls asleep and descends be-
neath the surface he dreams. When he wakes up, he
remembers something, which we call a dream.  Does the
fact that these remembrances are confusing, that they do
not compose a complete picture, prove that they are
nathing? Mo, they are surely something., Exactly what
they are is hard to determine. But this much seems to
me, and has scemed to many of the most learned of our
people, to be a fair assumption: That when we fall be-
neath the surface we go to a different land and lead a
different life there. We know that most of us spend
twice as much time yonder than here at home. Can it
bx that two-thirds of our lives are wasted, as your school
holds, in just floating around beneath the surface of eur
land dreaming dreams that have no basis in the life of
our own fand?”

"Your arguing iz superb,” the lady hastened to con-
cede, “but yet unsatisfactory. We who are privileped
to live in the High Palaces have instruments for seeing
and hearing the music of the planet worlds above. Yet
we cannot see beneath the black surface of our land,
even those who live in the Highest Palaces and have the
best instruments, 1s it not because there is nothing there
to see? | hold that beneath our surface is only a place
for us to sleep, and no more. If there were a different
world there, we would doubtless be able to see it—there
iz no reason why we should net.™

“The mere fact that we do noe see something proves
nothing about s existence. Do we sce where our Ano-
zam comes from? Yet we find it daily in our dishes, some
more and some less. We wake up, and there it is. Do

we know where the houses and palaces we live in come
61



MIGRANTS OF THE STARS

from? Yet there they are, and some must live below in
plain homes, and we can go above and Iind a pa‘E_:IEE to
occupy. We do not understand these things, which are
in our own life here. But we know that our life here is
2 fact.”

*My friend, why not carry your arpument further
and say that it is in the ‘other world’ during our sleep-
life that we manufacture our Anozam, and clothing, and
homes?"

“Dear lady! what a splendid idea! and from one
who does not believe there 15 another world! Why, 1
must think about it, and bring 1t up at the academy in
your name. It is splendid! Now this 15 a subject we
shall have time to discuss, with our colleagues in the
academies, more at leisure. You are anxious to complete
arrangements for the festival, and T am expected at Am-
lehedara. Let us meet at the Learned Circle tomorrow,™

'“{':::mnrmw then, dear friend. And wise dreams
you.

With these words the lady floated gently down
from the palace. The nobleman svon followed and 1,
curious to see what “model of a dream™ he was having
constructed, followed him, with Attarokib faithfully ae
my side. b

The nobleman walked upon the streets in a rather
hasty manner, unlike most of his class who, not being
late for their appointments, took their leisure. As for
myself, being unaceustomed to walking in the midst of
such crowds—though they were all bound in the same
direction, 1 was again and again in collision with the
poor Aimedratians. I was sorry indeed for them, since
they could not see what had hit them. Their professors,
I had no doubt, would hear a good deal about these cnl-
lisions, and it would be ancther mystery added to the
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.numerous problems which, I already perceived, bothered
these pood people.

Q. We came at last to Amlchedara, which, at first
sight, seemed to be a mining center in the very midst of
the city. The place consisted of a hupe square of sev-
eral miles in which grew 2 mountain of immense propor-
tions. The mountain, divided into several hills, was com-
posed of a substance somewhat less dense than the
ground of Aimedrat and of many bright colors. In the
surface of these mountains great caverns had been dug
by centuries of industrious Aimedratians who removed
quantitics of the mountain’s consistence as we on Earth
would dig out pieces of quartz from a fruicful hill. Be-
cause the Aimedratians dup straipht into the sides of the
hills, instead of downward, (for they could not pene
trate at will bencath the ground of their country) they
had manaped to cut out many long tunnels that crossed
and recrossed one another.

The scene in this center of Afmedratian affairs
reminded me of the busest English fairs. Tens of
thousands of the people were about, everyone engaped
in one occupation or another, There were dippers, and
carters, and artisans, and ecllers, and buyers, whaole-
salers and retatlers. But the final buyers, the ultimate
purchasers of all the products of Amlehedara, were the
castle dwellers. Several hundred of them were present
at this time, most of them laden with wares that
they had purchased, and they were buying yet more
stuff. For all this they paid with Anozam, their sole
medium of exchange, which, on examining, | discovered
to be the very food they ate out of the round dishes,
But whilz the poor people who lived in the strect-houses
had so litde that they ate up as much as they found
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daily, the nobles always found a generous surplug on the
balconies of their palaces, using it to do business with
in Amlchedara,

The nobles carried the Anozam in a special sort of
birg attached to their fonns. When they paid out a guan-
tity of the precious commodity the recipients, with
their agents, assistants, and families, consumed it on the
spot!

And what are the articles which the Aimedratians
manufacture in Amichedara out of the mateer they dig
from the ample mountain? They are the ornaments,
whose nature I have already partly described, which
adorn the shelves and tables of the aerial palaces. T was
now able to witess theirr manufacture and dispos-
al. Thousands of Ammcdratians labor at the mountain,
djgging out with their hands what slices of it they can,
As soon as one has enough material for his purpose, he
comes out of the tunnel where he was working and be-
pins shaping it into o forn, as a sculpeor molds his clay;
or he turns it over to another for shaping. But | must
remark that all the Aimedratians are hiphly pilted with
the talent for sculprure, in which art they have great
factlivy of expression of their ideas. It 15 only as 2 matter
of convenicnce therefore that many of them occupy
themselves with other forms of labor, When they have a
model complete they turn it over for zale to an agent or
to a member of the family, and return to waork, When a
sale is made the artists and mincrs are called to partic-
ipate in consuming the price,

I was of course in no position to judge the Aimed-
ratian scale of values. But it did scem to me, eonsidering
the ingenuity of some nf the wares offered, that they
brought a very small guantity of Annzam, This scemed
especially true since there were wsually from three to six
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persons sharing in the proceeds of every sale. Yet the
people scemed to be grateful for every parucle they got,
and eagerly interrupted whatever they were doing to
gobble up their portion. They seemed to take the ato-
tude of wondering that the owners of the Anozam were
at all willing to part with any of their precious goods.
I made sure incidentally that even the most successful
salesmen and artists never earn encugh to still their hun-
ger for more Anozam.

The noble Aimedratian whom 1 was [ollowing easi-
ly made his way through the crowded caverns of Amle-
hedara, but could not scem to find the artist whom he
was secking. At last he aceested a young man who was
digging out reddish matter from the side of 2 hill.

"Is not your father the artist whom 1 commissioned
to make a dream model for me?”

“Yes, your honor, he is my father, and I am even
now digging material for ie,”

“Well, now, 1 have looked for him in all the usual
places but find no trace of him. Hasn't he awakened yet
todkuy?™

"0, he awoke quite early and began his work, but
he had the misfortune to fall usleep 2 while ags.”

“Well, we can't help that—we have no choice a-
bout falling asleep or waking up, If he awakens shartly
tell him i seek me in the market—1 am going to make
some purchases there if | don't fall aslecp.”

“1 will tell bam, your honor. Wise dreams to you.”

Waondering greatly at the strange things I had re-
cently heard, especially at the notion of people falling
suddenly asleep and disappearing beneath the surface in
the midst of their work, vet too intensely interested in
the busy scene around me to consult my guide, T contin-
ued to follow the Aimedratian noble, desirous to see
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what purchases he would make. As | walked, I tried to
put together all the things 1 had seen and heard thus far
in order to build up a picture of the life of these le.
1 had in mind their marvelousway of shooting up sudden-
ly from beneath the ground, brought while yet asleep
irom some place, and their waking; the mixed opacty
and translucency of their forms, and their remarkable
clothing; their mysteriously supplied food—the Anozam;
their queer surface houses and bizarre castles in the air;
their dreams and their philesophizing; their combined
mining, business, and art center, where their dreams
were mterpreted in most ingenious sculpture; all these
things, and the others that 1 had heard and scen, I bore
in mind, but could not put them together well enough to
vnderstand it all. My thoughts were interrupted when
I saw him whom I was trafling accosted by an Aimed-
ratian dressed in a comically tiny cap, a doak that was
far too larpe for him and drageed a yard along the
ground behind him, and shocs so small that only his
toes were in them, and he kept losing them and stooping
to put them on his toes again. When | came up near
them to listen they were already in the midst of their con-
versation. But | pathered soon encugh that an effort was
being made to sell @ dream model, which the salesman
held in his hand, to the nobleman.

I looked with a grear deal of interest upon this ex
quisitely sculprured interpretation of an Aimedratian
dream, It was a pood example of the type of ornament
that I had scen on the shelves and tables of the aerial
palaces. This model consisted of a handsome horse, with
some slight modifications in his appearance; instead of
hoofs his long limbs ended with the webby feet of a
duck—and, in addition to that, the sculptor had endow-
cd him with what was plainly a cow’s udder!
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The seller explained that this represented a machine
cut of which the persons in the artist’s dream drew a
fluid into large diches, and then in turn spilled the fluid
back into the machine’s mouth. His impression was that
that fluid was kept passing from the udder into the dish,
from the dish into the “machine’s”™ mouth, thence out
again through the udder, and so on and on. The noble,
who professed a pood deal of interest in this masterpece,
was cager to know to what purpose the persons attended
this odd machine. The seller hastily summoned the art-
izt; but the latter confessed that he could not understand
that side of it ac all. The noble patron of Aimedratian art
was much disappointed at the incompleteness of the in-
formation concerming the machine, He bought it never-
theless, confessing that he would have paid twice as much
{or it if the artist had dreamed more thoroughly.

To say that | was amazed at the explanation of this
dream is to put it at its mildest. There could be no mis-
take about it that here was a confusion of horse and cow,
with a littde of duck, and milk and water and machinc.
I began again to piece together all the facts of Aimedrat,
and in the light of this fresh knowledge a theory con-
cerning them suppested feself. Bur before [ had time o
develope it or speak about it to Attarckib something
distracted me which | desired oreatly to sce,

In a lane nearby that had heen hitherto unocoupicd
I saw a maid and a man strolling tngether in a very af-
fectionate attitude, 1 recognized the beautiful girl at
once as the daughter of the man who had had the mis-
tortune of striking my invisible sclf a few hours ago.
The man, then, who was with her, nust be her suitor.
[ felt a curiosity to inform myself concerning the customs
of courting in this marvelous land. When 1 supgested to
Attarokib that we should follow them he conzented at
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once, assuring me that this would not be spying or eaves-
dropping since the people of Aimedrat were altogether
mndilferent about privacy. We drew then quite close
to the lovers and 1 was able to see and hear all that pass-
ed hetween them,

Ta confess the truth there was nothing especially
interesting in their conduct or in their conversation. [
have no doubt that countless scenes exactly Like this one
are taking place on Earth all the time. The youth was
protesting his admaration and affection for the maiden
in terms that left no room for doubt—and in Aimedrat
he certainly was not uetering untruths. 1 had made sure
that the highly moral people of Aimedrat did not even
know the meaning of untruth or any form of deception.
Thus the sculptor of the queer horse 1 have described
could have profited greatly by inventing some reason
for that animal and the attention he said it received. But
he never thought of doing such a thing. He stated what
he remembered, or thoupht he remembered, about it;
for the rest he confessed his ignorance. 5o in this in-
stance | could not doubt the young man's sincerity when
he declared that since just ten daye ago he had been in-
spared with such a great love for her that his soul would
never know another moment of peace until she consent-
ed to have her Anczam at one table with him, and strive
together with him to earn a worthy posterity. He paint-
ed a glowing picture of their future happiness, dwelling
on the paints that if they would announce their marriage
they would wake up the following day in front of a new
howse which would thenceforth be their own home: and
that some time later a third dish of Anozam would ap-
pear suddenly at their home which would be followed
within a little while by the armival, from somewhere une
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dermeath the surface, of a young baby which would be
their own child,

At last he seemed satisfied that he had put his pro-
posal in the finest style customary in Aimedrat. With a
last word imploring her to regard his suit favorably he
paused to hear her reply. I had, in the meantime, studied
them both carefully, and fele confident, by the bright-
ness in the maid's eyes, that there was no danger of a
tragic rejection. She hesitated 2 moment, as if o collect
her thoughts, and at last began.

"My dear, it 5 2ls0 just ten days since [ suddenly
began to think about you, and now that you have utter-
ed your fair proposal—"

And thar was the lase that she communicated to
bim at that vme, Suddenly there was a flash of light
in her forchead; up she went a yard into the air, and
then down she sank through the very ground and van-
ished, leaving her poor lover in a temper of misery and
perplexity hardly conceivable. It was more than 1 could
do, to imagine what had suddenly caused the young girl
to “fall asleep™ at that moment. As for the poor fellow,
his countenance indicated the depth of his despair, and,
I thoughe, a fecling akin to personal msult, Neverthe-
less 1 saw him resclutely start forward along an avenue
that led cut of Amlchedara and into the city proper.
Putting myself in his place 1 thought that 1 would go
and wait in front of her home in the hope that she would
reawzken shortly. And this was probably what he did.

I did not continue to watch this Romen's adven:
tures, but I prayed that his hopes should be immediately
realized and that, when the currents fetched his Juliet
up, she would waste no more time in formal preliminar-
ies but cry out “yes” before even they had exchanged a
greeting.  Fine speeches and romantic dialect are good
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enough in their place, thought 1, but in Aimedrat a briet
word might be worth more than a dish of Anozam!

Returning into the crowded lanes of Amlehedara 1
spent an hour in carcfully observing the people at work,
and particularly in bstening to the silesmen disposing
of their wares to the nobles, for from their sales talk and
explanations 1 learned a grear deal. It was a pleasant
enough experience, marred only by the inconverience
arising from the fact that the Aimedratians could not see
ine, su that all the care necessary to avoid jostling fell
upon me—and if 1 forgot to watch 2 moment someone
was sure to try to walk right through me, with results
highly mystifying to him or her who made the acempt.

The first thing that attracted my attention was an
attempted sale o two noblewomen. The artist brought
jorth a beautiiul carving of a blue elephant that had gold-
en windows in his sides, with open shutters, a square
red trunk shaped like brickwork, that stood up above
his head like a chimney, and two rows of big golden
buttons upon his back.

“This, my ladies,” the artist declared, "is one of my
most perfect dreams. | remember well that it was a
huge, living creature; sometimes it walked with its fac
legs, and sometimes it flew in the air, making motions
torward and back with these things sticking out of its
side. All the while there 1zsued loud, clamorous music
from the opening of this red tower in frone of its head!™

“What do you think of it?" the younger lady ask-
ed her companion.

"It scems to be a very noble creature from the “other
world', in some respects similar to one ] saw in my
brother's palace. But the other had a round tower, in-
stead of this square one, and it did not stand up but
hung down. There were ather differences, but on the
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whaole 1 think this one must be superior. It's the tower
that makes me think so. 'We know very well a tower
should be standing up, not hanging down!™

“That is wisely spoken. Do you advise me then
to purchase 17"

“By all means do so. No doubt it is imperfect. But
I can borrow the one my brother owns and we will com-
pare them. Between the two, and with the assistance of
our fricnds, we may be able to learn something about the
other life.”

“Well, then, I will buy it. We shall have an inter-
esting discussion concermning it—and at the least it will
make a fine ornament for the new shelf 1 am having in-
stalled in my observatory.”

Following these words she paid the happy sculptor
his price in Anozam and departed with the precious
purchase. I could not help laughing at this strange mix-
ture of elephant with a chimney that was mistaken for a
musical instrument, and windows in his sides with shut-
ters that were mistaken for wings, and—to cap it all—
buttons on his back, with no Expﬁnatinn for them at all!

LIS Satisfied at last concerning the art and com-
merce of the land, 1 resolved to see its educational in-
stitutions, of which 1 had heard so much mention. At
ﬁ.l_‘l:rh]:r expressed his willingness to take me to the Acade-
mies of Aimedrat, but he warned me that | would find
them rather different from those I had attended on
Earth. This made me all the more eager to visit them,
and we therefore proceeded at a rapid pace. 1 kept look-
ng for some large structure, but as far as my sight ex-
tended Isaw only the evenly laid out streets with their
peculiar residences—roof, table and chairs, all hanging
unsupported in the air. At last we came to a great open
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space, shapcd like a circle, perhaps a mile in diameter, oc-
cupied by row after row of the legless Aimedratian
chairs, upon which sat thousands of people, of both sexes
and of a.lil] ages—irom children of a year to sages of a
hundred years.

On the outer edges of this circle of learning, and
all arcund it, was a series of high platforms occupied by
the learned professors who delivered the lectures and led
the discussions. My method of scquainting myself with
the system of this curious college was to seat mys=elf at
the very center of the circle. By turning slightly in my
seat | was able o face each platform in turn and give
my attention to the speakers on it or to the debate center-
ing around it. | obscrved, after a while, that quite a
few of the students used this very means of passing from
clags to class—they simply turmed a fow inches in their
erats! .

I did not stay long in the first class that 1 joined.
Thouph the students were chiefly boys and girls of four-
teen and [iftcen years, | discovered shortly that the sub-
ject of the elass was beyond my comprehension. They
were studying the sixth dimension! As I tumed, liter-
ally turned, from class to class, my respect for the spirit-
wal capacity of these strange beings prew and prew.
They discoursed with marvelous understanding of the
profeundest intricacies of mathematics—five dimensions
being common knowledge among children of twelve years
-—they treated of philosophy, of Eternity, time, light,
space, mind, with a depth, and freedom, and confidence
in their knowledpe that amazed me..

Much of what they said was unintellimble to me be-
cause [ had not heard the fundamental principles upan
which their learning is based. 1 was profoundly im-
pressed, however, with the certainty that although they
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blunder pathetically in trying to grope through the vel
of darkness which hides their sleeping life from Aimed-
ratian view, they arc immeasurably wise in all other
things. I heard children of twelve or thirteen propound
guestions of o highly philosophical nature, and imbibe
the intricately woven answers, in a manner that would
du credit to the most advanced scholars in our univer-
sitics. My understanding of their discussions being woe-
fully limited 1 could not form an accurate judgment of
their value. But 1 was convinced that in the ficld of
learning which may be termed spiritual they have true
knowledpe, although in the concerns of their sleeping,
and the things connected with it, they see only a jumble
of hazy facts, as in a dream. Their capacity for learning
15 50 vast, however, that most persons attaining the age
of twenty have reached the limit of their definite knowl-
cdpe; and after that age they come to the circle of learn-
ing to attend the higher classes—those engaged in the
study of the mysterics of the sleep life.

In these classes most of the conditions are reversed.,
No longer did 1 hear the professors expounding their
wondrous knowledpe with assurance. Here they offered
only theorics, suppositions, based on the numerous dream
models that were wrought in Amlehedara, and were pres-
ent in large numbers upon the platform as illustrations,
And here, in the elasses of higher learning, 1 was better
able to understand what was spoken than in the chil-
dren’s classes!

A pgreat part of the Aimedratians’ time, and espe-
cially that of the castle-dwellers, is thus occupied with
the dream-products. They study in the circle, exchange
scholarly views, and hold earncét lectures, which are
always well attended, where they propound their newest
theories, Very often these theories contradict one anoth-
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er, according to the contradictory nature of the latest
models produced in Amlehedara. At such times fiery
debates take place between the differing parties, and
they are never setcled until a new model is manufactured
which throws enough light on the disputed subject to
nullify both old theeries in favor of two eor three fresh
ones.

In view of the character of the materials with which
these highly intelligent beings are forced to work, the
theories they propound are most ingenious. As 1 think
back now upon their models, knowing the truth about
them, their endless speculations and fluctuating conclu-
sions seem very comical, Nevertheless a large schocol of
them have succeeded in building up a most interesting
structure of the probable life about whifh they dream. It
happens that there is lietle likencss between this popular
theory and the actual truth about their slecplife, but it
is not less interesting or learned on that account. The
only faule with it, preventing them from unanimously
accepting it as true, is that a few essential stapes in it
are missing, so that it resembles a house having the first
and third stories, with a preat emptiness where the sec-
ond story should be. They hope always, however, that
some super-dreamer will one day wake up with the miss-
ing story in his brain. Secing how far they were from
any posaibility of hitting upon the truth, 1 could scarce-
ly help hoping that the absent link in their chain of sup-
positions would soon be cvolved in some dreamer’s er-
ratic memory so that they will at least think they have
discovered the truth of their sleep Life.

From what I heard by dint of much revolving in my
chair [ gathered a fairly general idea of the Aimedratian
understanding of their present and future. They believe
their own life to be caused by a temporary expulsion

T4



MIGRANTS OF THE STARS

from Eternity (such is their term). They await calmly
the day of their recall thither—uwhen they chall fall into
the last dleep and return no more o Aimedrat, They
hedd that every person has a palatial home somewhere
high in the atmusphere. In order to rise up to a sufficient
height to meee it e must become wholly, or nearly all,
eranslucent—a theory based upon the fact that the castle-
dweblers are the most eranslucent persong in the land. To
become translucene, they believe, a person must eat a
great deal of Anozam, Once o person has had a suffic
cient feast of Anozam to banish the opague spots in his
form he can rise up and draw down his palace. And
once he has suceeeded i this, there is always a sufficient
supply of Anozam there to keep him up. He can then
live guite satisfaceonly until the last sleep, when he floats
away together with s palace o the better worlds,

Such 15 their corious Belicl: and becauvse the best
[entune of an Admedratian, as they understand it, con-
sists, of petting a pood feast of Anozam, they are cager
to do busincss 1n Amlchedara. They hope sometime,
by chance, to carn a really large enough quantity of Ano-
zam; after which, they suppose, they will have no more
dillfculey in attaimng their palaces in the armosphere
and remuming therein, To them loss of translucency
seems to result from undernourishment, hence their ca-
ger pursuit of extra Anozam. They believe, however,
that if they are not Jucky enough to obtain a quanticy
of Anvzam during their Ifetime they will be united
with their true homes after their lase sleep, so that their
ooud fortune is at worst only delayed. In this faith all
the Asmcdratians are agroed. They therefore strive to
lonk forward to the last sleep without fear, Neverthe-
lesz thoze who are not larpely tranducent are worried
to the poine of melancholy. They are like Earthmen who
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know themselves to be suffering from a fatal malady and
therefore pretend to have made peace with the inevitable
end, but in reality they dread its cncoming because chey
are not 50 sure cf what lies in the unknown

The last sleep, to the Aimedratians, certainly means
the same thing as Earthly death. If a sleeper’s Anozam
fails to appear several times in succession they surmise
that he is gone on his last sleep. They do not weep or
mourn for him. But his friends show a good deal of
malaise for some while; they appear distracted and even
miserable. They seem to feel that the consequences of
the last sleep are not exactly as their best belief teaches,
and the doubt on this score bothers them and leaves them
under the strain of misgiving.

Because of the peculiar eircumstances under which
I attended the Amiedratian academy, even my stay in
that peaceful place was not without its incident. As I
gat listening to a very interesting discourse in which the
lecturer was demostrating the probabilities and improb-
abilities of the existence of the “other werld™ in which
some believed the Aimedratians live when they disappear
underneath the surface, 1 suddenly felt a weight upon
me. | jumped up, realizing at once that someone, not
seeing my invisible self, had attempted to cccupy my
chair, and in doing 50 had sat down on my lap. The re-
sult of my sudden rising was thac I threw the lady—tfor
a woman it was, and she had scarcely had time to begin
wondering what it could be that she had sat down upon
—uover on her face. Of course she issued a scream and
soon had the vicinity in confusion. By the time every-
thing was quieted Attarokib and 1 had made our way
to a different part of the Circle. But I made no further
cffort to sit.
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Not long after this lictle adventure I felt suddenly

a great wave of excitement in the massed assem . The
various lecturers left their platforms. Only one platform
remained occupied, and that was the largest of all. 1
recognized upon it the noblewoman whom I had seen
in one of the aerial palaces, and from this I judged that
the festival of which she had spoken was about to be
held. T seon leamed that after long and painstaking ef-
forts a banquet had been arranged in honor of one of the
greatest, most esteemed of teachers and scholars in the
Academies of Aimedrat. The richest nobles had donated
large portions of their surplus Anozam, which was dis-
tributed to the masses as soon as the guest of honor, with
certain of his prominent {riends who were privileged to
appear upan the platform, had taken their places.

I pathered that such occasions were rare because
of the difficulties involved in arranging them. It had
begun, according to plan, within an hour of the awaken-
ing of the guest of honor. One after another there stood
up the notables who were privileped to appear upon the
patfarm. In brief and restrained phrases they described
the greatness of the puest of the day, praised his wisdom,
extolled his knowledge, testified to his devotion to the
cause of public education. From their words I under-
stood that I was in the presence of a really preat spirit,
for the penple of Aimedrat do not lic or bandy in empty
compliments. [ felt a keen personal interest to hear what
this admirable savant wnuﬁ say on such an occasion.
Finally, and indeed within scarcely twenty minutes of
the beginning of the introductions, the great educator
arose and bepan in a simple and unaffected way to de-

liver his aration,

"My beloved friends, | —
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This was just as far as he got, Suddenly the cursed
flash was seen in his forehead. His eyes closed, his form
rose up into the air, and down he went through the very
platform, vanishing as if he had never existed. And this
alter they had taken the precaution to bepin early
enough to have, according to the lenpth of the learned
wman's usual “waking period,” at least five hours for the
festival!

€5 It was more than I could bear calmly. 1 had
had all I wanted of these mysterious happenings. 1 took
my puide by the hand and led him into a guiet street.
Walking slowly in the middle of the street—where, 1
had learned, there was no danger of our being struck
by Aimedratians arriving {rom below, 1 questioned my
auide. :

“Bepzafem to Attarokib: Now please tell me what
is all this, Who arc the people of Aimedrat, where do
they go to and where do they come from?™

“Attarekib to Sepsafem: And you have formed no
opinion yourself? You have no notion at all about them
after all you saw here?”

“Sepsafem o Attarokib: 1 am no longer in any
mood for puessing at mystifications. | have thought they
have gome connection with Earth. It scems to me that it
is Earth they must be visiting when they po below the
eurface. Bue what they do there I cannot imagine—un-
less they be phosts who haunt my planet!”

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: Nonsense! There are no
ghrsts hawnting the Earth. These people are the living
Earthmen themselves!™

“Sepaafem to Attarckib: What dn you say? These
are the inhabitants of Earth? But how is it pessible? ]
knew nothing about this! When do they come here?”
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_ “Attarokib to Sepsafern: Calm yourself! Don't
ke so excited! This is by no means the most astonishing
thing in Niames, I will explain it to you in a few words
and you will understand everything. The people of
Aimedrat are the sleeping people of Earth! WEI!'lm a
body [alls adeep on Earth the currents you have seen
snatch up his cgo and fetch it instantly to Aimedrat.
When anything disturbs his body, an electric [luid
;stm—.ﬂy is in motion fetching him back to his Earth-
dy!™

I pauvsed where I was and stared at Attarokib in
wonder. [ stood there for perhaps five minutes, a thou-
sand thoughes coursing through my mind, without utter-
ing a word, So many matters that 1 had been unable to
understand were suddenly clear! The mysterious arrival
and departure of the people—which they called “wak-
ing™ and “falling asleep™ but which were just the re-
verse, actually their falling asleep and waking upon
Earth! The poor state of their senses, their indifference
to privacy, their lack of definite memory of the Earth—
tue to the face that their egoes were semi-torpid, just
barely enough awake to give each of them a touch of
personality! And their great spintual capacity, their
wonderful understanding of profound matters, their art-
iztic talent—due to the condition of their souls, which
had changed roles with the epoes in being the more a-
wakened member! Their “dreams™—plainly enouch the
faint rememhbrances of the soul's experiences on Earth;
the artist who dreamed the horse T have described was
probably a farmer on Earth, and he who had dreamed
the elephant was probably a builder who had recently
attended a cireus! 1 began to laugh at the thought,

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: 1 love humor, my friend.
Let me appreciate your enioyment too.”
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“Bepsafem to Attarokib: O, 1 am laughing at a
arcat many things. For one, 1 have just rca]f:.'r:c? why
the learned professor vanished just when he did.™

“Attarokb to Sepsafem: You bhave? That was a
little more than | could do. What do you suppuse was
the cause of his waking up on  Earth just then?”

“aepsafem to Attarokib: Did you notice that just
before his disappearance the lady whom he escorted to
the banquer—his wife apparently—sank through the
platform?”

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: Yes, 1 observed it, and
=0 did everyone else. But in Ammedrat no one disturbs
himself when a lady falls asleep at her hushand's lectures,
or the other way around.”

"Sepsafem to Attarokib:  Ah, but therein lies the
reason foe his disappearance too, She woke up herself
on Earth, and promptly weke her husband up—to ask
him whether he had not forgotten to shue the kitchen
windows!™

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: You think s0? Well, it
i5 likely that wives have not chanped on Earth since |
knew them there.”

“Sepsafem to Aetarokib:  Fun aside, there are one
or twe things not perfectly clear to me. Why, for in-
stance, the partial opacity of the forms of our fricnds
here?™

“Artarokib to Sepsafem: That is onc of the mysteri-
vus workings of the human form about which you will
learn later. For the present | will eell you just that when
a person does an evil tung, that part of his form which
was concerned loses its trnslucency. 11 somenne strikes
a fellowman his fist i likely to become opague: if he
steals, his fingers: il he vefitses to go to the aid of 2 per-
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son in distress, his feet; if he gossips or listens to gessip,
his lili or ears. And so or-and on.”

*Scpeafem to Attarokib: How interesting! 1 can
imagine various reasons why all the parts of the body
may become opagque. Yet not one thing—there goes a
man with his nose as black ag night. How on Earth can
he do any wrong with his nose?”

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: Well, perhaps he sticks it
too much into other people’s affairs!”

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: You will have your joke!™

"Attarokib to Sepsafem: No! Tam in earnest!”

“aepsafem to Attarckib: Really? Well, 1 would
like to sec my nose in @ mirror—after the way I have
been behaving here.”

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: You could not see if it
was opaque because the process you went through on
Nimikahara has clothed your whn:I: form in such white-
ness as the light of this land. Then again, it is no wrong
here—first because we are privileged to a certain extent,
seconed and chiefly because the people here do not desire
privacy, so you have viclated no right of theirs. And
finally, don’t desire to learn anything about yourself,
The moment you learn anything about yourself in Ni-
ames you will have to go back to Earth—possibly only
tor u very brief stay.”

"Sepsafem to Attarokib: But 1 have been learning
about mysclf in all you have told me and in what [ have
seen of Asmedrat—for does not all this apply to me as
to any Earthman?"

“Artarokib to Sepsafem: I meant only things about
your pereonal self. There 15 no danger in your learning
these gencral things, or about yeur present condition,”

“Sepsafem to Artarokib: Thank you for werning
me. And now let me ask yru—the sight of that man re-
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}T,:nds me—what of the queer clothing on the people
rel”

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: That, and whether they
live in the common houses or in a palace, depends upon
their state of translucency, that is upon the manner of
their individual Earthlife, Those who are vain, for in-
stance, will have large garments, small hats, and so forth.
Theose who indulpe in trivial, worthless activities, wall
have undersized clothing,”

“Sepsafem to Attarckib: How does the state of
translucency effect the individual's place of residence?

“Attarckib to Sepzafem: Quite a simple process;
when the opaque parts of an ego’s anatomy are larpe, or
numerous, their weight, equaling the weight of his
vl-_r.::rngc!?Inga-, makes it impossible for him to rise up in
the air.

“Sepsafem to Attarckib: Simple 5 not the word
for it. I would say ingenious and marvelous. And what
is the purpose of this life-in-sleep? Is it a form of re
ward and punishment for the hie during the day?”

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: It must seem so, yet it
is not for that purpose that the epoes of sleeping Earthe
men live in Aimedrat. It is on account of the Anozam,
which iz a form of nourishment necezsary to the soul to
replace the drainape upon its powers by the epo during
the day on Barth.”

“Sepsafem to Attarckib: Then why the difference
in the quantity of its distribution?™

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: Those who are mnst
opague, as you have noticed, receive least Anomm, The
result is that they remain soul-hungry. Now often, be-
cause the ego here is not dead asleep, a persan on Earth
remembers vaguely his soul's shame in Aimedrat on ac-
count of its inferior condition—you call it the pangs
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of conscience. This, together with the person’s soul:
hunger, sometimes leads him or her to give up certain
wrongdoings or to occupy himself with good deeds,
thereby recovering translucency. So you see, this Ai-
medratian life is of great usefulness to the inhabitants of
Earth.™

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: That's quite evident.
Mow just another question. What is the arrangement
of marriage here—and why, as I have heard, are couples
sometimes suddenly separated?”

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: When persons on Earth
are courting, they do so here too, with the difference
that here they court only those whom they will actually
marry, 3o that, though you saw ardent and anxious
wooing, there was no danger of 2 refusal. There has
never been a jilting in Aimedrat. But the young men do
not take account of that fact and behave as if they had
te win their mates apainst difficulties. Tt is very roman
tic and delightful to the sweethearts. As for the separa-
tions you have heard of, a great difference in behavior re-
sults in hushand or wife dwelling in 2 castle while the
cther remains below. Or if one betrays the other, the
result in Aimedrae is that the betrayers wake up togeth-
er in front of a new home, with clothing quite distorted.
And those who thus lase their own homes and are separa-
ted from their familics are not very happy here. Their
fricnds and ncighbors think they have become ‘mad’
and pity them.™

As Attarokib was talking 1 had ohserved an fnter
csting scene a little way off. A young  Aimedratian
mother, with a tiny infant clasped in her arms, was met
by a group of matrons who, womanlike, were quick to
display all their natural fancy for young hahies, They
were manifestly cager to view the chilil: and the mother,
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who declared that he would be just six weeks old come
three days, was hardly less eager to show him off. Her
friends had gathered in a circle about her. As they bent
close, she stretched forth her arms to show them her
treasure, But before they had a chance to glimpse him
1 saw the baby go up, and down, and disappear under-
neath the ground!

For a moment the sight of a mother deprived of her
infant in such a brutal manner was a severe shock to me.
I was so bewildered by it that I hastened over to the dis-
appointed circle as if I could render some assistance, as
if T expected to see the mother fall into a swoon instant-
ly. Instead she rose up and went down, right after her
infant, thereby relieving & tense and embarrassing situa-
tion.

Very Stout Fella, thought 1, recalling the cauvse of it
all; he woke up screaming so lustily that he roused his
mnother right aithr him!

Shortly after thiz 1 saw the Aimedratians, one af-
ter another, disappear beneath the ground of their land,
where the waiting currents bore them down with speed
faster than lightning to their waking bodies on Earth,
I judped that in the particular part of Earth which this
place in Aimedrat represented it must be morning. And
as | saw the speed with which the numerous egoes plung-
ed down through the nitroxic ocean, [ was reminded of
a curious thing.

Many times my sleep on Earth had been disturbed
by fantastic dreams which ended, with my awaking, just
as [ was falling from an enormous height. 1 had often
wondered, as I do not doubt many of my readers have
wondered more or less often, why we awaken so many
times from our dreams with the remembrance that we
were lastly falling from a terrific eminence. OF course
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our sbientists have proposed several more or Jess plau
sible explunations for this strange phenomenon. But none
ol these had ever quite appealed to me as answering all
the difficulties of the problem, MNow the true solution
was before me. As [ watched the Aimedratian epoes
dropping down through space toward their clay bodies
on Earth the simple truth became plain to me. It is this
lightning-like plunge that we remember as the conclud-
g part of so many of our dreams. Attarokib confirmed
me in this view,

The city was now rapidly emptying of its inhabit-
ants. Soon only the late elee would remain, a sorry
company probably, 1 th{.:rcfgzspmpmed to Attarokib
that we go on to some other city representing a place
where it was now night on Earth,

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: Do you feel that you have
not seen all there is of Aimedratian life?™

“Bepsafem to Attarokib: 1 am sure I have seen all
that was important and interesting here, But will there

not be the usual interesting differences between life in
different lands?™

) “Attarckib to Sepsafem: Not in Aimedrar, my
friend. The whale country is exactly as you have seen it
here, except that in the space between inhabited places
are unoccupied houses.™

"Sepsafem to Attarokib: Then if we have scen
everything worth while here what shall we do?”
“Attarokib to Sepsafem: It will be daytime in

Niames by now, sa let us spend the day in one of the
parks.”

“Sepeafem to Attarokib: Just as you say. I am
r:ad:.rtngHmmtg‘[admgafmmb:m Seeing all these
persons sinking through the ground almost makes me
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feel afraid that I'll happen to follow them in a mo-

ment—

“Attarokib to Scpsafem: If this were a dream it
would not be at all unlikely. However, there's no danger
of it—the ground of Aimedrat would continue to sup-
port you if we chose to stay, But we are off for Sibbat-
mikah—the park of crystal, so grip your girdle and
come.

And suiting action to his advice my guide was alolt
in a moment with myself right at his side. We soon left
Aimedrat behind and soared a long way in the beautiful
light of Niames. As we flew we discussed our interesting
visit, and among other things my guide asked me what
had struck me most about the people of Aimedrat.

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: | should say that | was
:d:rm::l‘:c~ most by the people who tricd to walk through
frv—

“Avtarokib to Sepsafermn:; You secused me not long
ago of being inclined to joke, and yet you seem to be in
a bantering mood yourself—of which I am glad, for it
indicates that you have enjoved your visit,”

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: Indeed, T enjoyed it tre-
mendously, But, in carnest, I was chicfly impressed by
the unhappy arrangement whereby the Aumedratians are
suddenly torn from the midst of whatever they are doing.
They lead a full life in Aimedrat, and have only vapue
notions about a possible other life, so that their exist-
ence in Aimedrat means everything to them, Yet no one
of them can be sure that he will not suddenly, in the
midst of a most important or interesting occupation,
sink through the ground and vanish—perhaps never to
return!”

“Attarokib to Sepsafermn: Yes, that is sad.”
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“Sepsafem to Attarokib: It did sadden my sty
there a hit to see some of the annoying disappearances.
But I console myself for it with a good lesson that I de-
rived from it."

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: And what was that valu-
able lesson?™

“oepzafem to Attarckib: That a person living on
Earth cught to have very regular sleeping hours—then
he can be sure of the utmost convenience in his life in
Aimedrat.”™

As [ communicated this last thought to my smiling
guide we were alighting in frent of a huge pate of sheer
crystal.
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CHAPTER SIX
THE CRYSTAL PARK

Tiwe feasr of the senscs—Niamesian entertainment—A remark-
able wicw of the plancis and the life upom them—WWe
depart 1o wistt the dusty planct,

Q1. We found the crystal gate open wide. Enter-
g without hesitation my guide and 1 chose a luxurious
seat in a bower surrounded by a delightful variety of
Mlowers and plants. There was no need to ask why At
tarokib had culled Sibbatmikah the cryseal park. Not
only was the park covered with an expansive canopy of
purest crystal—or rather with an ethercal substance
that resempled it in all its qualities—but even the ground
wits of @ silvery gray erystallike consistence. Seats and
{ountains too were of crystal, as well as grandiose statues
represeating glebelice planets. Even stems of trees and
flowers were crystalline—but not the leaves, petals, and
fruit. These last were composed of some ethery sub-
stance glstenng in a limitdess variety of hues which
yiclded up for each separate plant an aroma that sug-
pested its pleasant taste.

No sooner had we made ourselves comfortable in
the bower than the fragrant aroma and taste-suggestion
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of a nearby trec created in me a desire to taste ste fruit,
which appeared not unlike a large Spanish plum. I was
a puod deal surprised to feel this inclination. 1 had
thought, after the process of claynullation on Nimikaha-
ra, that whilst I remained in my present state [ should
ot know the semblance of a4 desire to eat. Before | had
time to constder this izsue the tree extended one of its
hrﬂ.ll'ldlrE-S and dropped a specimen of its fruit right into
my lap.

’ “Attarokib to Sepaafem: Take w. It is not food
for 4 clayen stomach, which you have not got, but for
such a one as you are; and you will be pleased with
it= taste.”

Being thus reassured [ made the motions of swal-
luwing the fruit as 1 had seen the Aimedratians do with
their Anczam. It was, in effect, like consuming some-
thing less than ether. But the sensation it produced in
all my person exceeded all the delight I ever had known
in food before. There was no basis of comparison with
anything I had tasted throughout my remembrance.

"Sepsafem to Attarokib: And is thiz the real taste
of food? Why, it is a million times better than the best
on Earth!™

“Attarokib to Scpzafem: | know it, for | once tast-
ed Earthly food mysell. But you should have noticed
by now that the degree of excellence of things in Niames
holds true with regard to all the senses. Have you not
Ferceved the music, the speech—which you hear al-
though no sound s produced? Have you not marveled
to behold with clarity all the distant stars?”

“Sepsafem to Attarckib: Truly, 1 have not failed
to ohserve all these unending sources of astonishment,
But what causes my senses to excel themeelves in Niames
beyond their Earthly scope?™
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*Attarckib to Sepsafem: The senscs here’in fact
are not superior. They are on Earth, as in Niames, end-
less powers of the spirit. Belonging to the human ego,
they are agents of the soul. On Earth, shut in by the
clay, the epo must look through eyes of flesh, smell
through a nose of flesh, listen through ears of flesh, tagte
through a palate of flesh, You thus obtain of the smell
and taste, sound and appearance of things only an im-
pression debased, as you would receive of this flower’s
color if you saw it through your flesh eyes, But in
Mizmes the senzes are {ree. You hear and see, smell and
taste with senscs unintercepted by a fleshy cloak, Not
even the substances of air that interfere with the senses
on Earth are present to befog them in Miames, Here
you know all things as they are. And that is why they
seem to you incaloulably finer.”

“Sepsafem to Attarckab: May 1 ask if it 15 deliber
ately that you have avoided mentioning the sense of
touch? Now that I think on it, 1 do not recall exercis-
ing this sense here in such improved condition as the
others."

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: Certainly touch in Ni-
ames may be felt in the sume infinite depree as all the
other scnses. But you cannot sense real touch here be-
cawse of your present status, Had you come to stay per-
manently with ve, or if you could ke admitted to Aia-
hatnig, the park of the Masters of Niames, where im-
material touch—contact with Eternity—is experienced,
you would leamn about it. This, however, is one of the
few privileges not open to tourists in all Niames.™

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: I shall not regard this as
a disappointment. Doubtless there is a great reason for
this law, and 1 should be ungrateful if I complained. Let
me thereiore think no mnrn-;!._I about it. Tell me rather, if
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u phease, whether 1 have surmised well that the intel-
ﬁ: of man on Earth is impaired in the same degree as his
senses because he must exercise it through a brain of
flesh.”

“Attarokib to Sepsafem; To some extent this is
quite true. Dut it would be preferable, I believe, that
your last question, and many others like it which are
bound to occur to you, should be answered by your own
observation rather than by my explanations. Wait,
therefore, until after you have visited the many lands of
meis. I think you will regard this sugpestion with
avar,

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: I am happy to know that
I shall have opportunity to see so much here.”

Following these words we arranged between us
that 1 should continue to register all my questions men-
tally but Attarokib would reply only to a few. Those
which he ignored, 1 was to umrersl:nnd, [ would in future
find answered among the things 1 should observe.

2. 1 tasted some more of the fruits of the garden
and enjoyed the individual fragrance of many a gorgeous
flower, Since | am not to experience the sense of touch
here, thoughe I, it will do no harm to make the utmost
of those not denied to me.
No sooner had this idea formed itself in my mind
than every tree and flower in the immediate vicinage
t over toward me, offering me an opportunity to en-
joy its taste or fragrance. Mortal flesh can not conceive
such deliciousness of flavor and aroma as [ found in
the park of Sibbatmikah. Satiated at last with these de-
lights, I abandoned them for the present, closing at the
same time my senses of sight whilst I opened up my sense
of hearing. Instantly there came to me a song out of the
o1
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ether sweeter than any I ever heard on Earth, melodious
beyond my earlier capacity to imagine. Enraptured, |
opened wider my sense of hearing. There came a har
mony of music from about me so exquisite that T was
sure a person in the clay would faint from the incompar-
able sweetness of it. 1 understood how Lot's wife tumed
into a lump of sale, for | felt as if | were turmning into a
mass of sugar.

I sat for hours imbibing the charms of Niames alter-
nately through the senses of sight, smell, taste and hear-
ing. It took my guide a full minute to rouse me from
my gluttonous dream.

"Sepsafem to Actarckib: Ah! This is no music.
You have here a paradise. 1 should not tire to stay an
eternity content with just what 1 am now privileged to
enjoy.”

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: 1 can puess what you
have in mind. Having viewed our scenery, heard our
music, tasted our fruit, and smelled our flowers, you
do not sex what other advantages might be enjoyed in
experiencing the sense of touch in the park of the Mas
ters—which is the only MNiamesian park superior to Sib
batmikah. But truly they who enter once the park of the
Niamesian Masters no longer look upon these deliphts
with anything but indifference. You can no more imagine
what touch is like in Adahatnig than you could conceive
on Earth what smell is like in thiz park of crystal, Bue
I may weary you with tales of a place to which I can:
not take you. Really, I hope some day you may come to
stay with us permanently and be admitted to Aiahatnig.”

“Sepsaferm to Attarckib: Nothing you say can
weary me, Yet you have rightly understood my feelings.
I am of opinion that the {ree senses of sight, smell, taste
and hearing as | can exercise them here in Sibbatmikah
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are unsurpassble. In this wondrous crystal garden the

things that [ long to know seem to grow familiar to me
as | look, and hear, and breathe, and swallow. 1f 1 am
going to shut a few of my senses off now it is only that
I may not be distracted temporarily in the use of my
sense of sight, 1 have begun to feel a strong yearning
to observe some of the planets more in detail, and |
note that through the crystal canopy overdecking this
park one can sce them as clearly as of they were right
nearhy.”

This was indeed the truth. A few casual plances
upward had revealed to me the apparent closeness and
detailed visibility of the distant stars. Only because
there were 5o many, and so much to see upon each that
| could not resolve where to direct my sight, had [ re-
{rained hitherto from more than a momentary plimpse of
them.

With Attarolib’s approval T prepared to make
somewhat of a study of 2 number of the nearer planets.
A rapid cbservation revealed that cach planet is a world
teeming with life, inhabited by millions of human beings,
like vur own Barth. Closer study revealed the fact—one
that profoundly impressed me—that no sign of unhappi-
ness or il fortune was to be found upon any of them.
| searched in vain for a trace of sickness or worry, a
vestipe of bitterness or strife. Everywhere joy and con-
tentment, peace and affluence, were supreme,

Deftly Attarokib detached a crystal leaf that grew
upon one of the trees. He offered it to me with the as-
surance that it would make a telescope for the compre-
hension of every minute detail upon any planet. And he
added that | should take full advantage of the enjoyment
of the flora of Sibhatmikah because they were endrwed
with the capacity to increase human understanding. This
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advice | did not neglect to follow, And peenng through
the ethery instrument Attarokib had offered me,* whi
proved to be all that he had elaimed for it, I continued
my examination of the stellar worlds, Each moment
strengthened my original convictions.

Beautiful and healthy men and women were the
inhabitants of the planets. They played in lovely pardens
like to those of Miames and lived in princely mansions—
all, without exception. They were garbed in splendid rai-
ment, colorful, original, and beautiful. The light of hap-
piness shone from their faces. All the people indulged in
one or more of the arts. Music and dancing were com-
man accemplishments, Hard thouph 1 searched [ eould
find nothing that marred the paradisial note of the plan-
etary scenes. Mo trace of poverty or disease, of slavery
or suffering, obtruded itself, The obvious happiness of
life upon the planets was like an open book before me.
1 beheld the stellarians in all their joy giving praise and
thanks to the Creator Who endowed them with all the
blessings they owaed.

What struck me as particularly noteworthy was the
fact that although there was but the one universal lan-
puage upon all the planets, no two of them used the same
script. But in cach separate script I recopnized an in-
dividual rendition of the universal languape of thoughe,

I wasg profoundly interested to observe the bird-like
locomotion of the stellarins, Mot enly did they {ly from
place to place upon cach planet but I saw many groups,
and not a few individuals, making interstellar journeys.
They did not require machinery of transit, yet they
were not, as might be supposed, wholly spiritual. They
were composed of a substance which, while far less erule
than Earthly clay, and suitable for the atmosphere and
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climate of any planet, or for interstellar space, decidedly
was material.

Among the thinps | ohserved that cavsed me to mar-
vel most was the fact that objects which on Earth are
known as inanimate on the planets are only partly so.
The stellarians can cause, by exercise of their will, any
object they desire to approximate itself to them. This
recalled to me how, in the very crystal park where I sat
at the time, whatever I longed for bent right over tor
ward me or fell into my lap. Not once did T see a stellar-
ian go out of his way for anything, Instead, objects would
suddenly leave their place and offer themselves to some
individurl. That this person always took posscssion of the
object indicated clearly that he had wished for it. 1 only
marveled that no conflicts were engendered by two of
the stellarians wishing for the same thing. T took it for
granted that this muse be due to the abundant duplica-
tion of all things. .

Here were worlds worth living in, thoughe 1, and [
expressed myself accordingly to my puide. In especial
I mentioned approvingly the ahility of the people to
travel from planet to planet, and the case with which
desired objects were obtained.

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: Be not surprized at these
things. The people are free eitizens of the universe, It is
their birthright to obtain what they desire with the ut-
mest facility, As {or visitine other planets than their
own, this is a privilege that they are required to eam—
and they do camn it. There is no reason why the free
etizens of the universe should be cursed with a want
of hanpiness, since they pursuc only poodness and
truth.”

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: 1 have been wondering
why we people of Earth arc exceptional in that ours is 1
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life without the happiness of the other planets. Shall I
regard your last words as an explanation?™

Although I had directed this last thought to Attaro-
kib no reply was forthcoming. My guide sat with eyes
intent upon watching a scene on a planct almost directly
above us. Since heiad surely received my question 1
judped that I should have to learn this answer by later
cheervation,

€1  Filled with astonishment and deep meditation
by what I beheld, 1 removed my gaze for a moment from
the scene above and tumed to look all around me.
Thousands of people now occupied seats in the park,
each of them using crystal leaves like mine.

My wish to know who these persons were drew
an immediate answer,

“Attarokib to Sepsafem:; They are residents of
one or another part of Niames, not, like yourself, visit-
ors. But like you they find it interesting to ohserve the
universe, and particularly certain parts of it, from this
point of vantage. There s no place where one may
learn so much of all that has to do with the worlds of
the universe as here in Sibbatmikah. This crystal park
was specially designed for the convenience of those bent
upon the pursuit of learning.”

His reply brought to my mind that no one had ever
told me what sort of place Niames was. Neither my
friends of Nimikahara nor my present guide had given
me cnough information about Miames to enable me to
understand what it might mean to be a permanent dwel-
ler in this land of marvels. My questions on this subject
drew no immediate answer. 1 put these thoughts away
for the time, resuming my observations of the watching
throng about me.
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At ance 1 was struck by the fact that most of them
wete lodking down through the bottom of the garden in-
stead of up as I had been doing.  Forgetting apain that 1
was merely to regster my questions, 1 addressed my
guide direetly.

“Bepsaiem o Artarckib: May I know what place
it 15 that all these inhabitants of Niames arc watching so
absorbedly?”

*Attarokib to Scpsafem: This iz a question T would
have answered even if you had only registered it fn your
mind. That place is the dusty plance Zu. Most of these
Miamesians have kinsmen there in whase adventures they
take intercst—hence their chzervations both day and
night. You might glince at it yourself. 1 believe it should
held as much attraction for you as any planet—perhaps
more than some others,™

My attention was instantly captured when Attaro-
kib named the “dusty™ plance, | had found no signs of
dust or {ilth upon any of the stars that 1 had seen as
yet. Here was one, then, which was at least in this re-
spect different from the rest, Without further hesitation
I adjusted my crystal leaf and fixed my paze below, The
surprise that greeted me was not altopether unexpected.

I beheld, first, a planet situated only a few thou-
sand miles away from Niames—the nearest of the plan-
ets. Mut is was in every detad =n radically different from
all the others chat my fancy was instantly drawn to it
Whilst the other plancts had appeared briche and lus-
trous, Zu was dark and unreflecting. Mot a ray of light
shone from ie. At first T was inclined to think it our
Earth, but when later I anticed things upon it which I
had never seen on Earth I concluded that my first juda-
mene may have been rather ton hasty,
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Having beheld the stranpe nature of the activities
upon Zu, | conceived a very strong desire o ask 2 multi-
tude of questions concerning their meaning. 1 feared,
however, to annoy the patient guide with my queries. 1
thought instead that I might be able to find my own an-
swers if 1 would spend some time in watching this duscy
planct. I appealed on this score to the guide.

“Bepsatem to Attarckib: The planet you call Zu
seems most interesting to me. | should like o occupy
sume time in a fuller chservation of it—or, if possible,
to vieit i, 1 wonder if it will be long before we must
leave this park?™

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: There's no hurry about
leaving the park—we have no closing hours here. How-
ever, your desire to visit that planet appeals to me. It is
very long since 1 have been there myself.,”

“Bepsafem to Artarokib: Fine! T anticipate as en-
jovable a visit there as in Aimedrat.”

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: So far as enjoying our
visit there, | give you no assurance of it. On the contrary,
I anticipate a good deal of trouble——that Zu is a pecu-
liar planet. However, | have promised to take you there
and I shall arrange it.”

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: Thank you. T shall not
mind the trouble. But when are we to start?”

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: Immediately. The day
is gone in MNiames, There is no use in staying longer in
Sibbatmikah.™
“Bepsafem to Attarokib:  Just as you say—I am
ready.”

Attarokib led the way out of the park. As we pass-
ed through the cryseal gate T was brought to a sharp hale
at sight of the great change that had taken place in Ni-
ames since the morning.
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The brilliant light of daytime was now tinted faint-
ly with a preenishebluish shading of indescribable beauty.
It was a color—one of many exotic hues I had occasion
to see in Niames—not known on Earth. No painter has
ever produced it by any chromatic mixture on his palette.
For a few minutes 1 feasted my sight upon this evening
Light, speechless with amazement. The planets and stars
tuo had undergone changes in their shading. They spar-
kied with a million-tinted brilliance, a fantastic display of
color never imaped in my wildest-hued dreams. The
scene was luminous as in daytime, but as if the lisht was
beaming from worlds of prismatic gems instead of shin-
ing forth from a glaring central sun. It was a scens of
hetwitching gorgeousness reaching as far as sipht ex-
tended, and of a softness in texture so pleasing that it
made me think 1 had wandered into some enchanted
polychromatic paradise.

Underncath was the comparatively dark ether
ocean, Some miles away I could sce the frinpes of the
saucerlike curtain of darkness that made the night black
for one of our Earthly hemispheres. T saw polden beams
of the moon plunging bravely through the murky cur-
tain, percing wide holes in the nitroxic occan in which
Earth swam swiftly,

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: Let me disturb your
dream, friend; it is time for us to {ly w the planct Zu.

There is ever so much to sce. We shall hardly have time
cnough, ™

“Bepsafem to Atarokib: But here is something |
don’t understand. Your night was shore, yet your day
dues not seem to be longer. Can it be that I have spent
=0 many more hours in the park of crystal than [
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“Attarokib to Sepsafem: Not at all. I had for
gotten to inform you on the day and night matter. Let
us fly, and in the meantime [ will explain it. Here in
Miames they are each of six Earthly hours. We have
thus two days and two nights to your one. You will
see later in many Miamesian lands why this armangement
15 most comvenient for us, It i2 necessary for the Admed:
ratians too.”

“Sepsafemn to Attarokib: Good, then. And 1 am
very pleased with the beauty of your night. 1 wish i
wis as pleasant on Earth. By the way, shall we retumn
again to the erystal park?”

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: It 15 not in my plans.
Why do you ask?”

“Sepsafemn to Artarokib: 1 was thinking thae while
there [ should have taken a glance at the Earth as much
as any other planet.™

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: You have not missed
much. Are you not already familiar enough wth 17

“Sepsafem to Atcarckib: 1 think that I would have
seen it in 2 different light from the crystal park.”

“Attarokib to Scpsafem: Quite true.  However,
you shall be compensated for it by your visit to the planet
Zu, which you will certainly find most interesting.™

By now we had arrived again at the port of Niames.
I was charmed by the added beauty which night gave
to it. But my guide did not allow me much time to con-
template it

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: You remember that [
warned you the visit to Zu will have its troubles?

“Sepsafem to Attarckib: Certainly—and [ am pre:
pared for anything. 1 am concerned only for you—bhe:
cause | am putting you to all that crouble,”™
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“Attarckib to Sepeafem: It is nothing, my [riend,
Ia,ﬁn-?r}- Ehfﬂ?dn it. Eubr;ynudei’:ﬁ!lmaal;ywuar:
reagy lor anythung, Anything is likely to ha on
that crazy planet, especially as we shall havtprfntake
some libertics with the bodies of a few of its inhabitants.
However, let us po—everything possible is arranged.
This time take hold of my pirdle and hang on no matter
what [ do until 1 tell you to release it. MNow, ready?
We'r‘f_.fﬂ!"h i

ith these words the puide sudd unged right
down into the nitroxic ocean and seized gEi‘uteg currEnt
that was waiting. [ {elt a sudden shock and the next in-
stant, or the same instant—for it was in less than a
hundredth of a second—{ele myself upon solid ground.
The thought of the puide came to me,

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: All right, my friend, you
may release my girdle now. And collect your wits and
look about you, 1:‘7"[11:5 i5 Zu,"”

1m



CHAPTER SEVEN

THE PLANET ZU

My puide and I become brothers in enme—We are burned at
the stake—] become wifeand mother—Embarrassing hours
—We tumn tramps—We attempt to csape from work—
The second attempt succeeds—Huonper drives us 1o be-
come day-laborers—The not—We are arrested—We flee
from justice—The Constienscions  Pessimist—We amive
at the scerct kingdom,

1. Wuara difference from Niames! We seemed
to be in a city of some sort, judging by the buildings
about us, but they were as drab and uply as they were
massive. Mot one structure on the street was distinguish-
ed by any degree of the beauty and color that 1 had
found so delightful in the land we bad just left, More-
over, the materials of which the things about me con-
sisted, and even the atmosphere, were very crude in
their makeup, so that seeing and hearing and the exer-
cise of the other senses were greatly hampered.

The people who filled the streets and the housas
were an additional source of surprise to me. Their bodies
were crude, in no way translucent, and their forms most-
ly ugly and misshapen. Certainly they looked human,
but a degenerate, diseased sort of humanity. And their
behavior was at first hard to understand. The vast ma-
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- jority were running wildly hither and thither, or riding

in clumsy vehicles or on animals, some carrying heavy
burdens on their backs. They were busy with something,
but with what I could not tell. Their faces were anxious
and cheerless—a sharp contrast to the happy, smiling
faces of the people I had observed on the other planets
from the erystal park.

“Sepsafem to Attarckib: What sort of planet is
this? Its gloom chills me through.”

“It is not very Nimmesian in character, plainly.
We can go back if you desire. But do not direct your
thoughts, Let them issue freely, for that is the custom
of the planet.”

“Wery good,” 1 replied. “But as for going back—
no! Here I am, and here will stay, if you stay with me,
until | have acquainted mysell with this planet, though
it turn out an unpleasant experience.”

“Unpleasant experience is a very mild way of put
ting it. However, what would you, like to do fiest™

"I would like to ask a million questions. Bue T will
wait, Take me where you think I will learn moet about
the life of the planet.”

"Grip your girdle and follow me into the window
of the house you see there at the outskirts of the city.
That's just to begin with.™

I complied with my puide’s directions. A few sec-
onds later we flew into what was evidently meant to be
a handsomely furnished bedroom. Two young men hy
outstretched upon separate beds, the noise of their snor
ing making a horrible dissonance.

“Now obey me carefully,” said Attarokib, “Take
hold of your girdle with the right hand and put a finger
of your lelt hand into the nose of that young man. And
desire 10 occupy his body.”
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Strange though the guide’s words were, 1 obeyed
him instantly, and before 1 realized it 1 was enwrapt
in & Zuman body. 1 found myself lying upon a bed, in
the room we had entered by the window. A few steps
away was a large mirror, 1 arose with the intention of
secing what I locked like in this remarkable disguise, but
quickly grew aware of some new and surprising condi-
vons to wiich 1 was subject.

First of all there was the feel and stench of the
body. It made me seem to have been suddenly imprison-
ed in a clammy, recking dungeon. During the first few
minutes I found the smell of the body unbearable. And
as il this were not enough, the walls of my dungeon
seemed to lay right upon my shoulders and weigh down
all my limbs. 1 shook off this feeling in a little while and
soon adapted myself to both the odor and the weight.
| compared my condition to my ownself before | had
come to MNimikahara—and 1 realized that there was in
fact a considerable likeness, But a third discomfort near-
ly drove me to a frenzy of straining in the beginning: 1
had lest my excellent eyesight. Everything in the room
had become hazy since 1 was compelled to sec it through
the crude, and probably crippled, cyes of the
whose body I had borrowed. 1 could hardly see my
ownself in the mirror untl [ stepped up right close to it.

The curious expericnce of finding myself suddenly
again enwrapt in a physical body—and in a stranger’s
body at that—had caused me to forget my puide for
the while. Locking around, I saw a rather simple-faced
red headed fellow staring at me out of the bed. 1 gazed
upon him—rather stupidly, 1 am afraid—at a loss for
words, without notion of what I must do. The stranger,
seeming to be satisfied with his examination of me, sat
up at last and spoke,
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“Wlhat's the matter, Sepsatem, don’t you recogmze
your friend Attarokib?”

Hearing these words, and without considering what
I was doing, | burst out in uproarious laughter. While
1 was enjoying mysell so hugely, and 1 was laughing at
myscli as at the erstwhile guide, the latter jumped out of
the bed and, stumbling over his long white night-shire,
approached the mirror to examine himself. The sight of
him doubled me up i a fresh paroxysm of laughter,
Twice more [ tried to look ar him with a straighe face,
and each time I could not help renewing my ndiculous
antics, It was so comical to sec the once handsome
princely Niamesun as a short, red-headed, bleary-eyed,
simpleton in a night-shirt that 1 could not control my re-
activng, and thought | would go on laughing thus for-
cver,

At last, almost exhausted, [ threw myself upon a
chair. He who claimed to be Attarckib seated himself
upon the bed facing me. There was no strength left in
me for laughing, so, unable to take my eyes from him, [
merely smiled. In fact we smiled at one another, And
after a while we both laughed. And then we grew calm,
Not a word had passed since the guide spoke a few min-
utes earlier. Finally, seeing the ﬁgrst effects of the situa-
tion fading, he addressed me again.

“Well,” said he, “how do you feel in your new
garb?™

His words startled me. Not that there was any
thing extraordinary in his question—this was common:
place enough. PBut he had spoken in plain English—
which {ace had escaped me the first time | had heard him
talk. 1 opened my mouth to reply, but no words came
forth. Instead, as my mouth filled with its natural juices,
a hormble nausea overcame me. 1 was aware that it was
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not my own saliva—yet 1 felt it, and it was as if some-
one had spat into my mouth. Giving up the attempt to
answer my guide's query | began to empty my mouth
of the saliva, reckless of the floor. But it was a futile
task, since it kept filling again. [ became so nauseous
that my stomach began to work backwards, as in sea-
sickness, and | vomited horribly.

This time it was the guide who laughed—rather
heartlessly, 1 thought, but he was having his revenge—
for 1 must have made a comical sight.

“Make up your mind for the worst,” he =id at
last. "Try to disregard your discomfort, and speak.™

These words recalled me to myself a Lttle. Making
an effort | found words at last to give expression to the
imprisoned stream of my thoughts,

“Speak? Yes, T will speak. And first 1 will ask you
how it is you speak Enplish?"

"I was afraid it would be a harder question. Why
not English? It is cne of the most popular languages on
this planet—and is used a great deal in this particular
locality, Besides, what language would you prefer?”

"0, all right, English then. But you speak as if
this were the Earth—and this room locks very much as
if it were on Earth.™

“"We are on the planet Zu, which is what we call
it in MNiames, though right here the people differ about
the proper name.”

“You speak in riddles, Ararokib.”

“Come, we will look about us, and you can judge
the planet as you will. For the present see if some of
the clothing scattered about fits you.”

As [ walked around the room the drowsiness T fel,
together with the smell of my breath and my other feel-
ings, convinced me that the man whose body 1 had bar-
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rowed must have indulped in an excess of drinking the
day before. With an cfiort I collected an outfit of cloth
ing and donned them. The gpuide was doing likewise, One
of my legs began to itch uncomfortably below the knee.
I called the matter to Attarokib’s attention.

“Why don't you scratch it?” said he.

“Why should 177 1 retorted. “It’s not my leg—why
cshowld I scrarch some stranper’s leg?”

“Buit yourself, my friend,” the guide replied,
"Don't serateh it. It's not your leg. But you arc the one
who feels the itching”

Realizing the common sense of his words, and that
I could hardly wait for the owner to come and scratch
his leg while 1 was wsing it, I rubbed it against a chair.

“Avearokib,” 1 said apain, “this blockhead of mine
aches to split in two, and 1I've never had a headache be-
fore. It’s terrible.”

I expected to hear some good advice from my guide
—perhaps a suggestion how to get rid of the pain. But
he only shook his head sadly.

“The head I am wearing is just as painful to me,
but we must bear it if we are to use these bodies.™

“Then for Heaven's sake let's get out of here™ I
cxcluimed, "I can’t bear the stench any longer.”

(2.  Attarckib immediately opened the door, and
I, too glad to cscape from the filthy room, hastened to
follow him out. We found ourselves in a short hallway
that led us into a larpe room overlocking 2 garden. [ was
eager to :Lpg:mn-::h the window, but found myself in the
presence of a corpulent, elderly man, short in stature,
who stared at the guide and myself with a great question-
mark in his eyes. Mot knowing what to say I greeted
him with a simple “good-moming.™
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“Good mormng, he says—he wishes me. a ecalm
pood morning, after what happened last night!™ the
man exclaimed in tones of angry reproach. "0, the
shame of it! The unbearable disgrace! I have nothing
left but to kill myzelf! And you—both of you—come
down bright and early looking as mmnocent as if you
hadn’t done a thing! What do you mean, eh? Tell me,
what do you mean?”

My puide and I looked uwpon one another for a
moment in dumb amazement. Then Attarckib, whose
superior wit 1 was to see tested often during our busy
day of adventures on the planet Zu, came to the rescue
with a few well chosen words,

"You are right father,” sauid he, guessing correctly
at the relationstup from the old gentleman's demeanor,
“right as ever, and no question about that. But why
not take into consideration for once our youth? Any:
body is hkely to make a mistake at our age.”

This was meant to be a clever lead to draw out the
facts of our crime from cur so-called father. But though
1t served its purpose, it also put us m & worse condition.

“Young age, you say?" The old fellow squealed
in a shnll, frenzied voice, “A mistake of youth, you
gay? Then it’s true, and you are puity! You confess it!
And last night you swore it was two other fellows! And
you call it a mistake! A mistake for which you will both
swing on the gallows! Oh! Oh! To think my children
l4l:|:n4ul-:i go so far! Assault a young girl and then Lill

er!

“Ten years | have stood for your Enavery,” he con-
tinued in a lower voice that only showed his rage the
better, “ten years [ have been paying to keep you out
of prison, to hush up your scandaloue behavior, to spare
my good name. But this shameful thing 15 too much,
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You have killed me now, and it will mean your end too.
Pecple have thought me rich, lucky, happy—they have
not known what a hell you two have made this life for
me, But it will all out now, And [ am through with
you. Go! Get out and take care of yourselves from now
on! Let them not find you in my house! There's the
door! You are dead to me, dead, dead!™

As he shouted his voice had risen again to a shrill
soprano that cracked piteously with his last words. His
anger, probably inflamed by our guiltless countenances,
was terrible to behold, He was bound either to attack
us in a moment or burst a blood-vessel. We thercfore
did the only thing we could—we left through the door
at which he was pointing and went out into the garden.
The air was damp and chilly, but there could be no
thought of returning for a coat, so we made our way to
a high and thick pate. Here we grew aware of a
tumultuous noise on the other side, and we judped that
a crowd was trying to break through. Not thinking,
or perhaps not caring, about the possible COnsequEnces,
Artarokib removed the heavy bar. The gate burst open,
and in a moment we were no longer our own masters,

The mob fell vpon vz with frenzied impetus, A
score of hands seized me. Cuffs and kicks rained upon
me from all sides, [ tried to defend myself, but the odds
were too great. [ lost conscinusness at last.

When I regained my scnses [ was aware of lying
prone on the bottom of a moving vehicle, Someone was
sitting upon my chest. 1 heard voices. “Put up a fight he
did, the younger one.” —"First time he ever showed any
manhood.”—"*Nearly broke my nose, and I'd like to kick
him in the belly for it.” The last remark was followed
by suitable action, so that I lost consciousness again, re-
covering intermittently to [1;?1 frightful pains all over
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my body, with the blood cozing from a dozen wounds.
The agony seemed to last for years, though it was prob-
ably only minutes. Finally 1 fclt that tongues of flame
were searing my body, roasting me alive. The agony in-
ereased a millionfold, but not for long. Suddenly | heard
the clear voice of the puide.

. Well, there we are, friend Sepsafem. Free at

The pain had vanished completely, though 1 was
yet in a state of extreme fright. | stood amin in my
I:Fc: state, Attarokib at my side. We were in an open
glade of a forest. A mass of flushed and excited people
stoodd around a huge blaze where, to my horror, T aaw
my late body, and the guide’s, mpidly charring.

“"Good Heavens! Attarckib,” 1 exclaimed, “Have
we been the cause of the death of these poor wretches?”

“Don’t concern yourself in the least. The mob
was bound to get them anyway, and we have done them
a favor, for which they will never be able to repay us,
by taking all they would have suffered upon oursclves.”

“What a Hellish plance this is!™

“Did you mention Hell?” the guide said suddenly.
"Well, you remember that we discussed the face that
this planct is variously named in different places, Hell
13 one of its names, at least in your language,”™

“Do you mean to say that this is Hell”™ 1 exclajm-
ed in great excitement,

"I know it by the name of Zu," Attarckib replied,
“so let us call it that, which is more correct, since it iz
not the kind of Hell to which you apply that name.”

"It is certainly not that kind of Hell in so far as
the houses, and the people, and the organization of
family life that 1 have seen, arc concerned, These are
rather quite like Earth, And though now, without that
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body, | see many things here which T did not know on
Earth, in that body | would have sworn it is Farth.
However, we are not in England, despite the fact that
the people speak our language, Yet this might be Amer-
ica, for all 1 know, But in so far as what we have gone
through i concerned, Hell seems to me as appropriate a
name as any other.”

“Wﬂlﬂ now that 1 have almost convinced you," said
the guide with one of his genial smiles, “would you like
to continue examining Zu as you are now, of in 4 Zuman
body?"

"l see things so differently in the two conditions
that I would like to continue for the present in the body,
I do not like however, to subject you apain to that un-
pleasant experience.”

“Never mind that, To tell you the truth, [ find
it rather interesting to go through all this again, after
S0 mMany years,”

“Again? Do you mean to tell me that you have
been here—as one of these people—before?”
~ "Certainly! the guide declared very simply, as if
it was a slight thing to confess that one had been in Hell!

“But, my dear Aetarokib, whatever could you have
done to deserve—er, pardon me. 1 am afraid [ am ask-
ing comething too personal.”

“"Not ar all. T dide’t do a thing to deserve the
privilege of being pranted a term upon Zu. It was a
faver,™

“You quite amaze me!”

“No doubt. That's because you have the wrong
idea about Hell. All these people did not come here
originally as a punishment for things they did. But you
will learn about it later on. Let us po and borrow a
couple of bodics before all the people in this vicinity
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wake up. I want to stay arovnd bere so that you will.
understand the local lanpuage.™

“Just as you say, pood Attarokib, But—er—don't
you seem—]—"

“You wouldn’t care to be burmed at the stake
again?™

“Exactly! You understand me, as vsual. The fact
ig, 1 feel that being murdered once is cnough for one
day.”

“Your words drip with wisdom, my iricnd—it is a
saying of the old poets—and I will try to gt vs 2 couple
ol bodies with a less atrocious history, this tme.”

“Good. I am plad o leave this place. Its horrible
to sce the joyous behavior of this mob alter thetr execwr
tion of two youths—however guilty they may have been.
At that, I wonder what they would think if they knew
that they did not torture and kill the ones they were after
—that they got two other fellows?”

“Forwunately for their peace of mind, we could
ned convince them if we tricd. And you remind me that
we were supposed to have declared last night to our late
father that ™it was two other fellows™ that did the ilehy
work for which we have now died. Who ean tell? 1
have a suprestion. Let us hasten to our late home and
see il we can pick up the threads of this story there.”

We were back in a lew moments ar the house, but
we learned very little. The father, his hair turned snowy
white, was running wildly back and forth over the house.
His eyes, protrudiog far out of their sockets, told us
that he was probably stark mad, Two strong men were
trying to overpower him and tie him up with a rope, He
c&cngcd repeatedly from their grasp and ran around
breaking winduws, vascs, pictures, and tearing bunches
of hair vut of his head. We left the sickening seene,
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3. A few streets away we took possession of two
sleeping bodies. 1 found mysell again in a very stranpe
position—I was Attarokib’s wife.

It was easter this time to accustom ourselves to our
bodies. Besides, our discomfort was partially compen-
sated for by the amusement we felt in our new relation-

ip.

“Sepsafem—my charge, my friend, my brother, and
my wife—" said the guide, who was inclined to make
the most of every situation, "1 like you more and more
with each promotion. [ can see you were not a bad look-
ing girl when you were younger. | hope now that you
aren t going to be a pag. If you disappoint me 1 shall
positively desert you, You know I am not legally mar-
vied to you!™

"T'll try to be a good and dutiful wife," 1 assured
him, "but you must give me time to leamn. And, banter-
ing aside, do you realize that we are probably the heads
of a famely, that we don't know our names, our children,
il any, or our past?”

“All of which remains to be learned. And now,
whatcver happens, 1 shall not confess a thing. But sup-
puse we go and meet the family—if any, as you say.”

M0, my dear!” sad I, laughing at the soprano
sounds that came from my throat, “we can’t po down
before we dress—and my hair is not done!™

We managed to get our clothing on at last, but [
had preat difficulty with many unfamiliar items. My
kair, however, was a grave problem. Try as I would 1
could not manage it. Attarokib, taking pity at last, tied
them up in a ridiculous double knot; and, pazing shame-
facedly upon his handiwork, he forpave me for declar-
ing that he was a better guide than hairdresser, After
a final dejected glance at my appearance in the mirror,
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I cast discretion to the winds and followed Attarokib out
of the room.

Walking as stealthily as we could through the
house, we discovered several bedrooms occupied. My
worst fears were realized. 1 was a mother many times.
In one of the bedrooms we interrupted two little girls
in a game of hurling pillows at one another. Before
I had time to utter an appropriate reproof one of them
cried out —"5ce how funny ma has made up her hairl”
—and they both burst mto glecful laughter. I banged
the door shut and fled.

In the dining room we found a maid who stared at
me, and tried to control her giggling, and finally asked
what we wanted for breakfast.

“First of all,” I replied, “you'll have to come up-
stairs with me and do my hair. My shoulders are very
painful and I can’t raise my hands. Then, for breakfast,
we'll have the same thing as yesterday.”™

“Madame 15 mistaken, ¢h?” said the girl. “We
didn't eat till after the funeral yesterday, and had no
breakfast at afl.”

“True, true,” said [, as we walked up the stairs,
“the funeral has so upsct me I don’t know what's what,
I meant what we had the day before.™

We were in the bedroom by now, and the girl,
working over my hair, kept up a steady stream of
chacter,

“Madame surprises me todiy, being so upset.
Yesterday you said you were glad the poor girl was gone,
as there was no use for such a born cripple to go on live
ing and making everybody miserable. You didn't even
cry at the funeral. And Madame surprises me to
have made up with my master after your quarrel last
night when you said you u;ﬂ;.::-:] never speak to him again,
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I thought you were going to leave him taday. But me, |
am glad «t is well again today.”

“Yes, my dear,” I replied, “such 15 life—full of sur
priscs. You have no notion how all these things surprise
me.

“What dees Madame mean?”

"Never mind. I'll tell you about it later.”

This, my hair being handsomely arranged, ended the
conversation, much to my relief. We went below, where
I found Artarckib in the midst of a scene that nearly
rovsed me to laughter.

Half of the family were up already, and trying to
speak to their father, But he had tied a great cloth over
both cheeks and was moaning 0, my tooth! O, my
tooth!"” and refusing to answer questionson that zccount.
! envied him hiz toothache, and wished [ had thought
of something as convincing to make it unnecessary for me
to speak. Then, :Lppmacﬁing him as #f to conscle him
for his pain, | whispered into his ear that we had buried
a i:n'ppr;d mirl yesterday, and were not sorry for it, and
had quarreled last night and gone to bed not on speaking
terms.

*Do you know our namcs, or who or what we are?™
ke asked.

“No, not yet"—then, loudly—"0, your poor
toothache, I wish [ had it instead.™

A pretty girl of about twenty years came running
to me and, with many embraces and kisses declared she
was happy to see that | had been reconciled with Pa.

The two little prels entered, followed by a younger
boy, and a young man of perhaps twenty-five. There
was a host of questions from the children. “Ma, what
shall T put on? and “Ma, can I have jam today?” and
“Who will do this? and ““What shall T tel] the baker?"
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—all 50 confusing that, for want of a better defence, 1.
proceeded to develope the pain in my shoulders.

Breakfast was one horror after another. The food,
which the family relished, was obnoxious to me. At
tarckib’s toothache served him nobly here, but 1 was
compelled to make a pretence of eating. The meal was
finished at last, and the children dispatched 1 knew not
where. Nor did I care. Only the two oldest chil-
dren remained with us. But the ordeal was by no means
over, Servants came in to bother me with a dozen affairs
about which [ had no knowledge, In the midst of it all
visitars arcived, & lady and her husband. The latter bow-
ed to me and walked over to Attarckib whilst the lady
embraced me affectionately and said many sweet things.
Whether she was my sister, my sister-indaw, or my
fricnd 1 had no way of knowing, and because she said
nothing to inform me on this score T would have wished
her in Hades of it had not occurred to me that in face she
was already there,

Little by little it became clear that they were our
best friends who had just come to town, and, hearing
about yesterday's funeral, hastened over to comfort us
m our mourning. Naturally most of the talking fell
to the visitors, And I was amazed to see how much gos
sip my friend had picked up during the few hours that
the was in town,

"Have you heard about the orange-skin-magnate?”
she asked. “What? You haven't? Why, it's all over
town. His two sons were burned tn daath this morning
by a mob. They were supposed to have assaulted and
kil!ul_:l a girl, and her family had their revenge. Poor man
—'tis said they're going to put him in an insane asylum
~and he has always been so fortunare!™
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Attarokib and I gave no hint of the prominent part
we had taken in that horrible affair,

“And have you hzard zbout the leading manure-
magnate?” she continued. “No? Where have you been
keeping yoursell? Why he's going to divorce his wife.
They have no children, you know, and life is a tragedy
fur those two,”

“That may be as it is," her husband pue in, “but
for them life has its compensations. Look at the ware-
houses full of manure he owns! Here I have been slaving
and mil:linﬁ my health for years and [ don’t half equal
nis .

“But we have at least our children—and he would
give all his manure if his wife would have a child.”

5o we have children, and has that made us happy?
Both of them are always sick with one thing after anoth:
er, and we are nervous wrecks with taking care of them.™

*You are right at that,” the wife conceded. “But
we are not the only ones. Take our friends here—for
ten years they have gone through hell with a crippled
and hall-witted child, and now they have had to bury
her. However, perhaps they will have peace now.”

“Yes, indeed,” [ rejoined, feeling myself on safe
ground for the moment. “From now on our quarrels
and troubles are over. It was the child that made us so
nervous that we were always quarreling ™

“By the way,” said our male visitor to Attarokib,
“your friend the quilt-magnate has gone to have himself
cut up again, That's the sixth time in the last five years.
There will be nothing left of him soon.™

*Poor man!™ his wife remarked.

“Served him right!" her husband replied. “He let
himself be frightened by his workers into promising
them more leisure, with the r;sl.llt that my workers came
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and forced me to make the same promise! 1 give them
tood enough to last them twenty-four hours, for which,
you know, they only work twelve hours—and they want
yet more leisure! And who knows? Before long we may
have to keep our promises!™

Attarokib grumbled forth something that seemed
to his friend an agreement with his sentiments,

*I had nearly forgotten to tell you,” continued my
{riend, who had not stopped her chatter while the men
discussed business, ““about that dispusting egg-shell-mag-
nate. His wife has left him at last! We were looking for-
ward to it. He is such a mizer! Lives on a few crusts a
day and expects his wife to do likewise! She hasn't had
a new dress since they were married!”

“lsn't it too miscrable!” [ exclaimed.

“Suill, if I were in her place 1 would have stayed
on,” my friend continued. “He's bound to starve him-
self to death within another year or two, and then, heigh-
hat I?Eillj-.k of it—hhvﬁ”s the richest man in this city! I wish
we had his egpeshells! 1 don't see how such le get
all the luck!™ R

To this unexpected burst of envy | was about to
rejoin with a doubting remark when I heard Attarckib
speaking—his toothache apparently relieved for the
madnent,

“But don’t you think,” he was saying to his friend,
“that on the whole our workers are rather justified in
their discontentment?”

“What are you saying? [ am surprised to hear you.
You did not speak so last month. Then you thoughe
them very fortunate. But that must be because you have
been relieved of a great troubleand will probably be quite
[r!-gﬁpv_.r henceforth. As for me, nothing ever happens to
lighten the burden of my woes. [ feel that I would glad-
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ly change places with my humblest servant if 1 could
have his health or his peace. Why, my workers lead a
Heavenly life, with nothing to worry about except ob-
taining work and food. And if they go hungey it's chief-
ly their own faule, If they would work more hours a day
I would increase their ratons pladly. But look at me!
1 have to watch a fool grow twice as rich as | in my own
line of business! How 1 bear up under it I don’t know.
Sometimes I suspect he must be overworking his servants
to get rich. But [ haven't the heart to drive them so.
Yes, if I had my choice 1 would like to be 2 simple work-
zumn. They have it easy.”

“Is it possible,” I exclaimed, addressing the lady,
“that you, my friend, should be envious of a miser who
hasn't the sense to live properly with all his great wealth,
and that your husband should envy his own hired work-
ers?

“Yes, brother Sepsafem, for such is Hell'™ replied
Attarokib, instead of my friend.

“What did you say?" asked our visitors in unison,
the cause of their amazement being a preat embarrass-
ment to my puide.

"It is a saying of the old poets,” I remarked, to ex-
plain what Attarokib had sud,

“You have taken the words out of my mouth,” de-
clared the guide with a gesture of thanks.

Our puests tried to prolong the visit, but Attarokib
and [ were suddenly taken again with our ills, so that
our friends soon excused themselves.

“Goodby, my dear,” were my friend’s parting
words. “You are very lucky. You live in such peace
with your family, and your only burden has been lifted
from you now. Hew I envy you! You and your hus
band are the happiest cnupls:gin the whole land!™
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“Well! Well! Welll" exclaimed my guide when
we found ourselves alone at last. “Congrarulations, O
happiest lady in the land!™

“A pest on such happiness! [ replied almost in
anger. "My feet are aching, the veins are frightfully
swollen, and the sooner you get me out of this body the
better. Moreover, you don’t lock too handsome vour-
=elf with that ridiculous sheet around your face. 1 think
I'd rather have you for a guide than a hushand,”

“If you were a real lady, you know,” Attarckib
replied as we walked upstairs, “that would be very faint
praise. However, 1 can return part of the compliment.
| wouldn't have you for a wife as a gift.”

“That makes it quite mutual,” I said as we reenter-
ed the bedroom, “so let's not pet married. Instead tell
me how to get out of this,"

“The method s simple. Press your hands very
tightly over your hips—where the gridle is, and desire to
rize out of the body, But first lie down upon the bed.”

Both of us did just that, and immedsately found our-
selves with our heads touching the ceiling, We had a
glimpse of the egoes of the real master and mistress of
the house disappearing into their bodies, and the next
moment they were awake. They looked wonderingly up-
on one another for perhaps & minute. The man was first
to jump out of bed. He ran instantly downstairs into
the dining room, followed by his wife and by Artarokib
and mysell. The room was occupied enly by the young
man with whom we had breakfasted. To him the recent-
ly awakened master turned with words of anger and ac-
cusation.

“"Who was it that dressed me up in my sleep, and
why was I left to sleep so late? What conspiracy is
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thia? Somebody must have drugged me last mght! Ex-
plain this devilish thing or I'll turn you out!™

“Why, father!” the young man exclaimed in great
amazement. “What are you talking about? You got up
two hours ago and dressed yourself and have been down-
statrs, and you just went upstairs with mother a few min-
utes ago!”

“Who just went upstairs?" the irate parent roar-
e:;l. “f}l:e you crazy? Are you trying to make a fool out
of e

His shouting brought the young woman and the
maid in and a scene of comical confusion ensued. The
maid and the children told all that had been done that
morning, including the entertainment of the guests, and
how they had all been glad that pa and ma had composed
their quarrel of the night before, Hearing this the mis-
tress of the house raised her shrill voice in protest and de-
clared the whole thing was a lie, and the proof of it was
that after last night’s quarrel she never intended to speak
to her wretch of a husband again and she hadn’t changed
her mind and still had no intention of ever making up
with him. Then the children reminded the father of his
toothache.

“You lie! You lie!" he cried. “[ had no toothache
and—"

“He had a toothache?” his wife said in 2 tone of
great contempt. “He had a toothache? This is too
much!” And she burst into mocking laughter. Then
again, "He had a toothache! Q, if you knew how im-
possible that ist™

“Of course it's impossible!” the husband repeated.
“Impossible! And 'l tell you why. Yes, I'll show you
why, though it's nobody’s business. I've kept it a2 secret
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—it's my private affair—but to prove to you what lars
you are, 1'il show you. Here, gee!”

And he pulled out a complete double set of false
teeth from his mouth, which he held open, revealing that
it was devoid of a single genuine molar! 1 Jooked at At-
tarokib—and what a sheepish grin there was upon his
features!

We stayed ten minutes longer there, listening to a
thousand recriminations and accusations that passed be-
tween “'the happiest couple in the land™ and their poor
children, The latter suggested that their parents must
have been sleep-walking, but as this was a weak solution
it did little good. When we had heard enough of the
ridiculous scene, we departed by way of an open win-
dow. As we were leaving we heard husband and wife
both bewailing the fact that since the hour they were
married they had never known a single day of peace and
h:ngf]:ness on account of their disappointment in one
anather.

*I am glad to have gotten out of that so well,” said
Attarokib,

“Amen to that," I replied. “You know you had a
narrow escape,”

W

ou mezn about the teeth? Certainly. But how
was I to know? It's a good thing he had the delicacy to
conceal the fact that he used false teeth from his friends
and children. Well, what now?”

*If your intention was to disgust me with this plan-
et, you have succeeded. So far T haven't seen or heard
about a happy or contented person in it

“Such 1s Hell, brother Sepsafem.”

“But is it all like this? Isn't there another side you
could show me?”
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“Certainly. Haven't you heard that the working

le are the happy ones?™

“Yes, I remember, They work only twelve hours a
day for food that lasts them twenty-four,”

“Right. Now would you like a taste of such great
happiness?™”

“Delighted, if it doesn’t last too long.”

“Most respectable working people have been at
their duties for a few hours. Bur there is a class among
which we may find a pair of late sleepers whase bodies
we can borrow for a few hours.™

Qs Following his last words the guide took me to
a squalid section of the city and we flew into a room in
a large building that had the appearance of a very cheap
hotel. In a narrow single bed with dirty linen two un-
kempt looking fellows were snoring in harmony. We
repeated the process of entering their bodies. The first
thing I did was to leap out of the hilthy bed. Attarckib
was right behind me.

“And now, Scpsafem,” said my guide, “we are
members of the class of happy workzumns.™

“Judging from the appearance of our bodies, and
{rom the clothing on those chairs, I suspect we have no
particular love for work,” 1 remarked.

“However that may be, dress and let us go down.”

There was no difficulty in differentiating between
our clothing, since I was a preat deal taller and huskier
than Attarckib, though he was of no slight size either.
It was repupnant to put on the shabby, tattered, vermin-
mfested clothing, but Attirekib consoled me with the
thoughe chat [ was not putting them upon my own body,

As we walked down through a dirty passape-way [
began to feel hungry. .
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“Do vou think,” 1 remarked, “that these. fellows
have had anything to cat lately?”

“So you also are hungry?” was, my guide’s reply.
“Well, search through your pockets and see if you can
find anything. Mine are empty of valuables and full of
holes.™

I emptied my pockets of some string, a spoon, sever
al buttons, a dirty rag that might have been a kerchief,
and a flask containing a few drops of liquor.

“Not much value,” said Attarckib, "We'll prob-
ably have to earn some food. But here we are in the
lobby. [ hope we paid for our beds so that we'll be free
to leave.”

“You fellows sober already?" a clerk behind the
desk shouted across the room,

We murmured something and kept walking tor
wards the door.

"Hey! Where you poing?” shouted the clerk.
“How about that coal?™

We approached nearer the desk.

"Yes, it 15 rather cold!™ replied Attarckib innocent:

Iy.

“Is it?" said the clerk. "I didn'c know you were
hard of hearing. But if you're cold, go cut in the yard
and shovel that coal into the cellar. That will warm
you up. Do you think I'm letting you tramps sleep here
till noon for nothing? Go on, get to work. The idea of
trying to sneak out!™

“"No—yes! Surely, we'll do it,” replied Atarokib.
“But won’t you give us something to eat first? We're
rather hungry, you know,"

“Bay, who's supposed to feed you? lsn't it enough

I give you :badfnrﬂmfe;#;mgmsnfmlynushmﬂ?
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And what's into you—talking so pretty? Are
Sl k7™ Bot ¥ E 50 pretty you

*No, not exactly drunk,” Attarckib assured him.
"But we're not ourselves this morning.”

The clerk, who thought he understood the last re-
mark, thereupon called in a chief workzumn, whom he
instructed to put us to work. We were soon sweating,
despite the bitter cold of the air, with our labor. 1
thought the great pile of coal would never diminish.

“Attarokth,” T said, between heaves, T was not
made for a coal-shoveler—certainly not for a hungry
one. This will take hours, yet, and there’s no food at
the end of it. Can’t we leave it?”

"Mot a very honest thoupht, that,” replied my puide,
“Remember that we are paying for our bed, However,
| think we've done Enuugmnr it, 50 if you e our super
visor not watching lec's make a run for freedom. No,
don’t wait—now is the time. Come, over that fence.”

We dropped ocur shovels and ran. A leap and a
scramble took us over the fence. By this time our super-
visor wits aware of our escape and scrambled atop the
fence where he sat shouting for us to stop. Just as we
neared the corner an official in a green uniform with big
brass buttons and swinging a vicious looking wooden
club in his hand turned in from the crossing. In the
twinkling of an eye he had us in his hands.

“Ye would rob people in open daylight, would ye?”
he cried indignantly, the while belaboring us with his
club, "Il teach ye to be honest, law-abiding Zumen!™
And he administered the leszon carnestly and with vigor,
Literally beating it nto our heads, and so freely that
same of the instruction fell upon our shoulders.

By this time our supervisor, with the clerk who
had been summoned by the former's shouting, joined our
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tutor with their fists. We took a2 sound thrashing,
though not without returning many a blow. Finally we
were subdued.

“And what have they been stealing? the Professor
of Honesty inguired.

“They haven't stolen anything,” our supervisor in-
formed him. “They are only trying to run away from
doing the work they owe us.™

“So that's it, ch?” said the instructor in law-abid-
ing Zumanship, “trying to escape from their bounden
wark, ch?"' And he clubbed us ancw for this offenze.
Then he paused. “But say, 1 can arrest them anyway.
You can complain they were stealing your coal—there's
encugh coal-dust on them to prove it.”

“No, 1 don't want them arrested,” said the clerk.
*1I'd rather they finished the work.”

“Well, there you are!™ said the teacher of honorable
behavior. “A man doesn’t pet a chance to perform his
dutics. And they complain at Headguarters that [ don't
malee enough arrests at my post!™

The clerk conscled him for his troubles with a few
whispered words and a friendly handshake. Our super-
vigor led us back into the coal yard with many kicks and
cuffs, and soon, despite hunger, fatigue, and pain, we
were at work apain. But not for lang. The moment his
back was turmed Attarokib and I leaped upon him.
While the guide stifled his outeries, I pinned his hands
behind his back. We drageed him into a cellar, tied him
up and gageed him, and then leisurely walked our.

No longer fearing pursuit, we did not climb over
the tence until we had made sure no one was n sight,
Then we walked rapidly into the nest strect, and kept
turning comers until we had lost ourselves,
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“That was terrible, Attarokib, terrible!™ 1 exclaim-

“Such is Hell, brother Sepsafem!” was his reply.

"Our bodies are hungry,” 1 said, “either we must
{eed them or abandon them.™

Just then we saw a great crowd of people running
all in one direction, their manner cager and excited, as
if in pursuit of someone or something. Wendering wha
might be afoot, we joined the throng. In a few minutes
we arrived at a magnate’s courtyard where a strange
scene was taking place.

A large table was sct, creaking under the weight
of many dishes out of which a company of penple was
dining hearuly. At the head of the mble sat the master
of the family, leading the gluttonous fease. The diners
were surrounded by a mob of workers and their families,
who looked to be as tired and famished as myself. Every
now and then the people at the table would throw bones,
crusts of bread, remnants of vepetables, over their
shoulders. The hungry mob behind them scrambled to
seize upon these cast-off morsels, devouring all they
laid hands upon.

The crowd of which Attarokib and T were a part
tried to join the privileped people around the diners, but
was not permitted by those in the first proup to do so.
We stood nearby pazing enviously at those who were
lucky encugh to be in favor,

After the repast those who had eaten the leavings
went to work at Elling boxes with nutshells and storing
them in great warchouses nearby. The master of the cs
tablishment, rising from the table, glanced appraisinglv
at the crowd of strangers who were still standing around,
From their midst he selected a dozen men, the largest
amdd strongest-looking, and put them to werk with his
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men, promising them a share of the lﬁmll:ﬁ of the eve-
ning meal. Attarokib and I were among the lucky ones
to be thus chosen.

Though less arducus than shoveling coal, T found
the new work just as fatipuing, especially as it was un-
bearably boresome. T picked up the shells of hazel nuts
from a hupe pile and, counting them one by one, drop
them into a square box. When 1 would have a hundred
thousand shells T must carry the box into the warehouse,

An hour of this nearly drove me insanc. 1 bare it
only because an idea came to me that freed me from the
most intolerable part of the work—the monotonous
counting. 1 heard Actarckib, who was working on al-
mund shells, counting rhythmically.

"Nine thousand four hundred and sixty-one,” and
ke dropped a shell. “Nine thousand {our hundred and
sixty-two,” and he dropped a shell. And s0 onand on, 1
worked a lictle faster for a few minutes until [ had reach-
ed his number. After that I counted no longer, but each
time that Atearokib dropped an almond shell into his
box I dropped a hazel shell into mine. By the time we got
tr twenty-seven thousand [ could drop shells automatic
ally at Attarokib's pace, and at any time T wished |
could pick up s number and be right! I was free, then,
to chserve what was going nn around me, and 1T won-
dered where from in Heaven such a blessed idea had
come to me in Hell!

Before long | made & fresh discovery., Most of the
men were carcless with the count. When the superine
tenddent of the counters was not looking they spoke tn
one ancther in whispers. 1 noticnd that a fow of the
workers who kept counting all the time were held in
contempt by their fellows, 1 was to learn shortly that
they were hated.

128



MIGRANTS OF THE STARS

“Say, fellow,” one of my neighbors, a huge brutal
looking man, said to me, speaking between his teeth,
“are you a foreigner?”

“Yee," 1 replied—then, sceing how surprised he
was—"] mean no. I'm a native.”

“And you?" asked my neighbor of Attarokib.

The latter indicated by numerous signs that he
could not interrupt his counting to discuss the matter,

“Must be a forcigner, that tramp,” declared my
neighbor, addressing me again. “'Listen, col, we pure
natives don't want none of those foreigners around,
We're gonna kick ‘em cut. When you hear me whistle,
you jump on that one and beat him up. You'll have
plenty of help.”

The signal came in a few minutes, before T had had
a chance to warn Attarokib. But he was not caught
aslecp. He had counted and at the same time watched
the demeanor of the men. Attarokib, with =ome ten
nthers, was surrounded, and attacked by more than one
hundred. 1, who was supposed to be with the aggressors,
found mysell soon cutside the melee. 1 felt that 1 had o
win my friend. I therefore picked up a thick cudpel and
begzn to lay about me. In five minutas [ had knocked 2
dezen men unconscious. But I was marked now as an
enemy of the majority. Ten men were upon me, when
the fight was interrupted by the arrival of a company
of green-uniformed guardians. One by one they picked
off the fighters, administering a penerous clubbing to
cach, and loaded them into wagons. When the same ot
was meted out to me. | was delighted to sce Attarokib
mount the wagon night behind me.,

“Are you hure?” T asked him,

"Who, 17 No. As =oon as they made for me
crawled into a mountain of nutshells and waited. T was
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struck only by the rescuers. But you seem to have come
out badly—you are bleeding. 1 thought you were play-
ing the role of native? How did you get hurt?”

"I was trying to rescue you.”

“Thanks, thanks very much, I'll do as much for
you, next time,”

P “MNext time? Arcn't we poing to have any peace at

ally

“Buch is Hell, brother Sepsafem!™

qs. The wagon stopped. We were hustled into 2
huge stone building, which I recopnized as a courthouse.
The court was packed with people waiting trial, while
one case was in process. Qur puards seated us in the
reir of the court, 1 tried hard to hear what the trial was
about, but judge, witness, and counscl mumbled so that
I lcarned nothing,

“You were ane of those who defended the foreipne
ers? I heard a voice, speaking English with an unfamil-
jar accent, at my ear,

The speaker was one of the workingmen who had
been attacked. I acknowledged my role.
~ "You were very fookish to help us,” the man con-
tinued.

“How can you say 507 T asked in amazement.

"You will soon find out. Now they will throw the
whale blame for the riot upon you, They will say you
were the first to attack us,™

“Impossible!” 1 declared confidently. “You will bear
witness that I defended the attacked against the aggres:
sors, and so will half a dozen others ™

“You speak as if you had never been in our courts
before. They will not count what we say. It will be ar-
ranged against you because you are 4 meddler. They
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will pechaps hang you, as an example of how the courts
preserve order and punish rioters.™

“Really, this is ridiculous. A court cannot go
against such positive evidence as 1 have in my favor and
decide against all the well-established facts.”

*You speak like one who docs not know the courts,
There is no justice in them, only much law. The best
thing for you is to escape, if you can.”

“Thank you for warning me, but I will stay here.
Law and justice both will uphold me.”

A court officer took us in hand now and moved
us to the front of the court. Evidently the time of our
cxamination was approaching. Being so close to the seat
of justice 1 was able to hear what was going on. | saw
an accused robber broupht forward. He was charged
with stealfnﬁeseucnt}r poblets from the stronp-box of a
mli:lgmte. The lateer, first witness, was questioned by the
judge.

The Judge: On the day in question, what happen-
ed, if anything?

The accuser-magnate: My neighbor came into my
house and said, what's the matter with your servants?
Strangers who want to see you say they are afraid to go
it your house—

A man in a frock: Your honor, T am the defen-
dant’s Defender, and 1 object and wish to have disregard-
cd the accuser's last words and rejected as evidenee.

The Judge: The wish is granted. What happened?

The accuser: My neighbor said, somebhody wants to
talk to you in my house—

The Defender: T obiect and wish it disregarded.

Tht Judge: Wish granted. What happened?

The accuser: | was called to speak to someone in
my neighbor’s house—
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The Defender: 1 wish it disregarded.

The Judge: Wish granted. Did you go riext door?

The accuser: Yes, and secing the stranger who
wished to speak with me—

The Judge: You left your house. Was anybody
watching it?

%[::: ;c$r1“[”i:drgt leave ani._rbo-:l'yh to watch it—

ndge: t happened after that?

The accuser: 1 went li:lrt and my neighbor's brather
went out to watch my house—

The Defender: Object and wish to have disregard-
ed the last words.

The Judge: Granted. What happened?

The accuser: 1 spoke to the etranper and my neighe
bor's brother went out to watch my house—

The Defender: Object and wish—

The Judpe: Granted. What happened?

The accuser: 1 spoke and the stranger said—

The Defender: Object and—

The Judge: Granted. What bappencd?

The accuser: What's the use? Every time [ start to
tell what happened that man asks that it should be disre-
garded and your honor allows it.

The Defender: Ob—

The Judpe: Granted. Answer my questions.
What did you do after you were fimshed speaking
with the stranger?

The accuser; The stranger tricd to detain me—

The Defender: Wish—

The Judge: Granted. Now listen, accuser, you are
not familiar with the laws, are you?

The accuser: Mo,

The Judge: Then den't be surprised if a few of
your unimportant words must be disrcgarded at request
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of the defendant’s Defender. The laws must be observed.,
Now tell me what happenad.

The accuser: | tinally left my neighbor’s home—

The Defender: —

The Judge: Granted. Tell what happened.

The accuser: I went inte my house and saw my
strong-box empty and T shouted “['ve been robbed!™

The Defender: Wish to disrepard last three words.

The Judge: Disteparded. And then?

The accuser: I rvan out and s1w 2 crowd running,
and the man who had gone to watch my house said—

The Defender: Wish to disrepard what he sud.

The Judge: Wish pranted. And what happened?

The accuser: That's all.

The Judge: Did you see the defendant?

The accuser: Mot until the Guardian had him.

The Judge: 1Did you sce him?

The accuser; Yes—

The Defender: | ob—

The Judpe: Grantcd. Did you see the defendane
rab you of your goblets?

The accuser: No,

The Judge: Cross examination by defendant’s
Defender is now in order.

The Defender: When you came back, you found
some goblets in your strong-box?

The aecuser: Wo.

The Defender: You mean to say you didn’t find a
single poblet even?

The Judpe: What's the difference how many he
didn't find? There's no evidence the defendant stole
them, is there?

The accuser: I have a witness,

The Judge: Where is he?

133



MIGEANTS OF THE 5TARS

A witness came forward and tock an cath,

The Judge: What do you know about this?

The Witness: 1 saw this man come in my brother’s
house to speak with the stranger, and being suspicious
that something was wrong [ said 1 would go out and
watch over my brother's neighbor’s house—

The Defender: Wish it all disregarded.

The Judge: Wish granted, What do you know?

The Witness: I went out and looked into the win-
dow of the man’s house and saw this defendant pushing
the cover of the strong-box shut and a bunch of goblets
in his hand.

The Defender; Wich it dis—

The Judge: Disregarded. You didn’t see the de-
fendant take the goblets out of the strong-box?

The Witness: Mo, but 1 thought he was robbing—

The Defender: Ob—

The Judpe: Granted. What happened?

The Witness: So | shouted “Stop Thief!™

The Defender: Wish —

The Judpe: Granted, Whar do you know?

The Witness: The defendant ran out of the house,
and a crowd chased after him until that Guardian cap-
tured him—

The Defendant: Wish —

The Judee: Granted. Guardian, do you know of
anyone who saw the defendant take the poblets out of
the strong-box?

The Guardian: No, your honor, but the defendant
confessed, when 1 caught him, in the presence of witness-
¢s, and the goblets—

The Defender: Your honor I—

The Judge: Granted. There being no evidence
that the defendant stole the goblets, 1 declare him free.
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As the prisoner walked out proudly in the company
of his befrocked Defender, the accused tumed with a
wail to the Judge.

"Iz there no justice? he cricd, "Must | lose my
seventy precious goblets?™

“Who says there iz no justice?” cried the judpe.
“To prove to you that there is, 1 order the seventy gob-
lets which the Guardian found upon the recent defend:
ant restored to you!™

"0, thank you, your honor!” said the delighted
man.

“And what is more, to uphold the honor of ocur
courts, whose reputation you have contemptuously be-
smirched by sugpesting there it no justice in them, I
fine you one-hundred goblers!™

When I saw the defendant freed, and the procedure
by which it was done, I had begun to doubt that 1 would
come out well in this court., But when the judge ordered
the goblets, which had been found in possession of the
accused thief, given to the accuser, though deciding there
wag no proof that he had been rebbed, it was too much
for me. 1 turned to Attarolib.

"My [riend, 1 am afraid you will have to do some
of your best thinking now.”

“The very best, if you wish. But to what pur-
pose?”

“To save me from hanging.”

“Eh? Who says you are going to hang?”

I told Attarokib of my neighbor’s warning. ™1 did
not belizve him, of course,” 1 concluded, “but having
witnessed this trial, 1 can already visualize myself swing-
ing on the pallows.™ _

“There seems to be a fair prospect of it,” said At
tarckib phlegmatically, "1 can just see the picture,

13§
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Your nose, which is rather pinkish, will probably turn

purple for lack of breath. You will try to keep your legs

together, for, if they swing apart, you will make a ludi-

crous appearance, | will probably get a chance to cut

you dr:u:rp during the night, so it will not last very long,
see,

“Attarokib—what are you saying? You surely
aren’t going to let them hang me?”

“Such is Hell, brother Sepsafem!™

"“To Hell with Hell! [ know how to escape !

“How wize you are grown! How? Tell me!™

“I'll put my hand on my hips and wish myself out
of this body!™

"Marvelous! Marvelous! And then, when this
fellow’s epo returns to his body, they will hang him.™

"True, true, | can’t escape that way. But how
then? If they hang me in his body, he’ll be dead just
the same, though he’ll have escaped the apony and pub-
lic shame.”

“Then we must escape. There iz the window.
We'll jump right through, Don't stop if you are cut up.
We'll run to the right and keep running untl we can
hide in some cellar.™

“Good. But wait till I tell my neighbor here, per-
haps he also wishes to escape.”

But the man who had wamed me stated that for
him the risk was too great, since his punishment would
not be worse than a few years at hard labor in a prison.

Attarokib and I waited while the first witnesses of
the riot were called, They established that some big fel-
low locking like a tramp had begun it all, Would they be
able to identify him if he was produced? Certainly!

This was enough for us, We leaped over several
benches, up to an alcove, and breaking some panes of
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glass with our elbows, jumped into the strect and ran as
fast as our legs could carry us. We had a start of a few
minutes over our pursuers, {or it was long before anyone
in the courtroom could realize what had happened, so
tast were our movements. We were never in danger
of being caught, but to make sure of our safety we hid
in two empty waste barrels standing in a deserted alley,
pulling the covers over us,

s, In thiz rather cramped position 1 stayed sever
al hours, waiting for Attarckib to call me, We had
agreed that he would rap three times upon the side of the
barrel as a signal. Suddenly 1 felt that the cover of my
shelter was I:w.:ing lifted. 1 looked up in terror, expecting
to see a green uniflorm. Instead 1 saw a pair of watery
eyes blinking at me from a worn face that was only
partially hidden by a gray beard.

This was no one to be afraid of, so I stood up, notic:
ing at the sume time that the day was disappearing,

“Say, what are you hiding in there for?™ the old
man asked,

*And what are you looking for?” I retorted.

“Why, for a crust, of course! And 1 find you!
Well, talking won't satisly my hunger.,” And he une
eovered the next barrel. Attarokib came leaping out.

“What is this, what is this?” the old man cried.

“We mean you no harm,” said Attarckib, seeing
how the old fellow was frightened.

*Are there any more of you?" the latter inquired.

“No,” | replied, “that will be all of us.”

“Then 1 can look in the other barrels,” And he
proceeded to do so.

“Old man,” I asked, i this how you find your
daily bread?” 4
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“If 1 unly found it!™ was his reply.

“Then you starve a good deal of the time?" 1 be-
gan fmgc:infuﬁy pockets to see if there was anything
I could give him.

“A good most of the time.”

I produced the flagk and offered it to him. He look-
ed eagerly at the few drops of sparkling liquid in it, then
took it with trembling hand, As he pulled the cork, the
flask slipped out of his hand and was chattered, He
merely shrugped his shoulders,

i *1 should have known better than to take it,” he
said.

*You seem to think there is no usc trying to better
your condition,” 1 remarked pityingly.

“I belong to the Conscientious Pessimists!™ be re-
plied proudly.

“And who are they?™"

"We believe in not trying to get anything. We've
thought about our life here, and we know that all the
good things we see are shown us only to tantalize vs,
to make us try to pget them. But when we reach for
them, they disappear. The Dustthrowers don't let us pet
at them, or we die from trying too hard, or—if we pet
something—it turns cut to be different from what we
thought it was, and we are disappointed terribly.”

“Tines it always happen that way?”

“Always. You just saw.™

"But who are the Dustthrowers?”

“All kinds. These that arrest and punish you, those
that judge you, those that tell you to be honest and be-
lieve there is another and better life, and those that tell
you to steal what you want, those that make you work,
and thase that don’t let you pet work. All kinds of Dust-
throwers,” "

1
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“Tell me, old man,” said Attarckib, who had kept
silent during all chis conversation, “Why don't you kill
yuourself and be done with it?™”

“Sometimes [ think 1 should. But then 1 think thac
if | keep on maybe I'll have some luck and become one of
the magnates. "They've got it goocd. Nothing to worry
about ever. Only we workzumns have to suﬁ%r!“

“Wouldn't the Dustthrowers bother you then?™ |
asked.

*0, you've got a ot of influence with the Dust-
throwers if you're a magnate. It's the Dustthrowers
that stop us from taking away all the good things the
Magnates oW,

“Why don't you get rid of the Dustthrowers?™

"Why? We don't dare. It's the first business of a
Dustthrower to prevent everyone from taking anything
he wants that he can enjoy. By the same rule, they stop
the magnates from taking away from ue workzumns what
little we have—like our daughters, and wives, If we
abolished the Dustthrowers, who would protect us from
the magnates, and from one another? And then, sup-
pose | were to become a magnate—who would keep the
mobs from tearing my possessions away il there were no
Dustthrowers?"”

“You have such high hopes, and yet you call your-
self a Conscientious Pessimist?™

“Sure. One can’t help hoping. We Conscientious
Pessimists hope, but we don’t try. The others try—and
you ought to see how they are disappointed and tanta
lized and unhappy a hundred times a day becouse they
try!™

“Well T am sorry for you.”

“You got the right one to be sorry for. Of all the
sufferers, 1 am the most &ﬂ"ii;l:td."
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“You?"

“Sure. Everybody else at least pets a chance to en-
joy themselves a little bit. At night they go to dances,
and theatres, and amusement parks. [ only went to
theatre two times in my life, and both times 1 got sick
and couldn't enjoy it. I'm the unluckiest Zuman!”

“Poor fellow, Well, since I can’t help you I'll
leave you to your hunting.” 1 zpoke these words upen
5ﬁ:ing a signal from Attarokib that he was eager to be
off.

“Glad I ot you away from that old man,” said At-
tarokib a few minutes later. “He was having a morbid
influcnce upen you. Being a pessimist is bad enough.
But a Conscientious Pessimist—Ifrightful. That eype
trics to convince you.”

*T am afraid he has succeeded with me, at Jeast in
convincing me about his own misfortunes.”

“Well, we are free. What do you wish to do
now?

*“This body I am wearing is torturing me with its
demand for food. The fact is we have tricd to camn some
focd for our bodies, but were prevented. 1 think justice
demands that we restore them to their owners, who, be-
ing wiser than we in the ways of this planet, may succeed
in procuring some food,”

*1 quite agree with you. Let us sit down in this
dark hallway and release oursclves from these bodies.
Then we shall plan further.”

We did accordingly, and had the satisfaction of
heing freed from the pains, the stench, the filth, and
gnawing hunger of the bodies we had borrowed. Besides
that, we enjoyed the sight of the two genuine tramps
who, waking up at night in a strange place, were might-
ily astonished. Yet they were sensible enough to realize
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that a return to their late hotel would mean either
coal-shovilin % or worse, and so they decided to sneak
quietly out of the city that very night.

“I, for one, am satisfied with my experiences in the
bodies of the people of this planet,” I declared. “I've had
enough of them. Yet I would like to see a little of it as
I am now, with my sight so much better.”

*I'm with you through all Hell,” responded Attaro-
kib. “But there's no need for you to see only a little of it.
We have our girdles, and we could circumnavigate the
planet in a few moments if we desired. To sce better,
however, we will limit our speed. Let us begin in this di-

an. We flew, then, 2 considerable distance, and 1
was amazed to notice how different the same locality
looked to the superior sight of my ego when I did not
have to peer through the crude eyes of the outer bodies
of its inhabitants. [t was as if a new world had opened
up before me. I saw all the misery of the Zumen so plain-
ly that I was no longer tempeed to dispute with my guide
when he said that thiz was the only Hell in the universe.

Many wonderful things I saw on this flying trip,
chief among them the division of the planet into sepa-
rate enclosures. A series of curious walls extended over
all the surface, twisting and turning and crossing one
another in every direction without a semblance of order
in their pattern. Oceans and lands, felds and forests,
deserts and rivers were cut across by lengths of these
walls varying in size from 2 hundred miles to several
thousand.

Zu was by this means divided into a multitude of
enclosures, no two of the same size or shape. Some were
long and narrow, others followed no geometric lines but
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bulged jaggily here and contracted in sweeping curves
¢ in a senseless, nondescript fashion.

These walls did not actually consist of substantial
material like stone or brick bue rather of an intangible
stuff that 1 vook to be some compound of highly colored
shadows, mostly yellow and green, though there was no
lack of black and white. Nor were they built to an
tormidable heights, But despite their being easily scal-
able or pmetnﬁ:]e I witnessed scarcely any instances of
the Zumen attempting to migrate from one enclosure to
another by means of bursting through or vaulting over
intervening walls. Later I discovered large numbers of
Zumen gathered on both sides of one of these walls,
cach side trying to push it further into the territory of
its neighbor, and scrapping bloodily over a difference in
some inches of territory that both claimed. In the main,
however, the limited number of individuals whom I ob-
eerved to pass from one enclosure into the next did so
through tiny apertures in certain brimstone gates set in
each wall,

These occasional passages were accomplished in a
peculiarly unpleasant fashion, The migrants would
crawl upon their bellies through the openings which, to
ry utter amazement, were invariably too small to admit
# Zuman of ordinary proportions even in that groveling
position.

I understood that these obstructions were intention-
ally arranged because the inhabitants of cne enclosure
did not much honor their neighbors. But thoueh 1 had
already acquainted mysclf with the character of the Zu-
men, I was startled to learn that anyone desiring to en-
n;r an ‘:"m%lmL]l:;] nnil: his Ewnhhad htﬂ fit himself to the
shape of the hole through which he proposed to :
He might be too corpulent which mtTntFthal: he nr':auﬁ
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starve himself or cut his flesh down to the requisite size.
I he were too lean, he must fatten his flesh until he was
barely able to pass through the opening. The health of
wayfarers was often ruined, or their lives lost, in trying
to suit themselves to too many holes. Even then, how-
ever, foreigners in any enclosure were not safe from
molestation. And often it was pitiable, if not downright
funny, to see them trying to grow taller or shorter, skin-
nier or stouter, in order to lock like the natives of the
enclosure they were visiting. The worst of it was, how-
ever, that a traveler not only had to undergo the humili-
ation of crawling upon the belly through an absurd inlet,
but if the natives did not like him because he could not
prow his beard, or his cars, as long as was customary in
the land, they would force him to crawl back in exactly
the same way.

Upon further observation I noticed that the climate
differed in every enclosure, as well as the vegetation. In
eome instances the disparity was so great that the differ-
ent enclosures might well have belonged to different plan-
ets, Accordingly the inhabitants of each enclosure held
firmly that their own climate and vegetation was the best
of all on the whole planet. This was the foundation rock
of their laws that all who entered their enclosure for the
purpose of exchanging vegetables must cast off their own
appearance and assume that of the locality—the differ-
ence being based upon the superior character of the local
climate and vegetation. But although the inhabitants of
each enclosure took as much pride in their climate and
boasted as much of their vegetation as if they themselves
had created these phenomena, this did nor hold them
from striving whenever they could to possess themselves
af the enclosures of ather Zumen together with their in-
ferior climate and vegemtilil;
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In a few isolated enclosures at the extremes of the
planet I saw a remarkable reversal of conditions, which
were, nonctheless, consistent with the hatred of the Zu-
men of all who were not natives of their own enclosure
and with their love of stealing the territory of foreign
enclosures, Small groups from distant enclosures had
taken over the rulership of isolated places, and the op-
pression of the helpless natives was regarded as a matter
of course, since they differed from the powerful foreign-
£rS in Many ways.

At first [ wondered that the hundreds of millions of
oppressed Zumen did not rise up against their encmies
and cast them out. But | discovered many reasons why
they could not do so, the chief reason being the thou-
sands of differing superstitions to which the natives
adhere. They are divided among themselves in large com-
munitics each holding steadfastly to its own sacred col-
lection of supcrstitions and hating its neighbor which is
equally devoted to a somewhat different collection,

Attarokib informed me that these absurd supersei-
tions had kept the inhabitants of these enclosures in pe-
culiar and subjected misery even before the coming of the
foreign groups. The latter had only taken advantage of
the backwardness of the natives, and of the ease with
which they could be made to preoccupy themselves with
fighting ene another on account of their diverse and ir-
reconcilable superstitions, to enslave and oppress them.
Moreover, the numerically few foreigners had broupght
with them stranpe and frightful weapons which terror-
ized the natives. Chief among these contrivances was a
certain very long whip which eracked with a deadly
noise and at the same time spat forth a stream of saliva
—a substance hichly obiectionable to the natives, who
were cowed by fear of having their skins moistened with
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it. They preferred to serve the foreigners rather than
risk being sprinkled by the long whip's saliva. And in this
alone did 1 find them unanimous,

One of my intcresting discoveries was that the in-
habitants of the different enclosures were distinctively
different in appearance, so that the Zumen of each en-
closure resembled the inhabitants of some planet 1 had
previously observed from the crystal park. Tt was as if
each planet had sent a delegation of its natives to one of
the enclosures of Zu for some purpose,

With the excellent vision 1 now enjoyed 1 was able
to see the worl of the Dustthrowers—how they prevent-
ed every mmhabitant of Zu from taking anything he
wanted by throwing various kinds of dust in his eyes. It
was on account of this that Attarckib had called Zu
“the dusty planet.” And whereas on the other plinets
that I had seen from the crystal park whatever a person
wanted came to him with the wish, an Zu, due t the
activitics of the Dustthrowers, whatever a person wished
for eluded him, or faded if he ever got it and became
good only for exeiting jealousy. The planet was a hot-
bed of jealousy, fertile with greed, everyone wanting
what another scemed to have gotten, none cver finding
contentment in what he had obtained, everyone envying
someone who in turn envied someone else, ad infinitum.

At most, someone became 2 magnate. This meant
that he could own a quilt a thousand yards long, and
suffer from tryine to use it when one of two yards would
have given him more happiness; or he could own a thou-
sand beds, and be so worried and busy taking care of
them that he could ncver get any sleep: or he could keep
a stable with a thovsand horses, and be so occupied in
looking after them that he would never have time to go
anywhere,

145



MIGRANTS OF THE STARS

Well do I remember an envied magnate who lived
alone in a huge house in which each room was measured
by the acre. I saw him walk half a mile from kitchen to
dining room carrying a pair of steaming eggs on a plate.
Then he walked back to the kitchen for a pinch of sale.
And the magnates were never satisfied, but tried to in-
crease their exaggerated belongings!

“Artarokib,” | said at last, “if it were not that the
people of this planet sometimes do enjoy themselves— as
the Conscientious Pessimist confessed—I would agree
that this is indeed Hell: not the sort of Hell 1 had been
taught to belive in, but in fact a worse Hell.”

“The Conscientious Pessimist was mistaken, Sep-
safem,” my guide replied. Do you remember that on
those occasions when he did visie a place of amusement
he could not enjoy it? Well, 2o it is with everyone. But
cach rare time Zumen or Zuwomen are at one of these
places they think their neighbors are enjoying it, look-
ing on themsclves as the sole unfortunates.™

“This is too frightful,” I remarked. “This planet is
monstrous, its arrangements scem to be maliciously de-
signed to tantalize and torture the people who live on it.
What is back of it all?"

“As soon as you prew reflective 1 knew thae
question was coming. But I shall not answer it. Instead,
I shall advise you to look there.”

1 Ionked, and saw, in a deserted, arid, lifeless local-
ity, a small opening on the side of a hill. T declared that
it was not a particularly interesting thing to watch,

*“That is because you do not know what is there:
But I am goirg to pive you added power of sight. Take
these leaves—" and Attarokib produced two leaves from
a fold in his girdle, “and put them over your eyes—I
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ghall do likewise with these two, 1 brought them from
the crystal park. Then lock at that opening.™

I did as my guide instructed. With the crystal
leaves over my eyes | glanced at the hole in the hill. The
cavern, for such it was, had grown bright and visible,
and 1 found, moreover, thae I could see right through
the physical matter of the planet. As I grew accustomed
to this marvelous power | saw that the opening led into
a great underground highway, a beautiful tunnel, leading
into a vast secret kingdom,
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CHAPTER EIGHT

THE INVISIBLE HEGEMONY

The cave—The monsters of the underground—A eclebration in
the royal square—1 discover that we arc followed—At
the mval tanke—=ky shadow’s clums—An audicnee with
the Queen—the history of the planct am] the Dust-
throaners—The  underpeound  museum—Attarokibh - he-
comes 3 Guardian—He raids a bouse of wice—His ad
wenture in the hospical—Departure from Zu.

1.  Ar sight of the stranpe scene in the cave that
became wvisible through the crystal leaves 1 understood
that new and interesting discoveries concerning the plan-
et Zu were in store for me. Mot waiting for Attarokib’s
consent | made ready to pass into the tunnel. As 1 start-
ed forward, a troup of strange, monstrous creatures fly-
ing over the underground highway towards the opening
of the cave came inta view.

The subsurface beings had the appearance of dread:
ful, distorted frops. Enormous, saucerlike, colorless eyes
stared out of continually bobbing heads. Broad, grinning,
tevolting mouths that terminated in a sudden sharp
point revealed a tongueless cavity when opened. Two
cavitics in the sides of the head served them for ears.
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Their repulsivencss was more appreciable because their
ugly froggish features resembled in a degree those of the
buman. In consistency they were ethery rather than
material; resembling the seellarians, rather than the outer
body of their nearer neighbors the Zumen, in this respect.
Their locomotion was accomplished mostly by soaring
through the air with a breath-taking swifeness that made
them seetn frightful flying frogs. The huge ones in espe-
cial made this unpleasant impression upon me; for,
though all of one height, they varied in fatness from terri-
{ying immensity to needle-like thinness. 1 learned later
that these creaturcs were born in their full length, but
prew fatter if Liberally fed,

Drmawing aside to let them pass out, | waited
patienly for a few minutes. But the froghing scemed to
have changed their mind about leaving the cave. 1 ap-
proached the opening again, just in time to sce the last
huge members of the troup pass into the outer air; and
as they did so, they suddenly vanished from sight, Their
disappearance did not mystify me, however, for | now
gaw the cause of it. The moment each of them arrived
at the exit of their underground kingdom, he instantly
chanped his appearance and became in effect a speck
of dust, or a white spt of bght. 1 recalled having seen
these specks in the air over all the planet, but had not
suspected their identity. With the aid of the crystal
leaves over my eycs 1 recopnized them plainly.

The troup, turned to a condition which would
make them almest invisible, and certainly unrecogniz-
able, to the Zumen, now departed in all directions. But
I no longer hastened to enter their domain.

*Is it safe to go in there?" | asked.

“Quite safe, [ believe,” answered my guide. “They
are not as inhospitable as th; people on the surface.”
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My fear of these wonderful moneters being for the
present allayed—bur not completely, for I had noticed
that Attarckib had a taste for adventure and a pen
chant for getting us into trouble—I entered the cave, It
was a beautiful place, the walls decked with many oma-
ments and set with sparkling jewels. The highway
stretched far and straight for fifteen or twenty miles.
We covered the distance in seconds, but | noticed that
we were going down steadiy, deeper ‘and deeper into the
bowels of the planet. At last the cave tock a sharp tumn
and we found ourselves before a huge square of more
than fifty miles from which many wide avenues led to
different parts of the kingdom.

It was a scene of rapturous beauty. Palaces and
mansions faced the square on all sides, whose beaury
I had seen surpassed only in Niames. One in particur
lar, the largest in size, dazzled me with its beauty of de-
sign and ormamentation. At least five miles ugh was its
tallest tower, and its width was no less. A balcony
tacing the square was nearly 2 mile deep.

A great noise from one of the avenues brought thou-
sands of curious froghin heads to the numerous windows
facing the square, and attracted my attention. The cause
of the disturbance was soon apparent. A joyous parade
of shouting, leaping, gesticulating froghins came in sight
and soon filled the square, where they continued to dance
and cry out in unison.

“Hail the Attackers!™ I heard one group shouting.
“Long live the Anti-Each-Other Enclosures!™ a second
group answered. “Hurrah for the Victorious Major-
ities! " a third group chorused. “The King! The Queen!”
another crowd shouted. "I'l‘-eKing"[gthuem"all
the froghirs began to I:hﬂll? ;ngr_ﬁ-ﬁ
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2gon these cries had the desired effect. A window
m the largest palace swung open and the rulers of the
froghins appeared upon the great balcony, their mon-
strous features bathed in smiles that reached almost com-
pletely around their heads. They were horrible to behold
—being by far the fattest of the underground denizens.

A sight of the royal pair, their subjects uttered a
single deafening cheer and ﬂp":n fell with their mouths to
the ground in obeisance. The result of this sudden act
was that Actarokib and | were left standing prominently
in front of Their Majestics. [ trembled as their monstrous
urbs pierced through me, but Attarokib smiled and sim-
ply offered them a slight bow of recognition. My uncasi-
ness was somewhat relicved at this, but T wondered thar
both King and Queen seemed to ook upon me as if they
knew me and were surprised to see mc there; the King,
m fact, appeared rather annoyed.

The froghins had risen by now and waited in re-
spectiul silence until His Majesty gave a signal. Then
one of the fattest among them came to the front. Bowing
deeply, he spoke frecly in the language of thought.

“Glarious, Mighty, Majestic, Sagacious Rulers of
the outer and inner regions of the planct Zu! Your loy-
al children and subjects are gathered to celebrate a happy
uccurrence among the lowly denizens of the surface who
call themselves Zumen. This day the workzumns of the
planet’s chief nutshell magnate, a faithful servant of ocur
kingdom, made a most charming attack upon certain
of their fellowworkzumns who were foreign in their
enclosure. Mot many were hurt until the Guardians,
led by one of our loyal Dustthrowers, arrived with their
clubs. But nevertheless the flame of hatred among the
Zumen rose quite high and we were able to gather a most
noble Light-Tax which has been stored in the royal
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t:mk;l.“ We crave your commendation for this glorious
WOrK:

The King replied with a voluble oration in praise
of the noble work, emphasizing that his dear, dear chil-
dren must continue ever mote to increase the number and
virulence of such outbreaks. We did not wait for the
conclusion, as this seemed a good opportunity to slip a-
way from the royal chservation.

We entered one of the wide avenues lined with
many beautiful houses and gardens. I wondered that
the froppish inhabitants of this kinpdom should have
the taste and ingenuity to construct these splendid places;
and while my dislike of them grew, my respect for their
intelligence kept pace. As we turmed from street to
street it seemed to me that we were being followed by
a lean froghin of rather familiar appearance. No matter
where we went he always appeared abour [ifty paces
behind us. It made me feel uncomfortable, but 1 did
not wish to tell Attarckib about my uneasiness,

Q2. A fcw miles from the preat square we came up-
on another open place, much larger than the first, and
vastly different in appearance. Here were no houses
but huge tanks, each one several miles high and more
than a mile in diameter, MNear each tank were froghins
with huge books in their hands making records. 1 ap-
prozched to sec what 1 could gather of this mysterious
business.

A line of froghins stood around a tank. At a signal
the first approached, opened his mouth, and emptied a
stream of some white gas into the tank. A {roghin
officdal measured the quantity and recorded it. Another
official asked where the Light-Tax came from.
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T gucked it up from the hand of my Zuman parent
when he struck his servant!” was the reply, which was
immediately recorded.

"Your share is properly inscribed,” said the official.
*One-third for His Majesty, one-third for Her Majesty,
one-sinth {or the maintenance of indigent froghins, one-
twelfth for those who assisted you, and one-twelfth for
yourself, according to the fair division of taxes collected
for our kingdom. You may return to work.”

The froghin departed, and the next on the line pro-
ceeded likewise to empty a stream of white pas into the
tank.

“From the toe of my Zuman parent when he kick-
ed his dop.” said the froghin in reply to the official’s
question. He was dispatched after proper records were
made and the next froghin contributed a small stream
of what they called thm%tg!'bt Tax.

“From the lips of my Zuman parent when she kiss
ed her hushand’s friend,”™ he explained.
“No more than that?” the official inquired.
"Wothing clse transpired today, it was done in the
hushand’s presence when his back was rurned,™ the col-
lector of the tax explained.

The frophin who followed brought a very  large
quantity, explaining that it was the tax on a murder,
The next one deposited a tax on a false cath by “his
Zuman parent.” Marveling at all this T turned to my
guide to request an explanation, and again caught the
eyves of the lean froghin who had keen following us.
His malevelent glance made me fecl so uneasy that 1
changed my question before T had begun it

*Attarokib,” 1 said, “have you noticed that we are
being followed?” -
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“Who, we?" replied the guide in surprize. “You
must be mistaken. Who would be following us?™

“'See there—that lean, hungry looking froghin. I've
noticed him behind us ever since we i-!r the royal
square.”

Attarolub looked at the froghin, then at me, and
then he began to laugh heartily. “O, so he has been fol-
Jowing you about!™ he exclaimed. “Now I wonder! This
# quite uncommon! Let's put him to a test. We'll
lead him a chase and see if you are right.” Attarokib
led the way into a new street. From there we turned
into another strect, flew over a great house into still
another, turned a few corners, went zround in a circle
for awhile, and then paused.

The froghin was a few paces behind us! As I look-
ed upon him I was impressed again with his familiar ap-
pearance. He seemed to resemble someone 1 knew!

“Come, we'll give him a surpriee,” sid Attarokib.
We walked leisurely to the corner, turned and waited.
A moment later our shadow appeared. As we came face
to face the froghin, seeing that he was trapped, looked
defiant.

“What is this?” asked Attarckib. “What do you
mean by following us about?

“I'm not following you,” replied the froghin. “It's
him!™ and he looked at me.

“What do you want?"” the guide continued.
“I'm hungry, and 1 want him to give me susten-

ance.
"What do ] owe you?" 1 asked in surprise.
“Everything!” said the froghin, “You gave me life,
and you must feed me.”
“Explain yourself,” T demanded.
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“¥You have been starving me lately,” said the
froghin. “Since you have stopped shooting game for
pleasure, hating women, being conceited, swearing vio-
lently, and treating your subordinates harshly, I haven't
collected a bit of Light-Tax from you!™

“Nor are you likely to do se very soon,” put in At-
tarokib, “so take yourself off and stay away.”

" “I'will not. I will stay with my father until he feeds
me!

“Please yourself while you can, which won't be
very long. But stay a good way off if you must follow.™
Then to me—"Come, we'll complain in high quarters a-
bout this. We owe to pay our respects to Their Majes-
ties, anyway, and now s as pood as later.”

We flew back to the royal square, the froghin fol-
lowing not far behind.

“What iz this claim he has upon me?” 1 asked.

“Well, he says he is your child—and judging from
his face | should say the rezemblance does not make him
out to be a liar.”

The guide’s words were amazing enough—but at
the same time I realized why the froghin had seemed
famibiar, He resembled me!

*Yet, | don't understand,” 1 persisted. “In fact |
?Illj_hmﬁﬁad by what he says—and you have not denied
i

“Why should 1 deny the truth?™

“Then "

“Don't worry, You'll find out about it Jater.”

"Will you tell me what is this Light-Tax that the
froghins deposited in those tanks?™

“It is their food and the source of their prosperity.
They collect it from the inhabitants of the surface in
return for anything the Zumen obtain—since the planet

155



MIGRANTS OF THE STARS

with all its goods belong to the King of the froghins.™

“Then every Zuman must pay such a tax?”

“No. Besides the Light-Tax there 13 the Heavy-
Tax, a tax which docs not yield much to the payer.”

“Tell me about it.”

“"Not now, Here we are at the Palace.™

We had arrived at the royal square. Attarckib
communicated with various officials, finally obtaining
an audience. We entered the palace, and 1 was awe-
struck at its prandeur. In the Royal Salon we found the
Queen scated upon a throne of indeseribable beauty, car-
ved out of a single slab of sparkling ebon resembling pol-
ished coal, and ormamented with turquoise, sardonyx,
gold, and other precious minerals. The King's throne
was unoccupied. We approached respectfully and, as
Attarokib bowed deeply, I {ollowed suit.

*You are welcome!” said the Queen in a gracious
franer.
“We are honored!™ replied Attarokib politely.

“His Majesty is occupied and regrets that he can-
not receive you now,” the Queen continued, addressing
Attarckib, 1 understond from this that my guide must be
a very great personape.

“His Majesty regrets it no more than 1" said At
tarokib.

“What brings you to our poor kingdom?"

“My friend’s curicsity, Your Highness permuts us
to see a bitle of your preat kingdom?™

“Gladly,” the Queen replied, bue there was no en-
thusiasm in her manner.

"] observe that some changes in your customs have
taken place since I was here last,” continued Attarckib,

“Changes here? What changes?”
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"It scems that guests are shadowed by your servants
—no doubt to protect them from harm!™
i PF course, of course—merely to protect them from
rm.

“It s very thoughtful of your Majesty—though
I, tor one, would gladly release your servant from a duty
which he must find unpleasant, since he does not seem
to be happy. I believe that in your Majesty’s orderly
domains there is so lirtle danper, that | could protect my
friend and mysell.”

“You arc as witty as ever, friend Attarckib, It
pleases me that you are here. And since you desire it,
we shall remove your guardian.™

“Your Majesty is even more gracious than ever,”

The Queen was melting with delight under Attaror
kib’s Mattery—which, considering that she looked like a
very fat frop, scemed odd to me. My puide, however,
took it as a matter of fact and stayed on a good half
hour, expatiating upon Her Majesty’s poodness, gra-
ciousness, charm, wit, taste and beaury! Listening to him,
my respect for Baron Munchhawsen vanished completely.
That worthy, 1 thought, waz only an amateur liar com-
pared to Attarckib.

At last we ook our leave, Though 1 sought my
froghin shadow, he was nowhere in sight. | questioned
Attarckib concerning his flattery of the Queen.

“You think 1 was flattering her? No, indeed! She
i really very witty, and has pood taste—you saw with
what beautiful things she surrounds herself—"

“Very well, I concede those and the other qualities
you ascribed 1o her, But you mentioned, and without a
blash, that she is beaueiful!™

*What a poor courtier you would make!" replied
Attarckib, “However, even that was the truth—you
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haven't s2en her in some of her other forms. You know
the froghins change their appearance.”

Q3. Before I could reply we came in sight of a
huge building into which Attarckib led the way. I rec-
ognized it at once as a school. Several hundred wur;?
froghins were seated upon stools in front of a sheet
black. We found szats at the rear of the class and listen-
ed awhile to the teacher. He was telling the {roghins
that for the proper performance of their duties they must
understand the history of the kingdom, which he was
going to display to them. At the conclusion of his
lecture an assistant froghin brought in a curious instru-
ment consisting of two small spools. A timestrip, he
called it. Around one of the spools a thin strip was
tightly wound. The spools were placed behind the black
sheet, the teacher eave one of them a sharp twist that
made it spin, and in a moment a surprising thing hap-
pened. As the strip bepan to wind from one gpool on to
the next, the black sheet became lipht and an animated
scene was exhibited upon it. 1 recognized the place as
belonping to the surface of Zu. As the scene progressed,
the teacher explained its meaning.

It was the most extraordinary and most interesting
lesson in history that 1 had ever attended. The events
recorded by some mysterious process upon the infinites:
imally thin strip, were pictured upon the black sheet.
And whatever was not sﬁnwn the teacher explained. In
an hour 1 had a thorough understanding of how the
planct Zu had begun, how it had developed, and how
the King and Queen of the underground had established
a complete secret hegemony over the inhabitants of the
surface. i



MIGRANTS OF THE STARS

At first there was only a single family of Zumen.
The King.and Queen, owners of the planet, but not cone
stituted so that they would subsist on its material prod-
ucts, sought @ way to enslave the Zuman family. ‘Iﬁney
usmblfshed two taxes—a LightTax and a HeavyTax,
permitting each Zuman and Zuwoman to choase which
they would pay. The Zumen, not understanding what
was wanted of them, paid a Heavy Tax. This consisted
of sweating and roiling enough to produce food for hune
dreds, while they themselves received fess than they need-
ed. The rest somehow disappeared—they did not under-
stand it. But the black sheet showed the King and
Queen with their own hands causing most of the Zu-
men's toil to go to waste!

The royal pair, working in secret to collect the
Heavy-Tax from the Zumen, but despising it because
it was no food for them, sought by this to teach the Zu-
men to pay them a Light-Tax. Their opportunity was
not long in coming,

The Zumen pioneers had succeeded by heroic efforts
and untold suffering in establishing 2 husbandry of a
sort. Darehanded they had cultivated a small garden,
domesticated a few cows and some sheep, and bepun al-
most to wrest from the unfriendly planct a frugal liveli-
hood, Mutual cooperation had enabled them to grow
some vegetables and cbtain a gquantity of milk. But
one day it suddenly occurred to a young son of the family
—he happened to be physically the strongest of them all
—that he was too tired to continue working an like the
rest of them. He would like better, he thought, to spend
his days in leisurcly pursuits, such as bathing in the coal
streams, sounding the four discordant nates of a rough

reed flute he possessed, and tramping in the woods
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with his young wife, His brothers and sisters, he re:
flected, could continue attending the homestead and pro-
vide and prepare the food for the whaole family-—with
whom he would share as formerly.

The more he thought about it the surer he became
that it was a very happy idea. Finally he proposed his
plan to his brathers. It turned out that each and every
one of them had been maturing the same idea in his mind.
They were all agreed that his plan was a splendid one.
They were eager to put it into operation immediately.,
But cach one was sure that he himself should have the
privilege of leisure. Quite an aflair developed—the first
guarrel in the family. Words led to harsher words, and
the most excited one of them, he who had first mentioned
the idea that was at the root of their fight, struck one of
his brothers a blow that killed him on the spot.

At the moment of his crime the fratncide felt a
wave of seli love enwrapping his whole body. The un-
happy murderer did not know that the overpowering
stream was coming to him from the underground Queen,
whao, invisible to the crude Zuman eyes, was present at
this turbulent scene, long planned by her royal mate. It
was she who embraced the killer passionately at the
climactic instant. The next moment, all wreathed in
victorious smiles, she stretched forth her arms to the
eager King, presenting to him his first stepchild—a lust-
ful little creature in the semblanee of its fratricidal pro-
genitor, fresh and healthy as a wild young colt. Anx
iously had the rulers of the planet waited for this hour.
Mow they were jubilant at having gained a real subject,
and a fine child and assistant in addition.

The newly born froghin then collected the first
Light-Tax, He inserted the sharp point of hiz mouth
into his Zuman parent’s breast and sucked out a quantity
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af the translucent light which was hidden by his Zuian
body! He then went off with the King and Qucen to
their underground habitation, where the stream of light
vl.;as emptied into a container and part of it shared by
them,

In the meantime the murderer, rather frightencd by
his heinous deed, and feeling a mixture of emptiness and
heaviness inside of himself, took to his fect and ran into
the nearby forest. Hunger and terror drove him back
alter sunset to the family homestead. His arrival was
met with dread silence. They feared to antagonize him.
They let him have his portion of the cvening repast as
if nothing untoward had happened. During the foew
weeks following, not a single word was exchanped be-
tween the killer and his kinsmen. He would eat his break-
fast in the moming, disappear into the woods for the
remainder of the day, and return for cvening rations.
The underpround rulers, however, prepared to reward
him who had paid the firse Lighe-Tax,

One night the murderer was lolling upon the soft
grass when a new iden was whispered to him by his
freghin-babe, now in the shape of a dust speck. If he
should capture a ram and place him with the few theep
they owned the domesticated flock would be mightily
mereased!

Without saying a word to his brothers this time
about the 1dea that had come to him out of the night, he
stalked forth next moming into the nearby hills. At the
end of a strenucus day he was scen returning to the
homestead drageing an unwillme ram by the horns. This
captive he finally let loose among the sheep in their
roughly fenced enclosure. The ram was sull there in the
morning, and would no more leave the place cxcept
accompany the sheep whrém'cr they were bherded. A
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few months later the flock beran to increase rapidly in

numbers,

Applying his experience, he repeated the same
scheme with the peats and cows, and met with 2 fair de-
gree of success, Before long he had promoted several
sizable herds and was able to baast of a plentiful supply
of beefl, milk, and wool. His brothers of course could
not help realizing that it was he who increased the fam-
ily's prosperity enormously. They began to regard him
with new respect, as 2 master and elder among them.
Consequently they acquiesced in his maintaining full lib-
erty to do whatever he pleased. He had never worked
with the rest of them since his erime. Now he became
their recognized Hedzumn, He took the lion's share of
cverything, pave out orders to the growing numbers of
the family, allotted each one a scparate portion of work.
He finally made them all practically his servants, povern-
ing them according to his whim, taking the grown up
females for his wives. There was none able or, for the
present, inclined to stop him from deing anything he

pleased.

All these events came about by the maneuvering of
the wily King. He gave the murderer power and good
tortune, and saw to it that his judgment on matters of
goubt should be vindicated. In turn he collected from
the unwitting Zuman a heavy Light-Tax for every gross
act of indecency towards his brothers, whom he insulted
rudcly at the least provocation and attacked physically
when an attempt was made to disobey him. By every
such deed he was giving birth to additional {roghins, all
of whom were joyously adopted by the royal pair of He-
gemonia; and each such birth-giving weakened him per-
sonally so that his ego’s light could be driven out.
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The Timestrip then showed the murderer grown too
old and weak to maintain himself in his position as mas-
ter of all his family. By now, however, the clan had wax-
ed so numerous that they separated into several proupe.
Each ene of them was dominated by a single Hedzumn
who was sure to have been maneuvered into this eminent
position by the King of the underpround for reasons well
known to His Majesty. The Kings custom was to help
those who were ready and eager to help themselves by
foul means or fouler. In this fashion, by secing to it that
the payers of the Light-Tax should receive the Heavy-
‘Tax of the planct’s materiald which others payed by
hard productive labor, the sub-Zu King increased his own
cohorts by leaps and bounds,

As the Zumen were fruitful and muitiplied their
kind it became ever more difficult for the Hedzumns to
contrel and manapge their tribes of workzumns, Ne-
cesgity forced them to grant partial liberty to certain of
their subjects and appoint them as under-managers and
assistant-Hedzumns. Their duties were to supervise their
fellow-Zumen's work and make sure thae each toils as
much as possible whilst receiving as lictle as might be for
his labors. The under-managers were required to punish
mercilessly those who lapged or showed signs of resisting
the Hedzumn's authority. Naturally only those who rel-
ished work of this sort won promotion to the positions
of assistant-manapgers. Thas, it scarcely needs saying, in
no way conflicted with the King's sly plan.

Out of the froghins born from the evil practices of the
Hedzumns and their vicious assistants; out of the enor-
mous Light-Tax unwittingly paid by them for the privi-
leges they enjoyed; out of the contributions aof the slaving
workzumns themsclves toward the prosperity of the
secret hegemony by their wickedness with one another,
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by their lying and stealing: out of these plenteous sources
the invisible hegemony developed to pigantic proportions,
counting its population by the millions, measuring its
wealth in fabulous figures, and growing by the day, by
the hour, by the minute.

The King saw to it that the most tyrannous char
acters should beeome the Hedzumns and the wardens of
the planet’s goods, so that their subjects would receive
scarcely enouph to keep themselves alive, therchy being
induced to turn robbers and murderers. Under the same
plan one Hedzumn was continually under temptation to
appropriate the possessions of others in his position, The
tribal Hedzumns were thus always embroiled in disputes
which led invariably to armed battle among them, Wot
one of these developments but fattencd the size of the
Light-Tax paid to the hegemony, The bloodiest warriors,
the most merciless oppressors, were rewarded with the
highest honors and greatest power on Zu, for they wer2
the payers of the highest Light-Tax. In time the Hed-
rumn of each proup built himself an enclosure to keep
out the neighboring groups and prevent them from steals
ing his poods; and to hide behind its walls the poods he
would often steal from others, And in order to keep his
own servants faithful to him he taught thein to hate and
fear and despise all who were not of their own enclosure.

Such was the carly and ancient history of the plan-
et Zu and its inhabitants according to the story unfolded
on the black sheet in the underpround school of history.
At the present time the power and scope of the frophin
hepemony are vastly claborated. The planct Zu now
yields up encugh of cverything to make life a round of
happincss for all its inhabitants. Everything still belongs,
however, to the subsurface kingdon, Every ounce of
edibles, every tiniest urth:lg of comfort, every source of
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happiness of whatever varicty is carclully puarded by the
subZu hegemony through its billions of invisible frog:
hins. They distribute these valuables with meticulous
accuracy, to each Zuman according to the tax he i will-
ing to pay, Heavy or Light, and according to the
quantity of the payment.

The pillars of the system are & million ways of keep-
ing every Zuman discontented, tantalized, suffering, toil-
g, wanting, envying, craving for comforts, pleasures,
and happiness, They cannot acquire any of these things
without paying a tax to the hegemony. Since the Heavy-
Tax brings in return only the bare necessities of life—
less than the tax itseli—the Zumen are induced to drop
their offerings into the coffers of the Lipht Tax, to do
violence to their fellows, to betray their own selves and
their brethren. The larper the scale of betrayal, the
greater the Light-Tax paid, the handsomer the reward.

Consistent with this arrangement those Zumen who
slave hardest, enjoy the least, know most want, and suf-
fer perpetual distress arc the same who subscribe to the
Heavy-Tax, paying little or nothing of the Light-Tax.
On the ather hand those who do least work and live in
exeess of luxury and comfort are the Zumen who pay
the most generous Light-Tax; and these are found fre-
quently occupying high and estimable positions among
their fellows. often being the Hedzumns of benevolent
and pious Zuian groups. But this is not actually a para-
dox. They could never nis to such lofty eminences and
attain so much power and opulence unless they were loy-
al servitors of the invisible hegemony. They would never
win promotion to any stage of dominant influence over
their fellows and accumulate the poods that accompanies
such position (although for other reasons they may not,
and seldom do, cnjoy t]wirfsuptrﬁ:jal success,) unless
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they were somehow, directly or indirectly, assisting the
King to levy increasing Light-Taxes upon the multitudes
of ; unless they contribute to the multiplication of
wrongdoings, crime, betrayal and suffering among the
Zumen at large.

4. Although the whole lesson of that classroom
interested me profoundly, for it explained much that had
been mysterious to me before, T was most fascinated by
the history of the Dustthrowers which was unfolded in-
cidentally, From the ranks of the Dustthrowers came
the heaviest payers of the LightTax, hence they were
prime favorites in the underground kingdom, The busi-
ness of the Dustthrowers being to prevent all Zumen
from petting what they want, to keep them unhappy,
they served maturally to induce the Zumen to better
their conditions by paying Light-Taxes. For this service
the Dustthrowers were well rewarded by the invisible
hegemony, The first Dustthrower I have already men-
tioned—he was the first slave whom the Hedzumn pro-
moted to watch over his fellows, to see that they labor
faithfully and keep nothing for themselves. In accepting
thiz ﬂd‘-'iml:Ed position he recognized his master’s nght to
keep slaves and appropriate their produce. Acting and
speaking this lie to his lﬁ:rmzr voke-mates, he was deliber-
ately throwing dust in their eyes and laying a foundation
for others to follow in hs footsteps. He became thus the
father of all the contemporary armies of Dustthrowers
upon the planet Za.

The second Dustthrower, officially enrolled as such
in the records of the hegemony, was a slave who revolted
against his overseer and killed him. Into the mountain
wilderness he fled to escape the wrath of his Hedzumn.
There he became a desperado, organized a bandit gang of
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runaways like himeell, plundered little villages and poor
homes, and later offered them protection against bandits
in return for a regular payment. He lied in accepting
this tribute knowing there were no other bandits than
those he led. He cxtracted an emple livelihood by robbing
the people so that he should not rob them. His posterity
became autocrats among the Zumen. The children of his
bandit aids became the statesmen, royal councilors, mine
itters, and governmental majordomos of those noble Zu-

zerains.

The third Zuman to be written down by the froghin
chroniclers as a Dustthrower was that Hedoumn who
ficst introduced a regular category of punishments for
those who dizobeyed him. 1t was yet carly in the history
of the Hedzumns, but already this brutal ruler had made
many demands vpon his subjects which were extremely
unreasonable, based solely upon his whim, and without
regard to the ability of the people to behave accordingly.
Since he scarcely even troubled himself to publicize his
multifarious new decrees, {and not infrequently forgot
them himself within a short while after their promulga-
tion,) there were bound to be many purposcful and un-
mtentional infractions, Thes inspired him to nvent a
code of merciless punishments for hiz disobedient slaves,
a different punishment for the breach of cach rule. As he
mﬂhudt':‘a];}r classified the diverse consequences of vior
lating different decrees, he had incidentally to classify
the decrees too, It occurred to him then thut people might
study his code and cbey it, depriving him of the royal
prerogative of inflicting appropriate punishments. To
overcome this danger he introduced decrees conflicting
with earlier decrees, not reTealing the former. Now, he
was sure, no one could wl';%_fr:r escape his royal wrath,
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Being somewhat cautious, however, lest histortans
should accuse him of self-contradiction, he worded his
enactments in such language that no one could ever ﬁ
understand what he meant, and he would interpret
upon each occasion as most convenient, He became the
progenitor of all the Zuian equivalents of suscipient bar-
masters, barmen, and lawmanufacturers who behave like
brutal tyrants with the defenceless of their planet, tread
rouphshod upon the truth, and throw dust in everyone’s
eyes by declaring they are mercly maintaining orderly
processes, precedent and progress.

Fourth on the frophin list of Dustthrowers was the
first Zuman who addressed the suffering, debased, beat-
en, maltreated, hungry workzumns with the proposition
that only their bad luck and the wish of their Maker
were responsible for their hard lot—not their rapacious
Hedzumn, He preached, consistently, that it was not the
duty of the Hedzumn to better their condition so as to
equal his own, and that they must be happy in the oppor-
tunity to bear his yoke. For these declarations hus master
freed him and retired him on a pension for life, appoint-
ing him to be an official spiritual advisor to his slaves,
and ordering them to respect and honor him accordingly.
The froghins, sceing how ably he falsified the truth,
promptly marked him as one who blinds the people by
throwing pious dust in their eyes, making it impossible
for them to recognize any doctrine of genuine spiritual
truths. He became the father of all manner of Theoprox-
ies who bless the warlords of Zu, chastise the work-
zumns, and castigate the Hedzumns with a pious “Good
morning, and “May you prosper, Sir Hedzumn!™

There was one slave who discovered the secret of
bowing arrows and offered it to his master as 2 means
of subduing other groups and of keeping the workzumns
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in greater terror and subjection. He was rewarded with
freedom for his discovery, and inscribed in the records
of Hegemonia as the ffth Dustthrower. For although
he knew his discovery was meant to increase bloodshed
and oppression, he boasted and proclaimed that it would
advance Peace and Secunty, Societation and Freedom,
thereby hiding the truth {rom the people. He was the
father of all the later Thinkuppers and Ologists of Zu
whose numerous discoveries for the progress of the race
they faithfully rum over to their Hedzumns to be wsed
in more effective and gruesome warmaking, and for the
increase of suffering among the dispossessed workzumns.

Many other types of Dustthrowers flourish upon
the unhappy planet, but it would require 2 volume to
list and describe them all. Without exception they are
active in standing between the people and the truth, in
throwing clouds of dust freely nlﬁut so that it fills every-
body's eyes, mostly not excepting their own, In the
course of these functions the Dustthrowers lavish praises
upon the Hedzumns and their accomplishments, call their
rights divine, their birth noble, their lives honorable and
modest, and their deeds heroic. Incidentally the blinders
of the multitudes heap glory upon their own class, pictur-
ing themselves as indispensible benefactors, champions,
leaders, and teachers. With all the dust they scatter
widely it is impossible for the Zumen to recognize them
as servants of a lingdom whose existence is not suspect-
ed. The Dustthrowers thus ocbstroct all ways to happi-
ness, crying “you mustnt, you shouldn’t, I won't
let you™'; surrounding the Zumen with such lies and re-
gtrictions as to keep them in perpetual ignorance, em-
bitterment, drudgery; and above all holding them safely
distane from any little comfort or enjoyment by {orcing
them to retreat at the mm;;m when they are about to
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lay hands upon anything desired, unless the invisible
hegemony orders that someone shall receive certain ma-
terials; and even that ome must take it in spite of the
Drastthrowers.

To give importance to the class of Dustthrowers,
to make their words sound authoritative, the King found
another scheme effective, He instigated the erection of
impressive and gorgeous temples, different ones for
each type of Dustthrowing. In these were installed the
exponents of the noxious art as the Masters and High
Masters, Thus are they able to represent themselves to
the populace as the learned sages of their respective cul-
tures, In eepecial are the High Masters surrounded with
exapperated plamor, possessions, honor, fame and pomp,
according to which they are looked upon as veritable
super-Zumen, Their oraculations are regarded as sancti-
fied by their office; none ventures to place them in ques-

I left the class in history filled with new and inter-
esting knowledpe of the planet Zu. Yet I had more to
learn, and at the next place we visited my curiosity was
further satisfied. This was a museum of the underground
kingdom where hundreds of statues of Zumen, servants
and encmies of the hegemony, were erccted. Beneath
erch statue was a suitable inseription giving the life of
the Zuman and his titles of nobility.

Most of the famous Dustthrowers were represented
in the museum. One was marked as an Honoribble Emine
cnibble who had been in fact an imbecile. Another, an
Honoribble Sacraquibble, had suffered all his life from a
malipnant secret disease. A third, inscribed as an Honor-
ibble Martiabibble had died in an asylum for the insane.
Reading the stories of these successful Dustthrowers |
came away with the impression that not one of them
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had actually known any more happiness than the most
miserable Zuman on the planet! Many of these Honor-
1bbles were marked as being on the planet the second, or
tenth, or twenty-fifth time; one as being there the seven-
tieth time! Such were the friends of the hegemony, Its
enemies were inscribed as Rebels, and froghins were
warned to remember their features, and to hate, despise,
and persecute them. Tremendous rewards were ofiered
to those froghins who would induce any of them to make
peace with the hegemony by paying some Light-Tax,

The last that we saw of the underground kingdom
was at its deepest part—at the very core of the planet.
Here Attarokib took me to see a monstrous pile of ore,
occupying more than one hundred cubic miles of space,
that had the appearance of a buge furnace filled with
flaming matter; and it had six huge arms that stretched,
several hundred miles each, up into all sides of the planet.
There was nothing about it to indicate what it was there
for, yet it gave me the impression of being anything but
a product of accident. But I did not inquire at the time,
holding it in mind together with several other mysteries
about the planet.

{s. A fast flighe vook us again to the entrance
of the underground kingdom. Just before we came out
I thought I glimpsed the froghin who had followed s
around before. 1 mentioned it to my guide.

“Quite likely,” he said, “I've been looking for him
all the time myself.”

“Why, do you mean he has actually been follow-
ing—against his Queen’s orders?”

“Following—but not against orders,”

“Her promise—was ln'J'lliE?“
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“Of all the nice things I said to her, you didn’
happen to hear me mention anything about honesty or
truth-telling, did you?”

. ht?"Nu Then he was instructed only to keep out of
sight?

“Exactly. Well, here we are cutside apain. What
shall it be now?"

“Now that I have the erystal leaves, T would like
to lock about a little and see the frophins at work.”

"Good, We're on our way. Let us retumn to the
city with which you are already familiar.”

We arrived there shortly. This time there was nothe
ing mysterious about the activities of the Zumen. T saw
millicns of froghins, in thousands of unsuspicious dis-
guises, hovering around the people, whispering to them,
supgesting, urging. Thus were many Zuman ideas barn,
And each time that the subject of a froghin's efforts
obeyed, a new fm%in was born, and some of the trans
lucent light of his form was taken as a tax for the hege-
mony. It was soon evident that the most opulent Zu-
men were the commonest payers of the Light-Tax—but
this time I understood that their opulence was the hege-
mony's reward for supplying it with the food wuitable 1o
the froghin constitution: a part of the light of their own
L=

As we passed over a street that [ remembered—
it was now near midnight in the city—I saw a green-
uniformed Guardian, surrounded by a host of {roghins,
asleep in a dark doorway. A closer inspection of his feat-
ures revealed that he was the very one who had beaten
Artarckib and myself after cur first effort to escape our
coal-heaving master. Most of the houses in the neigh-
borhood were dark, but a few showed many lights; and
loud sounds, suggesting disg:rrldcrlinzss. came out of them.

1
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We found an open window in one. Entering, we d
through several rooms. The building was a brcrthtﬁ and a
place where subtle-sweet poisons were sold to its fre-
quenters,

I have a plan,” said Attarckib,

“Proceed,” T urped.

“I am going to become a Guardian.”

*Ah—trouble apain!™

“MNo. We'll be leaving Zu shortly, and before [ say
farewell to it, which may be for a long time, 1 want to
derive as much amusement from it as possible. If trouble
comes, our friend the Guardian there will have to take it.
He deserves it, after the way he behaved with us.”

“Well, if it's your notion of amusement, po ahead.
But what will I do?”

“You will stay close to me all the time.™

In the street again, Attarckib approached the sleep-
ing Guardian and took possession of his body. Attaro-
Lib spoke in English.

“Sepsafem,” he said, “follow me wherever I go.
Daon’t speak to me because 1 can’t hear or see you in
this body., But don't lose sight of me.” Attarolib then
walked quickly into a different strece. A group of frop-
hing, dispuised, followed him closely, but there was a
great deal of confusion among them, evidently due to
the fact that a stranger was occupying their “father’s™
body. He arrived finally in front of a fine house, walked
up a few steps, and knocked wiath unnecessary loudness
upon the door, as if to make sure he would awaken the
entire houschold,

If that was his intention, he succeeded. The master
of the house opened the door. Behind him came the
mistress. Both were in might clothing. Attarokib held
the door open a long whilz?bﬂf:}re. he entered, chviously
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to make sure I would be able to come in. He was invited
to explain his presence.

“You are the Elder of the Guardians? Attarckib
asked.

“Certainly!” said the master. "Don’t you recog-
nize your Elder?

“Pardon me—you look different in your night-ghirt,
1 have come to report that a criminal house is operating
openly in my districe,”

“What do you mean waking ue all up this time of
night to report such impossible nonsense?” thundered the
Elder. "I shall have you removed!”

“What do you mean nonsense? interrupted the
Elder’s wife. “This is terrible news! To think that
such a place exists in our pure city! You must have the
place raided this very night!™

“My dear,” said the Elder, “such things are not
for the cars of a lady. You had better retire and let me
take care of this business!™

“T will not!”

“But my dear!” the Elder continued to protest.
“You can’t stand here before a total stranger in a night-
shirt! It's pasitively immoral!™

The lady disappeared with an appropriate blush.

“And now for you,” said the Elder to Attarokib.
“What house do you mean?”

“The sccond from the left end of the strece.”
“What? You ignoramus! Don't you know the
owner is a {ricnd of—but apparently you don't. 1
thought you meant some new house had opened without
making armngements for protection. Now go back and
mind your business.”
174
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Just then the Elder’s wife returned, now garbed in
street clothes. "Well, aren’t you ready for the raid
yet?” she asked. “I'm going along.”

“Why, there isn't going to be any rusd™ her hug
hand declared. “The Guardian has made a mistake—
therc is no such house.”

“Dh, no!™ zaid Attarokib solemnly, "1 didn’t make
any mistake, The house is there™

“You—you—" the Elder could not find words to
express himsell. “Well, anyway, we have no court or-
der, and without that there can be no raid.”

“But you have the right to fzsue such an order,”
his wife protested.

“I can't take the responsibility on myself.”

“l insist that you do your duty!™ said the lady.
The Elder was about to refuse, but a glance ac his wife
convinced him that it would be wiser to let her have her
way.

“*Wery well,” he said. "I will dress and get 2 com-
pany of Guardians.”

He was gone for a long while, but finally returned
dressed in a uniform of green and gold decked with a
dozen medals, some inscribed “For Valorous Service in
the Cause of Law and Order.” In the meantime Arttaros
kib had fed the lady with 2 thousand horrible details of
the house to be raided, all of which shocked her greatly.

We left the house. The Elder led us a long way
until we reached the House of the Guardians, He se-
lected half a dozen men and with these we marched up-
on the disorderly house, the Elder leading the way, his
wife at his stde, Attarokib behind them, I beside him, and
the cix chosen Guardians walking last in pairs. We
walked, and walked, and walked. 1 was sure we were
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being led by a very circuitous route or we would have
arrived long aga, At last the Elder called a halg.

“We must send someone to spy out the way,” he
declared, “or we'll fail to surprise them. You two—"
he pointed to the last two Guardians in the troup—"go
in advance and prepare the way for our raid.”

The two departed. We marched on a long time,
perhaps half an hour, covering again streets we had pass-
cd before. At last we entered the right street and arrived
before the right house. The lights had disappeared, and
instead of noisc there was total silence. The advance
guard was waiting for us. They reported that a thor-
ough investipation had conwvinced them this was the

¢ of a respectable Zuman couple. There was no
trace of vice in it

"You shall be discharged for leading us on a vain
chase,” said the Elder wrathfully to Attarokib, “and
ﬁmnislli:d for making false charges against a respectable

ome.
“Did I make charpes apainst this house?™ murmur-
ed Attarokib innocently.

“Certainty! 1 remember it well—you said the sece
ond house from the left end of the street!”

“But | meant the lefe end of the street when we
face the other way,” retorted Artarokib glibly, knowing
that if the one house had been forwarned he eould easily
find another nearby.

The Elder was sorely confused by this turn of
events. He insizted, and correctly, that this side of the
street had been indicated. He had no intention of being
led on another empty chase. But his wife had been very
faverably impressed by Attarckib, and she had her way.
We started forward. The Elder again proposed to send
an advance puard, z"l.tta.mkg: objected. The Elder threat-
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-ened to have him punished for insubordination. His
wife agam took the Guardian's side, and had her way.
Before even we reached the other end of the street At-
tarokib called a halt in front of a bright and noisy house.

“This is the place,” he declared,

“But it's in the middle of the street!” the Elder pro-
tested.

“If the Guardian says here, we'll raid this hoaset™
his wife ordered. She had a way of having her way
with her husband. The door was open. We entered.

“This place is raided!” shouted the Elder and his
six faithful men at the top of their voices,

Instantly men and women began to run from the
rooms, many in various stages of undress, The Guardians
ran hither and thither, knocking on doors and shouting
“This place is raided!” In five minutcs not a person re-
mained except the raiding Fa.n.}r_

“Too bad,” =aid the Elder to his wife. “They were
too fast for us. They've all escaped.”

“No!" said Attarokib, appearing at that moment
from one of the rooms. "I have one of them.™

The prisoner was an old man who could not stand
on his feet without Attarckib’s assistance. He clung
tenaciously to 2 long pipe.

*Ah-hah!™ exclaimed the Elder in virtuous indigna-
tion. “Breathing the sweet-poison fumes! You have
done well to arrest him. Take him o the prison. Come,™
he said to his wife, “we have had a bard night and this
15 no place for you, This noble Guardian will take care
of the prisoner.”

As he led his wife out I saw a froghin sucking a
Light-Tax from him. The same thing was happening to
all the Guardians exceprt Attarokib. The froghins a-
round him were busy with ‘;u‘ti'nng
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“Are you taking the old man ta prison?" the Elder’s

wife asked Attarckib.

“No, to a hospital,” he replied.

P “How dare you!" screamed the Elder. *[ said pris-
on!

Artarokib merely shrugged his shoulders, lifted the
old man upon his back, and walked off. The Elder, in a
rage, was about to issue some orders to his assistants, but
his wife interfered.

“Let that nice Guardian have his way,” she said.
“Besides, you mustn't cxcite yoursell too much. You
know how weak your heart is—and already you are
looking very pale.” With this che led him off.

I followed Attarokib until he carried his prizoner
into a large public building. He was instructed to take
his burden up to the Common department. This was a
large room filled with beds. As we entered we saw two
officials in white uniforms beating an undressed patient.
Arxtarokib dropped his charge upon an empty bed, leap-
ed upon the officials and parted them from their victim.

"Sol You cure people like this!” he said, "T've a
good mend to take you to prison,’

“It's not our fault,” protested one of the officials.
*“The Chief Hospitaller ordered this treatment.”

b “Shout for him to come up,” commanded Attaro-
ib.

They shouted, and after a while the Chief Hospital-
ler entered. Charged by Attarokib with misconduct,
he took the Guardian aside, spoke to him quietly, led him
to the door, and pressed a yellow paper into his hand.
The moment Attarckib received the paper, [ saw a frog:
hin embrace him pleefully. At the same moment the
Guardian’s body fell to the floor, and Attarokib himself
stood beside me. He had escaped out of the body just in
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time to avoid the froghin tax-collector. 1 looked again at
the Guardian. He was slowly rising from the floor, an
expression of surprise upon his features.

" d"fﬂ}f, what made you fall down?" the Hospitaller
asked.

“Fall down?” the Guardian inguired sleepily.
“When did I fall down? And how did [ get here? And
what's poing on here?”

“Why, you just brought a patient in!”

“I brought a patient? No. I did not!™

“And didn't you just take—wait! Give me that!™
And the Hospitaller seized the yellow paper from the
hand of the fldered Guardian, "You're mnsane—
that's it. Come here, you two! Seize this mad Guardian,
give him a thrashing, and put him in a cell of the violent-
ly insane!™

The two assistants seized the Guardian, now nearly
msane in fact because he could not understand what was
up, and dragred hum away.

Attarokib and I left the hospital.

“And now, Sepsafem, the day is almost here. Have
vou had enough of Zu?”

“Yes and no,” I replied. “T'll be glad to say fare-
well ta this Hell—but some things about it are not yet
clear.”

“What™

“I am convinced the persons wha live here are
people from the planets 1 saw through the canopy of
the crystal park.” ‘

“You ]!:w. surmised correctly.”

“But [ wender what hrinﬁi éh:m here. l:ememﬁ

r telling me that you regarded it as a privilege to
gntm a term of life on this planet—which you admit
is Hell!™
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“True enough. Well, what else?™

*I wonder why, how, or whence, or all of- them, do
the froghins have such power to give riches to or to per-
secute the Zumen?”

"Wery good. Is thac all?"

“No. I'm wondering about that monstrous {urnace
we saw at the core of this planet!”

“Whatever happens henceforth 1 shall uphold your
right to be called the most expert wonderer in the uni-
verse, Sepsalem,”

“And you, Attarckib? Shall you take the role of
expert solver of mystifications?"”

“MNot this time, my friend. [ wouldn’t think of in-
terfering with such d.ellght!ul wondering as you exhibit
S0 wonder on. I am in favor of an immediate return to
Miames,"

“I also favor it. But are my questions to remain un-
answered?"

"No, don't worry about that. | have private infor-
mation that this very day the king of the froghins is
poing to be in Niames for his annual vacation, T tried to
get you an audience with him in his palace, but he avoid-
cd us, This time I'll best him, 1 know a person whom he
visits every time he is in Niames. When he arrives, he'll
find us there. And you can agk the real ruler of the
planet all about it! I am sure you will enjoy meeting

"An excellent plan. But do you think he'll pay any
attention to my questions?”

“You don’t know whom we shall have with us.
They would shame him into answering if he thowed
any reluctance. But in fact he'll be only too glad to talk
to you,”

“If you say so—"
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“Good. Come, here by the river is a fne place.
Grip my girdle and hold on. You may remove your crys:
tal leaves now, Ready?”

The next minute Attarckib roge up in the air at a
tremendous speed. Suddenly he seized a white current.

In an instint we found ourselves again at the Port of
Miames,
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CHAPTER NINE

VILLA LONGANIM

I make five fnends—The contest of Stars—The rulers of Zu
arrive—dy  stroll with His Majesty—=The  Emperor
proves his point by disappeanng--A journey wath my
friends—The song of the stellanans—Buzon's aneccote
ﬁ the two poiters—Attarokib and 1 return alone to

1amies,

€[!. Nuwwmes again! How happy | was to behaold
once more the magnificent castle at the port and the
beautiful scene beyond. The contrast with the drab ugli-
ness of Zu is indescribable,

We were greeted ceremoniously and made welcome
by the officials of the port, among them my former ac-
guaintance Napradsaca. With him I spoke a few min-
utes and I did not neglect the opportunity to tell him
huw much [ appreciated his happy choice of Attarolab
for my puide.
*Before we go any further,” said Attarokib, *1 sug-
gzﬁtz: bath to deanse us from the filth we encountered
on Zu.

In fact the unpleasant effects of that eventiul visit
to the dusty planet had not yet wholly disappeared. [
therefore toock my guide's supgestion gladly. Beneath a
flowery archway of the castle ran an cdoriferous, sitvery
stream of sparkling light. We stripped off our girdles
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and plunged deep into the Niamesian pool. Never had
I enjoyed swimming s0 much or in such pleasant eircum-
ctances. Reluctantly | left the stream and donned my
precious girdle at Attarokib’s behest.

“The day is already an hour advanced,” he said,
"We must not lose time if we are to surprise the ruler of
Zu, I have had Napradsaca prepare our hest for cur
WISEE,

"Where are we poing, Attarckib?™

“To Villa Longanim. 1 predict an enjoyable day
for you. And at night—we shall go to a land where you
are expected. You have a debt to discharge there,”

“What land, and what debt?™

“In good time. For the present we're off for Villa
Longanim.”

A few minutes of swilt flying by the power of the
blue flighters brought us to our destination. Situated lof-
tily on a <liff overhanging a scented river of mixed alabas-
ter and blue was Villa Longanim. Colored a beautiful
shade of green, very soothing to the sight, the manor was
an architectural gem. Around it stood a circle of stately
palms, and these were the innermost trees in 2 large or-
chard, surrounding the whole villa, where flourished a
hundred varieties of familiar and strange fruit-yielding
trees. It will be understood that their consistency was of
Isacsimol, the commen Niamesian substanee that Easth-
men with flesh eyes would look right through without
secing anything. To me, in my declayed condition, they
were as real as any material tree to my reader, And be
cause my senses were naked, and because the trees theme
selves were of cultivation superior to our best on Earth, it
may be imagined that | was nearly intoxicated with the
delicious {ruitish perfumes that pervaded the whale or-
chard and mixed with the incense of the river below.

183



MIGRANTS OF THE STARS

In a cleaning amidst this arboreal paradise stood a
large round table of a yellow-green s nce, around
which a number of armchairs of a silky wood-like con-
stituency were placed. These, 1 was soon to learn, adapt
themselves to the form of whoever occupies them as if
they were made of a soft wax.

Five handsome Wiamesians were seated at one of
these tables, when we arnived, playing at Stars.
My guide presented me to each in turn. They were
Longanim, our host, Temanion, Shuhion, Naamation,
and Buzion. In welcoming us, Longanim said that they
were momentarily expecting Emperor Apollyon of Zu
with his Empress, We were invited to join in the contest
of Stars which was just beginning. But though 1 under-
stood the play immediately [ declined, preferring to
watch them at play. Attarokib entered the gay eontest,
ﬁE::pmg:m of which fascinated me during almost an

Each player had a number of balls (Stars) of vari-
ous sizes, no two players using the same color of Stars,
Seven and a half feet over the center of the table was a
single large Midstar, which stayed there, unsupported,
without moving. The players, by tumns, set cne of their
Stars in motion around the Midstar, winding it up so
that it will follow some definite orbit of his choosing.
When each player has in rotation one Star they take
turns, in a different order, in setting in motion a second;
then a third, a fourth, a fifth, a sixth and more if there
are more players. The sizes of the Stars vary from one
mnch to three inches in diameter. Each Star is given a dif-
ferent orbit and speed, which the players select and plan
according to those chosen by their predecessors, But
the orbits are limited by the circumference of the table
(which is fifteen feet in diameter), by its surface, and
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by a marked height seven and a half feet above the Mid-

sCar.

The object of the game is to see who can play his
Stars eo as to suffer the least number of eclipses within
a limited period of time; but if ever a collision occurs
the player whose Star was at fault is disqualified. The
ingenious little Stars automatically record when they
are eclipsed, so that at the end of a complete game it i3
easy to determine the winner. But this is only a check
against errors in computation. Actually the players
know in advance when the eclipses, which are few, will
occur, I saw Shuhion set his last Star to rotate in such
a cleverly planned orbit that it should be eclipsed once
itself, yet eclipze one or two Stars of each of the other
players; and those who followed him could not vpset his
caleulations, for to have tried to eclipse his Stars would
have meant more eclipses of their own! Indeed it was
by this master strcke that Shuhion won the day’s play,
having suffered only this one eclipse whilst his nearest
oppanent had three.

He was warmly congratulated by all his friends
and by myself as well. The losers had each to forfeit to
the winner one trip which they had a right to make to
some constellation. I learned that this meant hardly any-
thing to them because each had more voyage-rights than
1 could count; and the penalties kept changing hands as it
was, But they liked to maintain the formality of payin
the winner; which they did pood naturedly, with m
humor and threats to recover the forfeit on another oce
casion, simply by saying “You shall have it.” When it
was Longanim’s turn to pay he added, with a sparkle of
merriment in-his eyes, “God pave, and God has taken
away; blessed be the name EF God™
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"It is an old saying of the poets of the Longanimian
school,” remarked Attarckib to me.

2. We were yet discussing the various moves of
the game just closed—or rather 1 was interestedly hear-
ing their discussion of it, all the intercommunication
being conducted freely—when the expected puests ar-
rived. Their Majesties soared right through the entrance
and over to the table at which we were seated, leaving
a train of attendants outside. How changed was their ap-
pearance! They looked now like handsome, kindly young
princes gaily and richly decked. I recognized them by
their eyes—the same frightful, colorless orbs that 1 had
seen in the underground of Zu.

“Apallyon 1o Longanim: Longanim, O admirable
friend Longanim! My compliments to you and to your

ests. Her Majesty and | are happy to behold you,
asters.”

“Longanim to Apollyon: Whence come you?"

“Apollyon to anim: From poing to and fro
in Zu, :lJ'lrl:l;Dfrmn m’iéan;gup and down :'%1 it.E

"Apallyane to All: Yes, isn't it dreadful how he is
kept busy with his dudes?™

“Attarokib to Apollyone: Dreadful hardly does him
justice—and he so famed for his intense devotion to his
duties.”

Suddenly the Emperor’s eyes were turned directly
upon me,

“Apollyon to Sepsafem: And so here you are! Well,
well, well! Be greeted, fugitive. Let just Apallyon
credit you with a great accomplishment—since you have
succeeded in spying me out in my own realm. Few have
dome it."”
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I determined to follow the frank manner of the
company with Their Majesties.

“Sepsafem to Apcllyon: Pardon me, O Emperor of
the planet Zu, if I decline to receive any credit from you.
| should hate in any way to become your debtor—you
have such efficient collectors of your dues!™

His Majesty smiled slyly whilst my companions
laughed in appreciation of the retort.

"Longanim to Sepsafem: Well said! Give the devil
his due. I like to hear one reply to the point.”

“Apollyon to Longanim: Allow me for once to
join in your glee, friend. Your words drip with wisdom,
as that irrepressible Attarokib was about o say. And
what more in the universe do [ want? Behold! you
know it. [ desire only fairness and cquity among the
Zumen. Have I ever cheated them? Don't 1 treat them
well, considering that they make free with my planet as
il it were their oam?”

“Longanim to Apellyon: How oratorical you grow
at times, dear Emperor! But you know these claims of
yours are of no interest to any of us except my guest
Sepsafem. Why tell this to me? Why not be frank
and address him whom you wish to convinee?”

*Apollyon to Longanim: You are still trying wo dis-
credit me, ¢h? It is your old grudge against me. Why
can't you forget it? You know | have h:-sgr:'ven you for
all those ancient affairs of ours—yes, wholeheartedly
forgiven them!™ =

“Apollyone to Attarokib: That's just like his ador-
able character—so forgiving!”

“Atrarokib to Apollyone: Then 1 may hope he will
forgive me for taking Sepsafem to your admirable king-
dom?™
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“Apollyon to Attaroksb: Why should I have to
forgive you? I am very glad you came and brought
an intelligent and, 1 hope, unprejudiced observer.™

“Sepsafem to Apollyon: O Emperor! How can 1
remain unprejudiced when your kingdom strives so hard
to hide its secrets? This seems suspicious.”

“Apcllyon to Scpsafem: If you came away from
Zu mystified by anything, it is the fault of your guide
alone that be did not show you everything—Nay, At-
tarokib, do not protest that you overlocked .'m:.rt}u'nﬁi
for we know of old how thoroughly you can pry into a
things. As for your doubts, friend Sepsafem, to show
you how well disposed 1 am towards you, 1 shall myself
Erubdert:ﬂ-:e to answer any questions you have concerning

e

“Apcllyone to Attarokib: See? It iz as I have wold
you—he is s0 witty and so noble!™

“Bepsafem to Apollyon: Thank you, I shall take
advantage of your kind offer. May I know what is the
purpose of the great furnace at the core of your

s

“Apollyon to Sepsafem: Why need we discuss that
in the presence of all cur friends? They are well inform-
ed on this matter and cannot be intercsted, as our host
has supgested. Let us leave them to amuse themselves,
We two will walk topether through this delightful or
chard and I will explain it.”

“Sepsafem to Apollyon: Your Majesty is very kind.
If our friends will excuse us—, Shall we take this lane?
What a beautiful place for a stroll! And now will Your
M:ljcsrg exﬁaiajn wisnt th?t nat_y{rnl fun'{ncn:h:': for?™ 1

“Apollyon to Sepsafem: To supply the planet wit
life, my friend, to Eupﬁ:r it with ije.i:l!::n’ﬂmt do you sup-
posc—that an angzl causes herbs to grow and Zumen
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“to be born, and animals, and all their requirements? No,
it’s heat! -Natural heat, which comes from the fumace
at the core of the planet.”

“Bepsalem to Apollyon: But really, Your Majesty,
I had rather thought that animate life is something mys-
terious which cannot be generated out of mere heat,
something that requires a higher power to create, some:-
thing at any rate, not quite so simple a5 you say, some
thing that meghe be termed spiritual—"

“Apollyon to Sepsifem: How charmingly naive!
You talk like certain deluded Zumen who have invented
{or themselves a soul, and a stupid after-life that no one
in his right mind would care to live. Surely you can't be
onc of their school? Why, you must have observed how
all the planet Zu is constituted of certain material sub-
stances, for whose existence no proof is necessary, and
that these materials prow animate for awhile, and re-
produce themselves, and then fall apart, and repeat the
process on and on with no outside assistance. The only
thing they need is a livle inner heat—supplied by the
furnace you have teen—1in bring them to life as steam
makes an engine to live.”

“Sepsafem to Apollyon: Your Majesty’s logic is
irrefutable, but unfortunately it docsn'c accord with the
face that I am now in Wiames, and discussing with Your
Majesty, and we are surrounded at this moment with a
million proofs that there docs exist a different hife than
on your planct, And wasn't | on your planet in a differ-
ent form than your Zumen, and did T not enter their bod-
ics, and —

*Apollyon to Sepsafem: Hold, now, what's the use
of your going on with this delusion? The fact is that you
arc only dreaming all this. You are a Zuman yourself
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and, being aslecp, you are enjoying a very pleasant
dream! There's no reality in any of this!™

“Sepsafem to Apollyon: 1 grant the possibility
that this iz a dream—since it iz all so strange—though
I have had numerous proofs that it iz a reality. But the
two taxes which Your Majesty imposes on the planet Zu
—your rewarding those who surrender their conscience,
and persecution of those who refuse o wrong their fel-
lows—this does not scem at all dreamlike to me.”

“Apcllyon to Sepsafem: Just another fanciful part
of your deeam, which really bears out better what [ said
before. The truth of the matter is that those who take
what they wish have the best enjoyment possible, while
those who foolishly limit themselves with a trillion don'ts
get nothing, Jad it’s their own fault if they are miserable.
The idea that I tax the Zumen is sheer nonsense. 1 don't
even exist—you are only imagining me i your dream.
You are dreaming that you are in Niames, that you have
a guide Arearokib, that you are on a visit to a Villa Long-
anim, and that there are stellarian people. None of these
cxists. There is only such matter as you are accustomed
to when awake on Zu. Soon all these things will dis
appear irom around you, and then you will be convinced

the truth of my statements. And the first proof will be

that I will vanish before your very eyes.”

The next instant Apollyon was really gone!

Rather uneasy at this sudden turn of events, I hast:
cnecd back to my company of friends. A plance indicated
that Her Majesty had lefe, but the company did nat seem
grieved ever the loss, for they were lavphing heartily.

*Attarokb to Sepsatem: Isay, my friend, | wamed
you you would never make a pood courtier.  Apollyone
left a moment ago saying she had received a message from
her royal consort that he was called suddenly away—but
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~rye have reason to believe you may have been the cause
of his departure. Have you been doubting his state-
ments?

I repeated my conversation with Apollyon and told
of his unexpected departure. My last words were greet-
ed with a burst of lavphrer.

“Longamim to All: That is Apollyon—the noble
Emperor of Zu! The master of fabrication! The lase
time he expluned it, I believe, the furnace supplied the
motive power to fly the planct around the sun! His preof
is ingenicus, but if ever you put him in a tight place he
has one irrefutable argument—he dsappears!™

“Attarnkb to Sepsafem: And so you are dreaming!
And I am a product of your imagination'”

“Sepeafem to Attarokib: Indeed, it is .u a dream.
But what a superb dream, and how peculiarly marked
by something not very common to dreams—consisten
eyl

“Artarokib to Sepsafem: What? you sull doube
that you arc drcaming? O, whae a skeptic! I am tempted
to prove that you are dreaming by disappearing immedi-
ately!™ And he placed his hand upon his girdle.

“Sepsafem to Attarckib:  No, don’t prove it that
way—unless we can all disappear together, 1 am
favor of continuing this dream as long as possible.”

“Temanion tn All: That is a good supgestion—Ilet
us all disappear somewhere, to a place where our frisnd
Sepsafem can learn comething about his dream.”

“Buzion to All: That suits me. We can go to onc of
the plancts.”

“Longanim to All: A tnp then, since it mects with
cveryone’s approval. And [ shall be greatly surprised if
friend Sepsafem dovs not discover shortly a different set
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of solutions to the problems that Apollyon solved by
vanishing.”

q:. In another minute we had gripped our girdles
and were speeding on high. Villa Longanim and Niames
were quickly left far behind. The atmosphere through
which we flew was beautifully alight, warm, fragrant,
and filled with sweet music when we chose to hear it.
We kept close and carried on a lively conversation about
a thousand and one matters, Longanim and his friends
pressing me all the time to tell about my recent adven-
tures on Zu, which amused them preatly. We had form-
cd ourselves in a semi-circle. At my right was Attarokib,
and next to him MNaamation and Buzion. At my left was
Longanim; next to him, Temanion and Shuhion. Our
conversation was interspersed with many amusing anec-
dotes contributed by my companions, all of whom 1
found to be admirable raconteurs. One of the most inter-
esting tales was related by Longanim when I happened to
mention again Apollyon’s assertion that there was no
Creator.

“Lonpanim to All: This reminds me of numerous
occasions when I took the same position, and I had no
reason to regret it later.”

“Sepsafem to Longanim: It sounds interesting—
you in harmony with Apollyon.™

“Longanim to Sepsafemn: Why, that isn't all of it
I had a very pious neighbor—this was when I lived in Zu
myscli—who used to dispute with me on those occasions,
insisting that there is a God: and can you puess the re-
sult? He was scverely reproved for it later in Niames!™

*Bepsafem to Lonpanim: What is it? One of Apol-

lyon’s pleasant dreams?™
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“Longanim to Sepsafem: Say one of his night-
mares. I'll'tell you how it happened.

"My neighbor and I were bath quite rich, so that
poor people came every day to reguest alms at our doors,
It was my custom to give hberally to all who wanted
help. My neighbor was tight fisted. Because my conduct
1eflected badly upon him, he used to try to induce me
to be like himeelf, and his best arpument was that no one
has a right to diminish the purishment of those whom
God has afflicted with poverty. As [ had not Apollyon's
ability to diszppear in refutation of an excellent argue
ment, 1 was wont to reply that when I see the misery
of a poor fellow it seems to me that there is no God to
help him, therefore 1, who have plenty, may do so—for
there can be no affront to a non-existing Deity.

“Day after day we disputed this matter, My neigh-
bor saw in every person's affliction the hand of the exist-
ing God, while T maintained that I could help the suffer-
ing in spite of God or because there was no God, And
you have seen part of the result yourself, The Villa that
we left a while ago was presented to me because 1 per
sisted in denying that there was a God. As for my neighe
bor, T met him one day, long ago, in the Hall of Deci
siong, where he confessed to me that he had had the
wrong side of the arpument!”

While Longanim was concluding this pleasant an
ecdote, T had bepun to feel a sharp change in the atmos:
phere, When he paused, I mentioned this to my compan+
10418,

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: We have all perceived it.
"This is the effect produced by our entry into the atmos-
phere of one of the planets.”

“Sepsafem to All: Shall we be upon the planet
soon?™
193



MIGRANTS OF THE STARS

“Attmokib to All: T hear some very delipheful
singing, and yonder comes the troup of musicians. They
seem to be leaving this planct. I think we should {ollow
them and bear their song.”

His suggestion was unanimously approved. Soon
we were flying a few miles behind the troup of stellarian
travelers. | opened my hearing to receive their song.
There was no sound, and there were no words, but there
was music, sweet, full of meaning that entered the under-
standing. And the content of their song was plainer than
if they had recited a poem of words set to music, This
was the real language of music.

More than two hundred were in the troup. As 1
approciched, one chorus was singing of the stellarian life,
of its happiness. Then their mood changed, and their
music complained how for one reason they were not
content—for being unable to visit the peoples of other
stars and see the individual wonders of each star in the
universe which they could not do because the peoples of
the different stars were constituted of different clements
that repelled onc another unless they were prepared for
mceting on neutral soil. Then again their mood changed,
and they sang in praise of their Creator's permission to
po and be born upen the neutral planct Zu, there to mect
the peoples of alﬁhe stars and by friendly mmnpling to
overcome the primal antipathy of their differing cle-
ments.

Ancther choruz, making music low and hopeful,
took up the song. Their song told that the stellanans
were all of one mold, incapable of doing anything but
what their innecent natures loved; and how they wished
to be individuals, cach one with a personal will and a
character of his own, and a power to understand and
choase between things of contradictory nature. They
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sang of their prayers to be permitted to meet the people
of other stars to develope by this contact their personal-
ity and character; and of their happingss that they were
permitted to go to Niames in preparation of being born
nn Zu where wondrous sever trials were in store that
ﬂ-ui}r would overcome and thereby develope their individ-
Ly,

A third chorus took up the song, now sad and filled
with foreboding. They sang of the need of relinquishing
the memories of their past before they were born in Zu,
50 that they would have freedom to exercize their will
and develope themselves individually; 2nd of dangers that
lurked in the shadows of Zu: of its ruler who would
strive to profit from their use of his planet by seeal-
ing the light of their ego’s soul, and to detain them on
the planet, forcing them to return to it again and again to
balance their accounts upon it: and of how this same
ruler would deceive them by conditions that would make
them hate their fellows from other stars, instead of f-
ternnizing with them.

Then the first chorus resumed in a hopeful vein
and sang of those who had come forth victorious from
Zu, and were able to visit many stars of the universe, and
I:'TGU,EE‘IE back wondrous reports of the distinctive mar-
vels that each one contained: and how they were pre-
pared to brave all the dungers of Zu to achieve the nmghe
of the freedom of the universe,

Then the seeond chorus resumed and zane of the
greatness of thozs whn ennre forth frem Zu wath their
rersonalicy individually interesting and admirable. And
the third chorus jnined with o consolation that even
those who failed would be feee at the end of =ix days of
the universe, when the ruler of Zu himselt would de-
stroy his planet by causing its waters and its lands to
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change their places; and later they would have another
opportunity until the end of another six days.

Finally all three choruses joined together in 2 great
song of hope that their coming adventures in Zu would
end with suceess,

We did not follow them when they left the atmos-
phere of their planet, flying swiftly towards Niames.

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: You have heard this song
of the stellarians. What s there vet that you do not
know about Zu?™
 "Sepsafem to All: Much that has been mysterious
is clear to me. 1 understand why the stellarians desire
to go to Zu. But 1 wonder whether it is really necessary
that the planet should be so arranged that the stellarians,
karn innocent and without memory of their past, should
be practically at ence in the hands of the underpround
hegemony ™

“Lonpanim to Sepsafem: [ will explain it to you.”

“Attarckib to Longanim: Pardon me, friend. 1
know your explanation. Six days will scarcely be encugh
to po into it thoroughly—and Sepsafem is due in Mi-
Lahes within an hour to discharge a debt there, Allow
me to give lam an answer that will take a moment only,
but will last him a lifetime,™

“Longanim to Attarckib: If he must leave us so
Is;mr;;_l will yield to you. What answer will you offer

um s

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: This: How elsz would
you arrange the planet Zu =0 that the stellarians may
develope their personality in the manner they desire?™

“Sepsafem to Attarckib: That is to say, you think
it is best arranged as now for its purpose? Probably so,
but since you have suggested it, perhaps [ shall spend a
lifetime trying to invent a better arrangement.”™

196



MIGRANTS OF THE STARS

“Attargkib to Sepsafem: I don't wonder that you
will try—I am informed that you have already tried
your hand at invention of a dilierent gort.”

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: I'll confess then thar 1
don't expect any greater success in this effore.™

“Attarckib to Longanim: Where are you taking
your guests now?”

“Lonpanim to Attarokib: We are all poing for a
visit to this planet, aren’c we?’

“Attarokib to Lonpanim: 1 am afraid I shall have
to deprive friend Sepsafem of this pleasure. The fact is
we have hardly any time to spare, since we are expected
in Mikahes with the night.”

{4 The company, as much as myself, were annoy-
ed that we would have to part so scon. At Temanion’s
suggestion, the five {riends accompanied Attarokib and
myself part of the way back to Names. Again our con-
versation turned to Zu and Apollyon, this time merrier
than ever. The Niamesiang permitted nothing to diz
tress them. A dozen delightful anccdotes were told that
I treasured in my mind, but one, that illustrated the man-
ner in which the thing called fate, or luck, operates for
the Zumen, merits retelling. Buzion contributed it.

“Buzion to All: Once, it was several thousand
years ago, when I st in the park of crystul observing a
friend of mine vpon the planct Zu in whoese adventures
1 was interested, 1 saw a remarkable thing happen to
him,

“My friend was a poor man—which, as a general
rule, may be understood to mean that he was no friend
of the hegemony, On this particular day of my cbserva-
tions 1 sighted him just as he was leaving the house of a
doctor. The cause of his visit was readily apparent in
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the shape of a heavy goiter upon his neck, Only a ste
behind him came another p:ltfzﬁ; of the healer, similarig
afflicted with a goiter; but his garments indicated that he
belonged to the class of magnates.

“Because my friend walked very slowly, the mag-
nate was at his side before they had reached the bottom
of the steps leading out of the doctor’s house.

**1 say,” remarked the magnate, * how did you get
your goiter? The doctor says I pot mine from eating too
much—but where did you pet g0 much food? You Iook
poor!’

" “You at least know how you got your load of
trouble” replied the other, “but the doctors won't bather
with such poor men as 1.

* “What differcnce docs it make whether or not he
tells you how you got your poiter? He can't cure you,
since he can't cure me with all my riches.”

" *“The two continucd to discuss this matter, and
their sickness, and their symptoms, each one arguing that
he was the most afflicted person in the land. Suddenly
the magnate remarked—

* '] say, see where you have taken me—we are out
of the city and in a ficld, and I am very tired with the
longr walk.

*'I am gorry for you' his companion replied, "but
I have come here to ceek wild berries to still my hunger.”

**Well, po and hunt for berries. As for me, I go
no further. Here under this eree will T rest.”

“The poor man left, and the magnate, reclining un-
der the shade of a great tree, soon fell asleep. A few
minutes later [ noticed a band of froghins approaching.
They were dancing and shouting and playing upon many
mstruments. Suddenly one of them said—
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* Do you know, my friends, our celebration is not
perfect.’

* "Why? "another asked.

" *Because we lack one instrument to have a com-
plete band—we lack a drum!”

**lt is 50" they all shouted.

" 'But wait!” cried the first froghin, "I have it—
there 15 our drum!” and he pointed to the sleeping mag-
nate. “We will take that round thing from his neck and
use it for a drum!”

“And suiting action to his words, the froghing re-
moved the magnate’s round goiter and danced on their
way, shouting joyously and beating the newly acquired
drum. Not long after this the poor man returned,
munching unripe berries with many grimaces. A shout
of surprise came from his throat as he sighted his recent
companion. The latter awakened.

* "Why do you make such a noise?” he asked.

" "Why, see!” the poor man exclaimed, *your goiter
has vanished!”

“But by this time the magnate had become aware
of the miraculous occurrence himself and arcse with
a gleeful countenance. The poor man questioned him
to learn how he had becn cured, but the magnate insisted
it was a miracle, since he had gone to slecp under that
tree with his goiter and woke up without it. He ran to
the city, to inform his family, leaving the poor man be-
hind. The latter, forced to think that there must be
some wonderful hezling power in the roots of the tree,
determined to go to sleep there himsclf; and being ex-
hausted from his labors, he was soon in a torpor.

“In time 1 saw the company of froghins returming.
They were no longer dancing or playing.
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* *My friends,” said the leader, *You know what our
good King has taught us—that we must be honest with
the Zumen, Now since our celebration is over, and we
no longer need a drum, den’t you think justice requires
that we should return it to the Zuman? See— he iz yet
sleeping there—"

* "Yes! Yes! It is justice!” they all cried.

“In a moment they had pressed their erstwhile
drum upon the neck of the sleeping Zuman and were off.
And when my poor friend awoke he found himself be-
goitered both before and behind!™

“Naamation to All: If it were not necessary for us
to part now, I would tell another story of how the frog-
hins reward their friends and punish their enemies. But
it is late—"

“Longanim to All: Indeed, it iz late, We must
turn back now. Farewell Sepsafem. Farewcll, Attaro-
kib—take good care of our friend.”™

We exchanged friendly thoughts of parting. Long
anim, Temanion, Shuhion, Naamation and Buzion turn-
ed towards the planct we had recently lelt while Attaror
kib and I flew towards Niames.

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: How have you enjoy
ed your mecting with my friends?"

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: Wonderfully, T am hap-
py to have had this apportunity.”™

“Artarckib to Sepsafem: And are you satished at
last with your knowledge of Zu?™

“Bepsafem to Atearokib: [ believe g0, [ understand
that its people are stellariane whose memory of their
past is tzken away and who come there for two reasons.
First, because in their primitive state they are all of
one character having no persanality and no will; secand,
because each stellarian iszﬁﬁsﬂmtnd of the element of
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his own planct, which is antipathetic to the clements of
the others, 5o that they cannot wisit other stars une
lezs they are prepared for it by (reternization of their
aifferent elements upon nectral ground. Zu is arranged
so that such fraternization is possible while the stellar-
jans acquire personality. Am 1 npht?”

“Artarokib to Sepsafem: Yes, indeed.”

“Sepeafem to Attarokib: Bue tell me, what is this
about Zumen failing and being compelled to return
to the planet?™

“Artarckih to Sepzafem: Many Zumen die, that
15 their Zuian bodics do, while they still owe many debts
tx the hegemony., They are often required to return
end balanee those aceounts, SOMCCIMES MANY FCTUMS ATe
necessary, Somctiines they desire to return because they
{ailed to make friends with all or many peoples.™

“Bepsafem eo Attarckib: Then a stellanian might
be bound forever to Zu?”

“Attrokib to Sepsafem: No—on account of the
(urnace you saw. At certain periods it grows overheat-
ed and vibrates eo fearfully that the planct is overturned.
Its lands are covered by the occins, and new lands ap-
pear, All the hegemony is destroyed, Only the Emperor
and the Empress know how to save themselves, and one
Zuman family survives to bemin the life of the planet
aeain. It has happened severnl times already.™

“Bepsafem to Attarokib: 1 understand—and here
we are in Miames,”

“Artarckib tn Sepsafem: Yes, but fly on yonder.
We are expected in Mikahes”
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THE LAND OF BLESSINGS AND CURSES

I pay a debr by sorung flowers—The laborers of Mikales—
The 5|:|.‘1hi:*_g caucldenns—T wnderiake tosend o messroe fo
Eamh—the Sigralling statim—My miegion at the Palaoe
ol Birth Coneeal—] enmpleie my work—1%partare from
Mlikabics,

1. 1 nouced that we were going more up than
torward, rising higher, higher, until at last we paused
in frunt ol a grest gateway. Glancing in curiously |
was rmpressed with a special quality of light which dis-
tinguished this place from others. It was all of one very
finc blue shade. Even the cthery ground was of the same
exquisite tincture. It resembled very ncary the blue-
ness of an African sky on a perfectly clear day at noon-
time.

A tall puardian of the gateway, rezplendant in blue
raiment, gracelully bowed us in. Once inside 1 beheld
the great manufacturing and industeial center of Niames,
It was o world eomplete in itself.  Artarokib had told
me that Mikahes was a lietle continent, but he had had
Niamesian proportions in mind. The area of the land |
judged to be more than 2 hundred times Jarger than all
the continents of Earth and its occans together, And
from the entrance to its center, extending in an inner
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half circle, about cne tenth the arca of Mikahes is given
over exclugively to the industrial activities,

Answering a signal of the blue puardian, a smiling
official approached and greeted us.

“Attarckib to Namchem: Greetings. [ see you
were informed immediately of our arrival. Here is my
friend Sepsafem who is bursting with anxiety to know
for what particalar purpose T have brought him to this
center of industries,”

“Namehem to Sepsafem: Welcome to Mikahes,
{ricnd Sepsafem. You arc here on account of a debt you
contracted in the park of Sibbatmikah, It is the law of
Miames that those who consume Anozam here must pay
for it. The inhabitanes of our land pay for each day's
Anozam with an hour's work, You are indebted to us
to that extent, and an bhour's labor on your part witl
enable us to balance the account, Moreover, if you in-
tend to have any more Anozam in Niames it is your
privilege to work in advance to pay for it—the same
privilege that all the inhabitants of Mikahes enjoy.™

“Sepsafem to Mamchem: This debt 1s not as great
as | had suppused. I you will find a suitable occupation
for me, [ shall be glad to spend an hour at it

“Namchem to Attarokib: What work would you
sugpest for our friend?™

“Attarokib to Namehem: He will appreciate a
varied assipnment.”

“MNamehem to Sepsafem: Come, then, T am going
to put you to sorting flowers.™

“Sepeafem to Attarokib: And you?”

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: 1 will keep you com-

any.
P FThE official led us into one of the departments
nearby. It was an area tens of thousands of miles square,
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filled with row after even row of snow white tables at
each of which several persons presided sorting an end:
less stream of the most gorgeous flowers 1 had ever be-
held, Deftly the workers handled the flowers, which
came up through openings in the ground from a depart-
ment below, and quickly despatched them into channels
leading to other departments above.

As I took my place at one of the tables I was wel-
comed by grectings from the workers at my table and
from those around me. In a few minutes | was fully
mnstructed as to my duties, which [ began at once. Every
flower that was sent up to my table 1 carefully examined,
determined its nature, and forwarded it to the proper
department above,

When I recalled the nut-shell packing on Zu I was
amused at the contrast. Here was no 'Eaia:: to fatigue
the senses. Not only were the flowers often very beaw
tiful and fragrant but each one was individually inter-
esting, and had to be understood before it could be for-
warded. The manner of understanding them was no
new surprise to me, for I recalled having understond the
meaning of the objects in the air on the island of Nimika-
hara when 1 focused my mind upon them. The flowers
thae I sorred in Mikahes were of the same character. As
I read and distributed them into the varwous channels I
found that they represented the thoughts and emotions
of countless beings in all parts of the universe, expressed
i all languages and manners of utterance.

Some of the flowers that T handled were the rep-
licas of prayers—formal pleas by humans for divine as
sistunce, and spontancous utterances of prajse or appeal.
Orchers were the replicas of the roaring of lions upon their
prey—and the buzzing of houseflys in a bowl of sugar,
There were representatior nf the thunderous blasts of
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stormwinds—and of the flutter of falling leaves in au-
tumn. There were replicas of the angry dash of ocean
breakers—and of the thrill sweet hymn of country crick-
cts. Mo element, no creature in the umiverse, but gives
bitth, by its sounds and motions and thoughts, to such
flowers as were cast up on my table and sent on by me
to Jeparements representing each type of expression.

It was fascinating work. In reading these {lowers
I could see what was happening in many places in the
universe, the Earth included. 1 did not understand, how-
ever, for what purpose the flowery replicas were collect-
ed in Mikahes, or what waz done with them in the up-
per deparements. My muide was not far away, chatting
with some of the workers. When he approached my
table 1 questioned him,

“Attarokib to Scpsafem: 1 am going to have you
transferred, after a while, to a different departiment—
where you may learn more about the industrics of Mi-
kahes. DBut to satiate your curiosity I will tell you this
much, These {lowers are the raw material out of which
is made the Anozam that supports all forms of life in the
universe,”

“Sepsafem to Attarckib: Stay awhile. You say so
much in a few words! Help me to understand ie. 1 have
consumed Anczam in Sibbatmikah myself, and 1 have
scen another form of it consumed in Aimedrat. Where
else is used, and how, and what 13 the manner of its
distribution?”

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: Yeu accuse me of saying
much in a few wards! Why, you can ask twice as much
in fewer words! Do you realize what you have asked me
to explain?” _ . .

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: Nothing that’s prohibit-
ed to me to know, 1 hupf?;m
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“Attarokib to Scpsafem: A great secret, at any
rate—the secret of life!”

“Bepsalem to Acttarckib: Well, you surely don't
expect to dumpen my curiosity with that staement?™

“Artarokib to Sepsafem: Mo, but neither do T ex-
pect to satiate it fully in a moment. I will tell you this
much, though—thar all these expressions of various
forms of life are made into forces that, when returned to
the places of their origin, promote the form of life which
they represent.”

“Sepeafem to Attarokib: The rushing of ocean
waves—"

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: Fxactly—they give birth
to replicas which you assort here. In the department
above they are transformed into forces that will cause
the ocean waves to continue their rushing,”

“Bepsafern to Artarokib: A furm of sclf-repro-
duction, would you say?"

“Attarokib to Sepsafemn: You have struck on the
very truth. All forms of life o reproduce themselves.
The stulf that cnables them to live is Anozam—made in
Mikahes out of their own expressions of their life!™

“Sepsaifem to Attarokib: And a human’s thoughe
of the desire to eat, or his plea for fond, or his motions
in laboring for bread—"

“Attarokib to Sepeafem: Yes, yes! Each pives birth
to replicas—you have handled them here. The replica
of a phrasc is twice as much as that of a thought, and the
replica of a doed—twice the replica of a word. These
are the replicas out of which is made the foree that caus-
¢s food to grow, in its various forms.”

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: Is every creature given
as much Anozam as it ciused to be made—say on the
planet Zu?"
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“Attarokib to Sepsafem: No, The total of its Ano-
zam is returncd to certain large localities. Its immediate
distribution there depends on various circumstances . I
know just what you are thinking of—that the work-
zumng, who actually do most for the production of the
Anozam that cavses the Zuian soil to be {ruitful, pet the
least part of it; while those who do least get most of its
fruit. Remember, though, that a person’s life is not
measured by the time he spends upon Zu. An individual
may be wronged there, where the conditions are purposes
{ully arranged so that wrongdoing may be possible. But
u1mah£rc—in Niames—the accounts arc ultimately bal-
anced.

“Sepsafem to Attarckib: You had berter explain
how that is possible. Specifically, 1 wish to know how
and where 1 can be recompensed for the Anozam I pro-
duced in shoveling coal upon Zu—the dircct benefits
of which, it scems to me, will be gathered by the owner
of the coal.™

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: There are several types
of Anczam. A worker on Zu prisluces three kinds at
his labor, by means of the three agents concerned. First,
by means of the divine gift of powers to think, speak,
and do. This Anczam belonps not to the individual but
to the universe at larpe; it is therefore held in the park of
Aiahatnig equally for all persons, but sometimes is as-
signed to others by individuals who cannot themselves
claim it. This is the best quality of Anozam, incident-
ally. The second is by means of the will of the cgo per-
son to use these powers. This type 15 returned to the
ego in Aimedrat and wherever else egoes are in want
of it. It is inferior in quality to the other, but excelient
nevertheless, The third and really inferior quality of
Anozam is produced by means of the cooperation of
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the clayen body. But since, as in your coal shoveling,

the body that labored will not receive the benefits of the

Anozam produced, the person who does receive that in-

ferior Anozam will have to repay a like quantity out

E:dhht'mm of superior Anczam to the owner of that
¥-

Q2.  In the midst of this conversation I was trans-
ferred to a different department. The work was the
same—assorting the replicas of the expressions of vari-
ous forms of life. But the nature of these expressions
were different here, and the forces made of them were
not Anczam, for this is not the sole product of Mikahes.
I was noe long in learning that cvery deed, word, or
thought, gives birth to more replicas than one. The
first is disposed of in the Department of Anczam, The
rest are drwn into various other departments, where
they are sorted, filed away, or treated in some manner
suitable to their character. A tear shed in despair, a
hope concealed in the heart, a sigh whispered uncon-
sciously, and a curse uttered in anger—all find record
through their replicas, all are turned to practical account.
Nothing that ever comes into being in the universe is
ever lost. Thoughts become the seed out of which great
things are made to grow by the mysterious processes of
Mikahes.

In my second working place [ gathered up the mulei-
tudinous replicas of a single thought that was in the
mind of thousands of people in one of the European
lands. It was easy for me to read these replicas. They
revealed a feeling of hatred for the ruler and the ruling
class of that land. Nest to these replicas my neighbors
were placing others revealing the hopes of masses of
persons in the same land for the violent. overthrow of
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the iniquitous regime. Each group was placed into a
scarlet cauldron seething as if it would burst. 1 helped
to prepare these cauldrons, and 1 was told thae later on
we would tint in them souls preparing to go to Earth
who, thus treated, would be able to give expression to
these hatreds and hopes!

I paused in my work to refllect on this wonder.
Even the hopes of humans in any place are turned to ac-
count, and when they accumulate they must be real-
ized! 1 thought to myself: If mankind hes hoped and
thought so long to fly in the air like birds, and to live
under water like fishes, shall they not do so one day—
when enough replicas of these thoughts and hopes have
been pathered in Mikahes to tint the soule of Earthmen
destined for the fulfillment of these hopes? 1f the bitter
feelings of a land against its oppressors are multiplied,
shall not a flaming soul be born to bring about a revo-
lution? If the tears and sighs of a people apainst a gen-
eral evil overflow the cup, chall not idealists be inspired
to abolish 17 If the agonized murmurings of the sick go
up increasingly, shall not a great doctor be born to dis
cover for them a remedy?

The secthing couldrons were ready. A proup was
organized to go and bring the souls to be tinted in them,
To Artarokib, who was nearby, [ expressed my wish to
accompany the recruiting party. He, in turn, communi-
cated my desire to one of the group making ready to
depart. The latter declared that he would be glad to
change places with me if I would do something for him
whéciche had meant to do on his way to the El":’.ilam:n: of
Birth Control. [ consented, and my fellow-waorker in-
structed me to go to the Signalling Station and send
forth a message to a relative of his.
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I was doubly glad to do this for him, since it would
mean an opportunity to see another of the departments
of Mikahes, We chanped places as soon as the depart-
ing group was ready. With 2 sign of farewell to our
fellow workers we flew out of the department towards
the Palace of Birth Control, where the souls we wanted
would be waiting for assignment. Flying thus I question-
ed several of my companions concerning the conditions
of their labor. I learned that they were all inhabitants
of Mikahes working for their daily supply of personal
Anozam.

They informed me that, by choice, they worked
always in advance {or their sustenance, Six hours of
work earned them a week's supply of Anozam. By work-
ing steadily for a few weeks, they completed a year's
labor. The rest of the time was their own, to spend in
an unerwling varicty of interesting doings. Many of
them, however, work as much as one third of the year,
g that their vacation i only eicht months long. The
Annzam camed in this extra work, which they cannot
consume themsclves, they send to certain of their rela-
tives on Earth, or to people to whom they owe debts on
Earth! From this | made sure that the Mikahesians are
former Earthmen—something | had suspected before.

The work for their own Anozam 18 compulsory,
Every Mikahesian must do an hour of work for cach
day’s sustenance, But he may chonse his own time to do
it in, and bepin and guit his work when he pleases. There
is thus no fecling of slavery attached to their work, The
exrta labor that most of them perform is chietly volun-
tary and is limited to a maximum of three months a year
for cach person.

In the midst of my discussion Attarokib informed
me that we were just passing the Signalling Station. 1
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left my companions, promising to rejoin them at the
Falace of Birth Control, and followed Attarokib, He
led me to a sort of cave in the bottom of the land.

€. The Signalling Station was filled with thous
ands of Mikahesians, standing before many concave
discs, receiving and despatching a multitude of mn:n:lmmg
and outgoing MeSsigEes by means of special carrier cur-
rents. The persons in attendance here were cpocs, like
those who had worked with me in the department of
Anozam. DBut many of them, [ noticed, varied in the
brightness of their forms. Since the messapes they were
issuing were sent frecly in the lanpuage of thought, 1
could understand them all, They were of two kinds—
messages to private indivichals upon Earth, and messages
issued generally. for all who would receive them. The
private messages, | soon perceived, were chiefly warne
ings against forthcoming misfortunes, or advice concern-
ing one manner or other of conduct, to kin and friends,
There was quite a number of messages being signaled
by proxy for recently deceased penple concerning the
dispozal of their property, for which they had not prop:
erly divided. One person was telling of valuables he had
cached where the heirs were unlilicly to find them. One
was sipnalling of debts owed him of which he bad left no
record. One was instructing his heirs o pay debts he
i.nxned, the clearing of which now meant a great deal to
im.

The peneral messages were of an official character,
and intended for a wide audience. There were warnings
to nations, and to inhabitants of =maller localities, of
threatening troubles; and instruction how they might
be avoided. There was advice against or in favor of the
enactment of proposcd ]c:‘:i."fﬂljﬂﬂ. or the investiture of
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certain officials. There were protests by groups of cer-
tain nationalities against the conduct of their fellow-na-
tionals on Earth with stranpers within and cutside their
borders. There were also lectures by noted Mikahesians
uﬁgn a countless variety of subjects, including religion,
philosophy, and science, intended for any on Earth who
Ef,ht receive them. There were prophetic lectures fore-

ing future wars and future weather; scientific lectures
on astronomy and shoe repairing; and, what amused and
astonished me, lectures on how to be an efficient crimin-
al, or a successful paliceman. Every imaginable sort of
knowledge was being sent out through the concave discs,
giving the Earthmen a very wide choice indeed of the
subjects they could receive.

“Sepsafem to Attarckib: In the name of all that's
reasonable, pood friend, what is this advice being sent out
on how to manufacture a new instrument for prying o-
pen private strong-boxes?”

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: You inveterate reformer
—will you teach us now what we may teach your fellows
on Earth?™

“Bepsafem to Attarokib: But is this a fit thing to
teach the Earthmen from Mikahes? Don't you think
our burglars know their business well enough?”

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: And Apollyon hoped you
would be an impartial observer! You are much too prejr
udiced, my friend, in favor of the things called good.
Life is sent forth from Mikahes to the lamb, and to the
lion who seeks to rend the lamb. Every creature on
Earth must select for itsell the qualitics of its own life,
and the choice is wide indeed. But as for this unfitting
instruction, as you term it, why nothing is really issued
from here that did not come up in its raw form from
Earth. The desire and the planning for that instrument
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have long since existed in one or several human minds,”

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: Yes, that accords with
what I have already seen at my work, Now tell me,
what happens to all these private messages being issued
bere? 1 do not know of the people on Earth receiving
messages from those who have died there—unless it be
through certain practitioners who call themselves vari-
ously Clairvoyants, Spiritists, Table-turners, Middlers,
and such, and proclaim their ability to communicate with
the dead. But in all my knowledge of them I have never
heard of one who received any but the most inane and
worthless communications from the departed spirits.”™

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: 1 am glad you were not
taken in. What a notion! A Middler for receiving a
private message from Niames! What could be more
ridiculous? These private communications are always
directed toward the persons for whom they are intended.
You can see how impossible it would be {or anyone to
intercept them even if the persons for whom they are
intended fail to receive them. Now it is a fact that very
tew people ever reccive fully or clearly the messapes
gent to them from this Signalling Station. But this is
due to a defect in the apparatus of their own perception,
Mo one, however, can intercept another’s private mes-
sage. It is out of the range of possibilicy.”™

“Sepsafem to Awarokib: And what of the more

ral messages?”

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: These official communi-
eations arc much more easly received, and by anyone,
being issucd freely. But cach individual receives usually
what he desires most, being to that best attuned. A man
who devotes himself to the science of chemistry, or to
some special branch of it, will in time attune his per-
ception to receive l:mw]::*!f;c related with that subject.
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So with a man who devotes himself to the business of

“Bepeafemn to Attarokib: Small wonder that 1 had
1o work so many years before I developed a flying idea
that promised to be successful—and at that it was hardly
what | had hoped. And 1 think | understand now why
people who are geniuses in one ficld are often ignoramus-
es in another. Is it not becavse they are superlatively at-
tuned to receive messages concerning a particular sub-
ject and very dull when it comes to another?”

“Attarckib to Scpsafem: Yes. A person might be
able to receive with facility astrenomical knowledge of
an order beyond the comprehension of all but a very few
of his fellowmen, and yet be unable to reccive simple
messipes dealing with the moral emotions of masses of
people, Most people receive certain things better than
others, Indeed, it may be impossible for one who s in
some branch of knowledpe a penius to understand some-
thing which is plasn to mellions of his fellow beings.”

We had been walking around the Signalling Station
as we conversed, the issuing dizcs being in vse. During
Attarokib's lagt communication we came upon one that
was free. I now prepared to send to Earth the message
| had for the relative of my fellow worker—someons
by the name of John Langley, the son of Peter and
Beatrice, whom I was to warn that earnest troubles were
brewing for him in the matter in which he was now en
gaped and that he could avoid them by discretion and
kindness whilet rashness and harsh action would end in
disaster for him. A glance into the disc revealed two
levers controlling two cunents—one white and the
other blue. Attarokib advised me to send my message
twice—first by one current and then by the other, 1
foliowed his instructions, though not understanding why.
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When 1 had finished, T questioned him about the twa
currcnts.

“Attarokib to Sepafem: We must really make
haste to be on time at the Paliee of Birth Control. Re-
member, you have a duty to perform there. But on our
way I will explain it to you.™

Ower the shore distance berween the Signalling Sta-
tion and our next stop my guide told me that the two
CUFFCNES CATry mossapes to bwd separate receiving me
siruments in the human—the white to the brain, and the
blue to the heart, Some things he declared are best un-
derstood by the brain, and =ome by the heare. The mes-
sage | had zent mipght be reccived by either-—hence his
advice to use both currents.

“Bepsafem to Attarckib: You have just touched
on something that has always been a puzzle to me. Why
i« it that people of culoure, education, and well-developed
brain, are often morally weak, or totally faithless?”

“Attarokib to Sepaafem: You have asked some-
thing that the two currents of the Signalling Stavion
should help you to underseand. Understanding 15 divided
between the two human mstraments of pereeption. Some
things can be understomd only by the brain—as mathe-
matics; some things by the heart—as personal morality,
relipious fecling, idealism. Now f any individual culei-
vates his brain atone, he may become a greatr engincer
wha is beyond caring about such a thing as the suffer-
ings of his fcllowmen. If one cultivates his heart alone he
may become a noble sdealise, bt may do more harm than
good on account of his ignomnce of practical things. An
individual's personality depends upon the extent to
which he develops both of these instruments of pereeps
tion, And both should be cultivated.”
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"Sepsafem to Attarckib: A person's failure to cul
tivate either instrument of perception means, then, that
he will be unable to receive the general messages issued
from Mikahes to that instrument?”

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: That 1s right. And he
who neglects heart or brain wholly is in certain respects
an idiot, though in others he may be a genius, Well, here
we are at the Palace of Birth Control.”

L IR We entered a beautiful white building, sever-
al dozen stories in heipht. To an official who asked
our wants, [ told what 1 had come for. He directed me
to the thirticth salon, Ascending by a passageway, we
passed many salons in which 1 beheld scenes that excited
my curivsity, We stopped in an alcove of the thirtieth
salon, where | found my former laboring companions.
They informed me that great difficulties were encounter-
ed in chtaining the souls they needed. It seemed that |
might have to wait a good while for my turn, being the
last to come.

“Sepsafem to Attarckib: Must we wait here? Why
not a visit to some of those salons below?™

Attarokib agreed to accompany me. We descended
to the salon immediately below, where a large assemblage
of egoes were gathered to be assigned to scrve a period
upon Earth. The procedure was very interesting.

An official praduced the images of about one hun-
dred infants’ Barthhadics, to each of which was attached
all the details connected with its coming birth, including
the history of its parentape, the condition of its health,
the circumstances in which its parents lived and their at-
titude towards life, and fimally the number of years that
the mechanism of the body could function at the utmost.
He then requested the epoes present to sclect at will any

216



MIGRANTS OF THE STARS

of these bodies to be attached to during their coming
Earthlife. The assemblage heard him read all the facts
about these infants; then, one after the other, firmly de-
clined to choose any of them.

The Niamesian official did not seem in the least
surpriscd at this impasse. It was his duty to conscript an
ego-goul for every baby that was due to be born which
was turned over to him for disposal. Evidently he had
much experience in the conduct of his office. When the
critical examinations were complcte, and not a single
choice had been recorded, he arose upon a platform and
addressed the assemblage in a charming manner, giving
them the title of Estcemed Natives of the Unblemiched
Planets of All the Distant Constellations of the Universe.

"It has been my pleasure,” he said, “to introduce to
you some hundred future citizens temporary of the
planet Earth. From among you must come their per-
sons in the life-in-clay. According to my experience, I
consider this lot to be as good as any you are likely to
get in the present generation, | advise you to make your
choices out of this group and enter upon the Earchly
career immediately, for they will be provided with the
mechanism of vitality within forty-eight hours. Pray,
make your selections now, that I may despatch them as
saon as passible. Your waiting, good friends, s in vain.
Better than these are hardly to be expected now-a-days.
Indeed, there is a point of prefercnce in them, for they
are all going to be shortlived, Not one of them will sur-
vive on Earth after forty-five Earthly years. A few will
hardly reach thirty. Their parents have lived at a fast
pace, the products of their bodies are physically weak
and unfit, Take then, these for your Earthbodies; and re-
member, first choices—first assipnments, for T haven't e-
nough for half of you. Come, now, who will begin? Here
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it a boy! Who will take this boy? Who wants this speci-
ment of contemporary Earthboy?™

Quiet reigned when he paused. Not a motion was
made. No one seemed to want the poor boy, or any of
the boys and girls in the lot. The recruiting officer who
had so bravely attempted to auction his lietle army seem-
ed hardly put out by the failure of his method. He had
apparently not lost hope. He addressed them once
more:

*l do not blame you, good stellarians, if you are
reluctant to unite yourselves for a period with these
unclean-born, wretched bodies. But you know that born
you must be, It was your own pleasure to come here for
this purpoze. Why dizcoiminate now? Take a blind
chance! Who will be the first to risk blindly? Here 15 a
specimen! What is wrong with this one? A fine baby-
girl! Thirty-six Earthly years is all she has to go. Who
will have her?™”

A lady, apparently impressed with the notion of
taking a chance, came forward to examine the represen-
tation of this infant. But after a close inspection she
turned away with a shrug, remarking freely that this girl,
in her estimation, was too crude-blooded to be kept un-
der much control, and bestdes, had another disadvantage
—her parents were rich.

The recruiting officer tried again. He spoke and
appealed, and humored and coaxed, and even threatened
to conscript the necessary number of persons by force.
Yet there was not a single ego among them willing to
make a choice within this group. [ learned, in listening
to their discussions and remarks, that their chief objec-
tion to the presene lot of prospective Earthly bodies was
that they were all assipned to be born to city people of
the well-terdo classes, They wete of the opinion that
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under such conditions an ego has a comparatively hard-
er ume to turn s or her life into uselul channels and
end the period of inclayment with a favorable ledger.
They preferred to wait for a cheice among rural folk, or
at least poor city folk, or among people of blood refined
by noble pursuits.

More appeals and threats availing not, the official
at last proposed a compromize by which the entire com:
pany agreed to abide. He brought in an additional lot of
future children of farm folk, and honest laborers, and
nobly living people of both sexes, and distributed the
two groups by a mixed lottery. When all the infants
were disposed of, many in the assemblapge were yet left
without assignment. These were told they would have
to wait for another opportunity. The conscriptor, |
thought, knew his business, He }I'!’S! tricd to press upon
them what none of them wanted in order to induce them
to risk something in licu of a real choice.

“Sepsafem to Attarokib:  As usoal—"

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: You have one or twelve
guestions to ask—"

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: The first of which is—"

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: Why arc the egoes so
particular in choosing since, according to your sense of
justice, all children must have an equal chance—"

“Sepsafem to Atwarokib: Yes, an cgual chance.
Haven't they?™

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: Certainly. You know
that a child born cut of an assault has the same chance
in life a5 ane born from—"

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: Encugh. But does not this
mean that the children—"

* Attarokib to Sepsafem: Are punished for the sins
of the parents? I'll tell you—"
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“Sepeafem to Attarckib: Wait, What are you try-
ng to do? Really, you're depriving me of the pleasure
of asking my own questionst™

“Attarokib to Scpsalem: For this I shall allow you
to deprive me, in turn, of the pleasure of answering—"

“Sepsafem to Attarckib: Very well. If you think
I am so helpless, T will show you 1 can answer the last
question. It is so. The laws of Nature are arranged so
that the children must suffer for the sins of the parents.
Thus, if a mother sets her child on the edge of a chiff and
errs for just a moment by not watching him, he may fall
off and be crippled or killed! Is that an answer?"

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: A very able answer, but
it happens not to apply in this instance. Thoze in this
silon cannot be inclayed under the best conditions not
becavse of sins of their future parents—with whom
they have possibly never been connected before in any
way—but because of imperfections in their ownselves.
They are all former Earthmen returning for a second
life there, and for them this punizhment has its compen-
gations. They will face added difficulties—which
they have made for themselves—but they have
also more to gain from theic Earthlife. g}'nu will
understand this better later on. The really finese choices,
chuldren out of the most desirable parents, whom you
did not see brought before this assemblape, are distribu-
ted in the first salon to those who come to Earth in the
primitive stellarian state. As you went up, in each high-
er salon were egoes in a less perfect etate on account of
previous inclayments,”

“Bepsafem to Attarckib: Stellarizns come to Earth
and stellarians come to Zu. Isn't it about time you
abandoned the pretence of the planet Zu? Let us decide
on 2 single name—""
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“Attarckib to Sepsafem: Do I prevent you from
saying ‘Earth?” I even go as far as to humor you now
and then. What does it matter to you if occasionally [
prefer the name Zu? 1 am wsed to "

“Bepsafem to Attarckib: Very well. Zu, Earth,
Hell,—call it what you like. In the meantime 1 must get
a soul for tinting before it is born on Earth. Shall we re-
turn to the thirtieth salon now?”

My guide agrecing, we pscended to the next story
and found that during our absence many of my fellow
workers had lefe. One of them was just then trying to
obtain a soul for tinting a2 a demapgogue and misleader
who would perform a special service during his forthe
coming inclayment. Aided by the oificial in charge he
tried to induce one of the persons waiting assignment
to birth to accept this special service. They argued that
this was a pood opportunity for any of them, since they
had all been ordered in Anidedarta to be inclayed under
special conditions, They pointed out that whilst the soul
of the volunteer would be tinted with an inclination to
demagopuery and misleadership, it would also be tinted
with 2 mixture of flowers of remorse, nobility, love, and
other pood qualitics; and he would have the opportunity
and the right to overcome the unfavorable tinting of his
soul—which would be a successful culmination of the
period of inclayment.

All the inducements sugpested were not sufficient
to move one of the few remaining persons in the salon
to undertake this martyrdom, as they called it. In the
cnd the official Birth Controller announced that he
would have to apply the law. And since all of them
were subject, by order from Anidedarta based on their
previous inclayment, to such service, he would cast a
lot to decide who would be impressed.  Accordingly lots
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were cast and the chosen one was escorted to the Soul
Tinteries.

Several more selections were made in the same man-
ner before my turn came. And then, because 1 was last
and there were only two egoes to choose from, both of
whom were willing to go with me to be tinted a5 revolu-
tionary terrorists rather than wait for another day, the
selection was quickly made by lot,

5.  With my charge at one side and Attarokib on
the other [ flew speedily back to the Tinteries. The trip
was made so rapidly, duc to the anxiety of the man [ was
escorting to be done with the process, that 1 had no op-
portunty to question him, When we arrived at our desti-
nation I turned my charge over to the head of the depart-
ment. The latter, first ordering certain records to be
made, instructed my charge to enter 2 pool of black light.
Mo =ooner was it done than the ego fell into a profound
sleep. He was lifted into one of the cauldrens, allowed
to remain in it a few minutes, and removed. The same
process was followed with the others brought from the
Paluce of Birth Control for tinting, When it was over
they were all immersed in a pool of white light, which
awakened them. The head of the department then ad-
dressed them, informing cach one that he had been per-
sonally instrumental in creating the matersals in which
Iis soul was tinted, hence his assipnment to take theee
materials back to Earth, But, the official added, though
they had the power to do certain things a8 the result of
their tinting, they would nevertheless be free to use or
suppress their power, or to use it for pood or ill. He con-
cluded by wishing them all a succcs-s%u] inclayment, and
appointed one of the workers of Mikahes to escort the
group to the department of inclayment.
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For perhaps another hour [ stayed in the Tinteries
of Mikahes, watching the work, assisting where I could,
and queshiomng my compamons. 1 passed from one de-
partment to another, and saw how good and evil forces
were created, and sent back to Barth in various forms,
out of the good and evil thoughts and words and deeds
of its inhabitants. | saw how the well orpanized indus-
trics of Mikahes produce and export to Earth life and
death, peace and war, happiness and misery, pood har-
vests and floods, fovorable scazons and earthquakes,
prosperity and plagues, blessings and curses, all made out
of materials that came from Earth and which the workers
of Mikabes fashion into forces that would reproduce
themselves. And in the Tinteries | saw the preparation
of souls destined to make Earthly history, destined to be
the leaders and musleaders, the explorers and inventors,
the mency barons and war lords, the revolutionaries and
rulers of Earth,—tinted in the hopes and feelings and
prayers of Earthmen.

Had Attarckib not called to me that it was time to
resume our tour of Wiames [ would have stayed on much
longer, 1 felt sure, however, that my puide had planned
our jtinerary carefully, each place for a definite purpose.
I expressed my readiness to leave, and we did so immedi-
ately amidst the hearty farewells of my fellow workers.

At the great gate throush which we had entered we
met again the official who had grected us.

“Mamchem to Sepsafem: 1 see you are leaving.
You have been with us quite a few hours, and you have
earned all the Anozam you will want for the rest of your
present stay in Miames.”

“Bepsafem to Namehem: Thank you. T am glad

to have carned something here. But as a mateer of fact,
11
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considering my experience as one of your workers, [
feel more indebted ﬁ ever.” e

“Namehem to Sepsafem: 1am glad you liked our
conditions here.”

“Sepzafem to Namehem: Liked them? I think they
are marvelous. | am especially impressed with your sys-
tem of taxing everyone, from the simple assorters of
flowers to the expert tinters and the highest heads of
the departments, with an hour of work for each day's
vital necessitics—and providing such work. 1 wish such
a system could be introduced on Earth.™

“WNamehem to Sepsafem: And what would you ex-
pect to achieve by that?™

“Sepsafem to MNamchem: Wonders! Wonders!
The criminally allowed possibility that a human should
starve would be abolished—and we would have created
at last one relationship which would bring together all
humans in a single bond of brotherhood!™

“Attarokib to Namchem: Do you see my friend?
Sepsalem is, I am afraid, an incurable reformer—poor
fellow. He is always finding something to bestow as a
benefit upon his fellowmen. First he wished to teach
them to fly. Then he decided to try to invent an improv-
ed system or arrangement for the planct Zu. And now
he would like to civilize the working conditons of
Earth!”

“Bepeafem to Atearokib: I yield to your superior
garcasm,”

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: 1 know—until some new
reform will sugpest itself to you. But come—we cannot
lose any more time.”

We therefore signalled a final farewell to the official
and took to flipht, hands upon our girdles. T questioned
Attarokib concerning the Mikahesians, Why were
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these former Earthmen living in thas land? Was this the
destination of all who died on Earth? What sort of life
did they lead?
“Atwarokib to Scpsafem: Patience, my friend. Do
not jump at conclusions. Let us visit a Tew more places
in Miames. You will discover everything. In the End I
will take you for a visit to the homes of the Mikahesians
—an interesting land.”

“Bepsafem to Attarokib: 1 will try to have the
patience of a Zuman.”

“Attarokib to Sepeafem: That will suffice, T be-
lieve, until you glimpse the land to which we are poing.™

“Sepeafem to Attarokib: You haven't told me a
thing about it!"”

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: [ knew your patience
wouldn't last. Well, we are almost there. Bue I won'
cay a thing except that you may be prepared for mystifi-
cation and, perhaps, adventure.”
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CHAPTER ELEVEN

BEHIND THE GRAVEYARD

We arrive at the ugly gate—The parade of the dead—-My on-
counter with an unweleome escom—My fight—Howe |
drowmed the black guaed in the pool of light—The awak-
ening of the torpid wufe—In the Hall of Fame—T meet
with an old foend and participate in 2 eclebration—In
the Hall nf Shame—What happened before Captain Hae
chet-hend  arrived in the Hall of Awakening—The
tombstoncs,

Q. Shortly after Attarckib’s last communication
we arrived at the port of Atomelot. We soon stood be-
fore a huge gate at the border of a large island. On this
gate was no evidence of the beauty that had excited my
admiration cverywhere else in this land of charm. It
was 5o plain that bumans could hardly bave erccted an
affair more drab. It was very spacious, however, having
severa]l separate entrancce within ite width, cach one
broad cnough to admit a hundred persons walking a-
breast. At each of the minor entrances stnod an official
scrutimizing a constant stream of arriving men and
women. Occassionally an official would stop one of the
arrivals and direct him to a different entrance. Nearly
all the neweomers were accompanicd by an escort of two
personal guards. It was by the character of these escorts,
1 learned goon, that the puardians of the gateway were
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:|]:|1E£:=ﬂ judge in which section the incoming ego be-
longed.

. Stationed near the first entrance, Attarokib and 1
zaw the incoming cgoes, whose appearance indicated
that they belonged to various lands and nations, coming
up from below by means of currents attached to their
appendices, in the same manner as the people of Aimed-
1at. The personal guards, upon a close crxamination,
seemed to resemble their charge, They had invariably
the same features and the same height, but were different
i oolor and in girth, Whilst one was always of a pure
whitencss, the other was blacker than ink; and cxcept in
rave cases when they were almost equal in girth, onc was
sure to be fatter, more or less, than the other.

Onz of the entrances was reserved for those who
had but a single, all white escort. Another, for those
whose white escort was fatter than their black guard.
The next for those whoee escorts, black and white, were
nearly equal. The fourth for those whose black escort
was more corpulent. And the last entrance was reserved
for egocs whose sole escort was o black guard, It was
chiefly in cases when the two escorts were nearly equi-
poised that doubt was felt as to which entrance should
be used. The white escore would draw his charge toward
the gecond entrance, the black would draw him toward
the third or fourth. It was then that the official puard-
1ns of the gateways would decide the issuc by dirccting
the disputants cither to the second or to the center,

At a nod from Arearokib we joined the seream of
people marching in through the center. The next mo-
ment I was separated from my guwle and gripped by both
armg, T found mysell now in the same position as the
other arrivals, At my right was a white cscort of about
my own proportions, At my lelt was a black guard—

221



MIGRANTS OF THE STARS

thin as 2 boy's fishing rod. Both locked familar to me. ]
glanced in surprise from one to the other. They were
smiling—the white one in a friendly way, the black one
maliciously—and I knew their features. Then I recog-
nized the black. He was the froghin who had followed
me in the underground kingdom of Zu!

“You!™ I cried. “You here! Take your paw off my
arm this instant!”

“I will not now!™ he replied. “T have a right to stay
by you. Your appearance here means that your body
is dead—like the bodies of all these people arcund us.
And I have a right to accompany you now.”

“He is mistaken!" whispered the white guard at my
right. “But do not fear him. I am here to protect you.”

"And who are you, my friend?”

"I am your white escort—the representative of all
;El:le%mdyﬂuhnwdmmandspnkcn and thought on

rth.,”

“Sepsafem to Attarckib: And you did not wam
mcdabnut this surprise! But surcly my body has not
died?”

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: Mo, indeed—but your
lean friend there iz hardly to be convinced of that. He
finds you among those who have recently died on Earth,
En:i“]us- made up his mind that you must be in the same

X.

Attarokib then directed a messape to my white
escort. The latter, bowing politely to us, disappeared
immediately, My black guard, however, clung tenacious
ly to my arm.

“If 1 weere you,” said Attarckib to him, I would
also take my departure. I am warning you now., The
time is not yct come for your presence here,”
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We had drawn aside during this conversation. My
black guard replied only with jeers o Attarokib’s ad-
vice, asserting confidently that his right to escort me
through every part of the land of Atemelot could not be
questioned,

“Attarokib to Sepsafern: Do you hear him jeering
at me? Do you let him insult your friend?™

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: But what can [ do about
it?"

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: Do? Thrash him! It's
what I'd do if he belonged to me. Besides, a good thrash-
ing would probably convince him that he is safer at a
dhstance from you.™

The black puard, hearing this advice, which Attaro-
kib bad purposely communicated freely, released my arm
and-squared off as if to defend himself,

“Bepsafem to Atarckib: How can you ask me to
fight with that puny creature? Do you realize that I
am fifty times heavier than he?

“Attarokib 1o Sepsafem: Well, that will just about
make it fair. If he were a little heavier | would not ad-
vise you to risk a thrashing from him. You have some-
thing to learn about his strength!™

Despite my guide’s warning I was not convinced
that this lean being was a match for me. But as I wanted
to be rid of him I resclved not to fight him but to admin-
ister a sort of paternal reproof. Looking him over I saw
at once the futility of trying to spank a ercature whose
body was a stick, his arms and legs just four sticks ending
in webby paws, and his head a ball of staring impudence.
But how else could T punish him? 5

We were standing near the edge of the island of
Atomelot. Hardly twenty feet away was the shore, be-
neath which the dark nitroxic ocean fell to a depth of
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thousands of miles. Determined to put an end to this
ridiculous situation I took a step towards the black guard
and seized one of his arms, intending to lift him, swing
him around several times, and then huorl him
through the air over the edge of the island and into the
OoERr.

The moment my hand touched him, the black guard
backed away, swung his fist suddenly, and struck me
squarely upon the jaw with such terrific impact that 1
did nat touch the ground again until I recovered with my
hands and head dangling in the ocean.,

Slowly I stood up and gazed with mingled amaze-
ment and respect upon the powerful ereature that could
deliver such a blow. But not long. The sight of Attarc
Lib smiling very knowingly upon me—as if to say "I
warned you!"—impelled me to act. This time I, ap-
proached the black guard cautiously. With my hsts
ready I circled several times around him, sceking an open-
ing to strike him in the head. The wary black watched
me like a car. Suddenly he leapt forward and struck me
twice, onee over the heart and again on the jaw. I rolled
upon the ground several times before [ recovered.

Angry now, my senses and my pride deeply wound-
ed, I jumped up and exchanged a dozen blows with the
black. It was not exactly an even exchanpe, for I struck
my opponent twice while he reeurned five blows to my
one, 1 discovered that he was artiul in evading a punch.
His thinness was in his favor, To offset this advantage [
tried to close with him. But he retreated, striking me
with both fists s soon as | approached and knocking me
down again. I sat, shamefaced. Then I rose again, deter-
mined to be deliberate and to make use of the knowledge
of sparring that I had, for this opponent threatened to be
more than a match for mt.m
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Now the fight tock a new turn, 'We sparred and
dodged and struck and parried in true prizering style.
My confidence gradually returned, and several times
that I struck my opponent 1 felt that the blow might
have demelished & brick wall, I wondered where 1 had
gotten this strength, 1 had the satisfaction of knocking
the black down twice with blows to his head that fell
with all the force of my will. My anger vanished.
I struck simply because I desired very heartily to knock
the impudent creature down. As the hght progressed 1
had my wish more and more often. Finalﬂr when we
were exchanging punches speedily near the edge of the
islind, I swung with the right hand, putting all my
strength into the blow. The black guard toppled over
into the ccean. [ had the pleasure of sceing him fall a
long way down and out of sight.

Satisfied with my accomplishment, I turned to ser
what Attarckib would say, He shrupped indifferently.

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: Sogo! You did not do
badly. But you made a very poor start. You should have
taken my advice in the first place and set about thrash-
ing him with a will. However, you are rid of him for
awhile. I doubt if he will scon want to come close to you
again. Well, let us return and enter,”

Q2. A glance at the gateway showed me that the
long line of people was still marching in, most of the
men and women held by two escorts,

“Sepsafem to Artarokib: Not so fast, 1 want to
know whether those people are really the recent dead
from Earth."

Attarokib declared that they were, and not heed-
ing my hesitation he walked to join the center line. I
followed him, curiosity proving stronger than awe and
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dread. Ina little while [ found myself crowded by a mass
of dead men and women, walking at my right, at my left,
behind and before me. 1 felt as if 1 had entered a morgue
and all its inhabitants had risen to parade around me.
Yet mixed with my revulsion, the result of long habit
of thinking of dead people as cold, unfeeling corpses, was
a feeling of kinship with these stolidly marching people
—for there was un-corpaelike life and animation in them,
and my senses told me that they were in all respects my
zquals.
“Sepsafern to Attarokib: Where are they going?
And what is to happen?”

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: Patience. You are going
with them and you will see for yourself.”

But I felt that I must speak about something to di-
vert my mind from the pmpgf:tmund me.

“Sepsafem to Atarokib: T am surprised at the
strength of that black guard—and at my own strength.
I was astonished by the blows we delivered.”

"Attarokib to Sepsafem; What had you supposed
—that because you are without your Earthbody you are
a weakling—a pufl of air? And even so—don't you
know that air is stronger than clay? Now you are not
air—you are composed of one of the most powerful ele-
ments of the umverse, Its character is such that the most
delicate instruments of the scientists of Earth can scarce-
ly discover its presence. You would be prone to call it
‘sparitual™—a false term inasmuch as it connotes unreals
ness. The fact is that you are so powerful that, knowing
your power and willing to exercise it, you could go
through a wall of iron as easily as a seamseress pushes a
needle through a piece of cloth.,™

“Bepsafem to Attarckib: | understand it—vet it

amazes me!”
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“Attarokib to Sepsafemn: T will tell you why. Be-
fore you went to Earth the memory of your past was
put to sleep. Since then you have learned to think in
terms of the elements and forces of Earth and in pro-
portions related with the possibilities of your clayen
body. But now that I have made you conscious of the
power of your real person when you are free—now you
are able to understand.”

“Bepaafem to Attarokib: Indeed, I do. I have
never on Earth felt myself a thousandth part as strong,
as able to do things, to feel, to employ my powers and
senses, as now. Yet, for the very reason that I hawve
learned to think in Earthly terms, it is hard to accustom
myseil to the thought that the hard, substantial things of
Earth are the least substantive things in the universe. It
iz wonderful to feel that I am my own real self now,
iree, powerful—"

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: Hold, now! You have
just had a demonstration that there are others quite as
powerful. There are powers free in the universe that
could destroy 2 planst with & mation—but they control
themselves according to the law of the universe, And
[ must warn you that it is not permissible to exercise
me's power except {or a specific desirable purpose. So
wop as you did not know what you could do there was
ne need to tell you, Now I owe you this warning.”

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: Never fear. T will cone
trol nlj'&."!f as do all the persons I have observed in Ni-

mes.

During the following briel while T had time to re-
flect, among other things, on the immensity of the debt
[ owed to the Nimikaharans for their giving me this op-
portunity to visit the land of Niames, It was fortunate,
I reflected, that I had bﬂlgr :Ed&}'t‘d ere | was admitted
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to view these mysteries, A person in his flesh body, I
thought, could scarcely bear up under the shock of so
many surprising discoverics, not to mention the joy and
exultation of being initiated into all these marvelous en-
virons. Then, suddenly, 1 was regaled by a fresh sur-
prise.
“Sepsafem to Attarokib: Look! There is someone
on our line whose features 1 seem to remember from
somewhere!™

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: If you will quit staring at
him for a moment and Jook behind, you will see some-
one whom you know.”

I turmed my head. Surely enough, about twenty
paces behind me, my black puard was following.

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: Don’t rush to subdue
him again. He has a right to follow you here to find out
whether you belong or are only a tourist, | pointed him
out for a gpecial reason, We wll soon come to a place
where he may approach. Watch him and be prepared
to do as T shall direct.”

“Sepsafem to Attarckib: As you say. But I can't
take my mind off that man. I knew him somewhere.”

We had passed through the great gateway, where
the official guardian greeted ws with a smile that scemed
to say he was surprised to see us there, We walked now
through a long salon that spread many miles before us
and was ncarly three miles wide. It was partitioned by
plasslike walls into five sections—one for each gateway.
Walking throuch the center | could sec the marching
lines in the passageways at my right and left. Not far
from the beginning of the salon | sow a pool of light
formed by many powerful beams that shone down from
the ceiling. There was such a pool in every section. As
each person approached this pool his escorts suddenly re-

234



MIGRAMTS OF THE STARS

leased him; and as he entered it, they went arcund its
cdpes, gripping him again when he emerged on the other
slale.

“Attarakib to Sepsafem: Walk up to the pool as
if you were about to cnter it—but don’t do it. Your
black friend will rush up to take hcld of you as you
emerpe. The instant he is close to you seize him and push
him in."

I wondered what the purpose of this could be. Dut
] obeyed Attarckib carcfully. As the black guard ap-
proached me I gripped his reed-like body with both
hands, lifted him up—he kicked and punched desperate-
ly—and hurled him into the pool of Light. He fell to the
floor and lay there as if unconscious. Two officials plung-
ed in at once, lifted the helpless creature, and, at a sig-
nal from Attarokib, carried him off.

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: Now you are rid of him
until you yoursell do something to awaken him—which
won't happen until you are on Earth.”

“Bepsafem to Attarckib: All this is not quite plain.
If this fellow is the representation of all the evil T have
thought and spoken and done, as | understand, why is
he unconscious from contact with that light? And why
don't all these people, who seem to dread their black
guards so, do as [ have done?™

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: The light is harmful for
him because his constitution is unfit to bathe in it. As
for why you were permitted to throw him into it, 1 will
tell you, He was already, for all present purposes, dead
—and killed by vou. You destroyed him unwittingly—in
Mikahes. Do you remember when you sorted the flow-
ers? And do you recall how then, realizing what they
were made of, vou regretted your own creation of un
wholesome replicas and resolved to be careful against
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doing it again? That resolution destroyed this creature,
who was only the representation of those replicas you
had already created. But I cbtained for you the pleasant
privilege of putting him out yoursell. The others have
no such right over their black guards, However, he is dis-
posed of only until you retumn to Earth and do something
to recall him to consciousness.”

“Sepsafem to Attrokib: Thanks for troubling to
provide me with such rare pleasure. And to prove that
I Lold no gradge against him for the past, I shall try to
do nothing that will prevent him from dying peacefully
in his sleep!™

We had passed around the pool of light by now.
As the egoes emerged from it 1 saw a marvelous change
in them. Their forms were divided into a mixture of
brightly tranlucent parts shining with a crystalline lus-
ter, and opaque parts of the color of grey mud. 1 was re-
minded of the image that King Nebuchadnezzar saw in
his dream—a mixture of gold and silver and clay, I
looked through the glassy partitions on both sides and
zaw the same scene cnacted in the neighboring sections
of the Hall of Awakening. At my left, however, the
cgoes came forth from the pool more opague than bril-
liant, and at my right-—more brilliant than opaque, while
in my own section the mixture was a fairly even one.

The men and women who emerged from the pool
now clung intensely to their white guards and looked
with apprehension upon the black guards who gripped
them fast. Many wept and lamented as if they had just
grown conscious of a fearful gricf.

“Sepsafem to Actarokib: What is all this about?”

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: We are now in the Hall
of Awakening, When the ego steps under the beams of
Wakelight, his soul is r{:-usc?fm the torpor into which
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it was put before inclayment. Now, for the firet time
since going to Earth, each person here remembers his
past, recalls his true identity, and the purpose for which
lie was inclayed.”

This was news to me—1I had not realized that the
release of the ego from the clay body upon its death yet
leit him in the same condition as in the clay—his past
hidden and his soul in a torpor.

We were marching on in the meantime. The line
did not stop a moment. But as each person in it reached
the end of the salon, he was stopped by an official who
gave him a Timestrip—szuch an instrument of two spools
as | had zeen first in the school of the underground king-
dom of Zu. Receiving the Timestrip, each person turned
to the left towards a salon from which came sounds of
weeping and sorrow. At the same time [ heard other
sounds, indicating joyfulness and celebration, from a
salon at my right.

3.  Instead of following the people around us to-
wards the left, Attarckib led me to the other side. 'We
entered a vast salon of matchless beauty, filled with
people who were frecly giving vent to their happiness by
dancing and singing. The room was perhaps fifty miles
long and several miles wide. The floors, the walls, and
the ceiling were made out of gems of a thousand colors,
inlaid with patterns of flowers and other designs. In
niches in both walls, up to a height of nearly a mile, were
placed inlaid portraits of human faces, made in the same
gemwork, cach one beautifully framed. The workman-
ship was o fine and realiztic that again and again I found
myself expecting the portraits to address some remark

to me.
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“Bepsafen to Attarokib: What place is this—and
whose are these portraits?”

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: This is the Hall of Fame
—one of the interesting show-places of Niames. And
the portraits arc those of former Earthmen who distin
puished themselves in their Earchlife.”

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: Is this the reward of a
successful Earthlife?™

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: You may call it that, In
reality these portrits are only miniatures taken from the
real ones, and are hung here for the benefic of those who
have no opportunity to sce the originals.™

: “Sepsafem to Attarokib: And where are the orig-
inals?"”

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: Dispersed throuphout the
universe. Each original of these miniatures iz stamped
upon the face of a planet—and the planct bearing the
features of any persen belongs thereafter to him, He—or
she—selects and orders upon it the sort of life that ap-
peals to his own good taste and nations, and spends a
goad deal of time in promoting its individual splendors.
Many like to entertain their [riends upen their own plan-
cl.

“Bepsafem to Attarokib: How wonderful—to have
a planct of ones own, to fushion a world according to
oncs own taste—''

*Attarckib to Sepeafem: You could almost give up
the idea of rearranging the life-system of Zu if you had
such a planet?”

“Sepsafem to Attarckib: 1 wish you would stop
reminding me of that! Besides, [ suppose the life-system
of —Earth s nccessary for the achievement of the right
to a world of onc's own. 1 suppose there are planets
encugh for everyone?™
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“Artarokib to Sepsafem: You are right both times.
And these people whose portraits you sec here are those
who have already achizved their own worlds, and have
earned the right of admission to the park of Aiahatnig,
and the right to visit all the planets and peoples of the
universe—in shore, they are the men and women who
emerged from the Earthlife with their purpose in poing
there achieved,”

Deeply impressed with the greatness of the originals
of these portraits 1 walked awﬁi[& around the Hall of
Fame, studying the beautiful pemwork with increased in-
terest and respect. [ refleceed that of the task of ordering
the life of a planet was a mighty one, it was not more
than great stellarians would need for the exercize of their
individual wisdom and the free display of their personal
taste and inclinations. In the midst of a reverse filled
with vague notions of what I would do if given an empty
planet with the power to make what I would of it, a
thought suddenly occurred to me.

“Bepsafem to Attarokib: It scems to me that [ know
at least one of the stamped planets—and I would like to
ask what man’s portrait is drawn upen its face.™

“Attarckib to Sepaafem: Which planet?™

"Sepsalem to Attarokib: The moon!™

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: It is a stamped planet—
but the features are 2 woman's, Whose? She s a lady
of whom you know a little by the name of Eve! Sce—
there is its miniature. And next eo it, the handsome por-
trait of ber mate— Adam.”

“Sepsafem to Atearclib: You amaze me—and yet,
why not? It's very reasonable. Who else than Eve
would give the moon such a quality as to be invaluable
to the millions of her ::Lw;llltgrs?“
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"Attarokib to Sepsafem: | suppose you mean the
moonlight and its traditional effects. You are probably

right.

“Sepsafem to Attarokib:  Another idea has oc-
curred to me in connection with this portrait, a rather
humorous one—"

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: By all means utter it
Wit is highly regarded in Niames—it s a divine gift
much desired. Now if you were to utter a really original
witticism it would be signaled in your name o all the
stars—""

“Bepsafem to Attarckib: O, T scarcely believe it
deserves to be fussed over. But I was thinking it must be
because the Moon bears Mother Eve's impression that
our women on Earth are so changeable.™

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: Mot bad, But I am sorry,
my fricnd, to inform you that you are not the first to
have uttered this witticism. In fact it was Adam him-
sell who gave it birth after he returned from Earth, And
he wene further, When he saw his mate’s face in the
Moon he said, "Blessed be God, since He has combined
my Eve with the Moon. She won't be changing so aften
henceforth.” ™

“Sepeafem to Actarokib: 1 yield to Adam on both
points—precedence and cxcellence. But remember—he
had an advantage over me on each score: he knew Eve
hersell, and intimately, while [ have known only a few of
her daughters—and not too well.” '

During our conversation 1 had not been paying
much artention to the joyous people in the Hall. 1
noticed now that a large group of persons was arriving
from the first section of the Hall of Awakening—people
who had but a single escort of white. From the opposite
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gide of the Hall came a mass of penple to mest the new
arrivals, evidently their near friends and kin.

I could not remember ever having beheld such hap-
piness. They embraced one another and danced out of
sheer exuberance. Their happiness was so contagious
that I was strongly inclined o jein their merryma ing.
They retired after a while to many alcoves on both sides
of the Hall of Fame where the Timestrips, which each
arriving person had been given in the Hall of Awaken-
ing, were exhibited. These Timestrips, I saw, were com-
plete records of the Earthlife of each arrival and showed
admirable lives, honorable pursuits, liberality of wview,
pure hearted love of all humans, heroic sclf sacrifice for
the welfare of others, kindness to servants, helplulness
to peoples of the seemingly lesser grades forebearance
with strangers, justice and respect for foreign people and
their customs. They had excelled in the wisdom of their
conduct with their fellowmen. The whitest persons, who
nevertheless were at least slighely spotted with opacity,
had, according to their Timestrips, performed some deeds
of foolishness into which they had becn misled by condi-
tions they failed to understand correctly. For these they
were heartily ashamed, but their friends made Light of
them by pointing out their innocence of evil intent.

While I was watching several such scenes with
wonder and gradually dawning comprehension, two Ni
amesians approached us. One of them invited me to join
his friends in a ncarby alcove of the Hall in the festival,
the other invited Attarckib to accompany me. 1 looked
to my guide, but he was already following his escort,
Thanking the Miamesian, | took his arm. Soon we were
in the designated alcove— a name of courtesy, for it was
2 room more than a mile around, and its gaily omament-
ed walls, its richly inlaid EHT‘E.. its blended colored lights,
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formed a harmony of beautiful appointment that 1 had
not seen equaled even in Niames.

Facing the entrance, under 2 canopy decked with 2
myriad of fanciful sparkling gems, sat 2 young woman,
exquisitely beautiful, whose features were immediately
familiar. Yet | could not place her. As [ wondered who
she was, and why I had been summoned to chis aleove
rather than to any other of several dozen like it where
similar festivals were in progress, n few of the people in
the room took me by the arms and led me forward to the
beautiful lady.

“"Here is Sepsafem,” said one of them to her, speak-
ing freely, “for whom you have waited. Now you have
your wish, and he may participate in cur celebration,”

Q4.  Thelady grected me with a smile that contained
a world of grace and kindliness and, extending her arm
to me, declared that she was happy to sce her devoted
cormade again! My eonfusion, and my embarrassment
are indescribable, 1 took her hand and, bowing politely
over it, said something about never forpiving myself, if 1
lived a billion eternitics, for having forgotten her. The
next moment | was regretting my frankness and saying
to myscli that Actarokib, in my place, would not have
been such an ass—he would have been quick to say some-
thing clever which would not reveal his forgetfulness but
lead her to reveal her identity. Then apain I reminded.
mysell that we were not on Zu bue in Niames, where
people said just what they thought. And while all this,
and much more, was running through my mind, the lady
was laughing a charming, musical laughter, which was
so kind that it did not hurt me at all, thoush it was at my
expense,
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She stopped at last. Turning to ene of her friends
she asked him to display her Timestrip upon a crystal
sheet in a corner of the aleove, The man hastened to do
her bidding. In a minute [ knew whe the lady was, The
Timestrip showed as the central figure in all its swiftly
flying scemes an old woman whom all London had
known, at one nime, as the Good - Meother of the Slums.
She was more than sixty years old then, o widow with a
moderate income who devoted her days and nights to col-
lecting moncy, fomd, clothing and medicine which she
diseributed with hearty loving-kindness to all the poor
and unfortunuate i the filthy slums. In many of these
scenes I recomnized my ownzelf—then a bay of twelve ar
thirteen, whom she often commandeered to carry her
numerous parcels, for she was my mother's friend and ad-
wizar. [ remembered it all, now, remembered bow she had
taught me by her example to be concerned about the wel-
fare of those less fortunate than curselves, remembered
how she never permitted fatimee, weather and the dis
abilitics of old age to interfere wath her benevolences,

During the running of the Timestrip 1 listened to
the free conversation of the people around me and learn-
cd many interesting things. | learncd that the festival
was m honor of the coining of a planet for this wonder-
ful lady; that her portrait was to have been placed in the
Hall of Fame two days ago bue she, learning of my pres:
ence in Niames, had delayed it until T could be present
because she had such pleatant memorics of my attending
her on her errands of mercy: and that my being in Ni-
ames was a matter of common knowledge to millions
of Niamestans who had been informed of the arrival of a
person yet an Earthman by means of the Miamesian sys-
tem of public intellicence, onc of the departments of
Mikahes that sent out the news of the universe,
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Though 1 remembered the Good-Mother of the
Slums as a wrinkled lady, bent with years, 1 saw her
now in the true appearance of her person. And I assured
Attarokib privately that her radiant beauty was, to my
knowledge, without compare,

1 did not watch the conclusion of the Timestrip, for
the beautiful lady took me aside and held me in a delight-
ful reminiscent conversation while her numerous friends
gang and danced and amused themsealves in various ways.
She reminded me how I had attacked a drunkard once
who called her “old hen" and got myseli soaked in a
trough for my gallantry. And I reminded her how she
had called me her “young man™, and made me her de-
voted slave thereby. We laughed over such things until
someone announced that everything was ready for the
installation of the portrait.

The entire company proceeded into the Hall of Fame
where, to the sound of beautiful ceremonial music, the
portrait was set into one of the niches in the wall, This
done, the company parted. The lady of honor bade fare-
well to me at the exit of the Hall, with expressions of re-
pret that she could not invite me then to come with her.
I saw at the same time that many of the new arrivals who
had met their Niamesian kinsfolk and friends in the Hall
of Fame were leaving with them, receiving at the exit a
blue girdle like mine. Others were vet in the Hall of
Fame, showing their Timestrips to their friends.

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: Tell me, where do these
Timestrips of their own activities on Earth, which the
arriving Earthmen are given in the Hall of Awakening,
come from?"

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: Frem Earth, of course.
Each Earthman has one, which hovers around him con-
stantly from the moment of his birth to the moment of
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his entering the pool of Wakelight in Atomelot, wind-
ing itself from one spool onto the other, day and night,
in light and darkness, receiving a complete record of its
subject’s doings.”

“Scpsafem to Attarckib: | am marveling again—
to think that such a record exists for every Earthman, in-
visible, unknown, ever active—"

“Attarckib to Scpsafem: Certainly—yours is at
work right now, even, since you are still an Earthman.
Just plance up yonder. Do you see it?"

I looked up towards the place indicated by Attaro-
kib. Not a very great distance above me was indeed the
double spool of a Timestrip, spinning rapidly and taking
an indelible impression of my cvery motion!

“Sepsafem to Actarokib: It gives me an odd feel-
ing to see how I am so constantly photographed, But
what speciiic use is made of these Timestrips when they
are complete?”

“Artarokib to Sepsafemn: You will find out later.
MNow let us po to another interesting place in Atomelot
-—to the Hall of Shame. Come, cur time is short. The
day is soon gone.”

Through a special passageway we arrived in anoth-
er salon ungdnr IhF:c;nmEPa?mf. ﬁ}; against the Hall of
Fame, the Hall of Shame was not lacking in splendor and
magnificence. But it was by no means as large in size.
Instead of portraits in niches the walls were overhung
with a few small slabs resembling gravestones. Each
slab bore a name and the number of a Timestrip.

I wondered whether people died here too—in Ni-
ames, but did not ask at once because [ was interested in
watching the scenes that were being enacted by
from the middle section of the Hall of Awakening as they
met their Niamesian friends and kin, I did ask why only
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people from the third section were coming in here, and
Attarokib told me that those from the second had al-
ready had their turn, that the present group would be
followed by the fourth and [ifth, and finally the sccond
scction again would cmpty its fresh arrivals into this
Hall. While Attarckib was answering me | caught sight
cnce more of the mysterious person whose familiar identi-
ty had bothered me in the Hall of Awakening.

(. Like all the other arrivals, he was surrounded
now by a group of people who were watching his Time-
strip displayed. Sadness and profound shame were plain-
ly depicted upon hiz features, and among his friends his
grief found both echo and sympathy. Eager to identify
him, I approached and glanced at his Timestrip. Instant-
ly I kncw him He was a distant relative of mine, a retired
officer whom I remembered well from my carly child-
hood. T recognized especially the peculiar shape of his
head—broad in the back and tapering to extreme thin-
ness in front of the face, on which account we children
had called him affectionately Captain Hatchet-head. In
recent years I had lost track of him, and I thoughe that 1
could hardly have met him again under more peculiar cir-
cumstances, The Timestrip soon showed me how he had
lived his Lust years in a lietle Welsh village, spending his
days, and his pension, in the lecal inn. He drank more
than was good for him, and one day was carried home to
ke placed in a bed of agony where his suffering was ag
plain as the gritting of his teeth to conceal from the by
standers the pain that was soon to pass forever, The
Timestrip showed him upon his deathbed, next day, sur-
rounded by members of his family, whom I did not know,
and by some servants. A doctor was present, but his
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professional air indicated that he had no notion that he
could stave off the inevitzble,

Hovering over the bed was 2 small figure in ego
form, hence invisible to the people in the room, He seem-
ed to be examining the dying captain with an expressinn
thar resembled more nearly the doctor’s than any other
1 could think of. Hc was the Bearer of Death. In his
hand was a long spear, thin us a needle. He touched the
corners of the captain’s mouth with it, and his lips, so
that they twitched nervously. Finally he inserted the
nexdle between his lips, which half opened at the mo-
ment, and let fall a drop of some yellowish matter from
it, then took himself off at once, There was 2 convulsive
trembic, the captain’s face turned yellow and soon he
prew rigid.

At that very moment there emerped from the clay
body the captain’s ego, the real person who had been the
captain, coming forth as if from all its pores. He locked
about him for 2 moment, seemed mightily displedsed, and
at once tried to reenter the now lifeless clay. He jumped
from one side of the bed to another, flattened himself up-
on the clay, and tricd to force himself into it, but to no
avail. This activity continued unobserved by the people
at the bedside, who indulged frecly in the customary la-
mentations and reactions. At the same time that the

tried to reenter the body another peculiar thing took
ﬁcc. The ego as & whole bad the appearance of an
Aimedratian—partly brilliant and partly opaque; in the
case of the captain he was nearly all translucent ex
cept the head, which was quite opaque. [ saw then that
the soul, in the form of another body, emerged from the
cgoe only to be held fast at the head. The cwo half-sepa-
rated bodies had the appearance of a colossus, open at the
bottom and united at the top. When, however, the inner
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member found separation from the other impossible, it
returned like a caged bird that had stuck its head out for
a moment through the bars of its prison. This, Attarokib
told me later, was the yet torpid soul trying to escape
from the opacity in the epo which made it feel uncom-
fortable.

Suddenly the ego sprang from the bed and toward
a cabinet in a corner of the room upon which stood 2
tray and glasses. He made as if to open the door of the
cabinet, but instead shrugged his shoulders as if doubting
whether he could do it, and gazed longingly upon his
body in the bead. 1 understood that he could have pene-
trated through the substance of the cabinet and gone
nght into it, but being yet unawakened he did not know
his own powers. It was just as well, though, for he was
past swallowing any of the liquids of Earth, He turned
his attention next to a sideboard upon which were his
favorite pipes and tobacco. He carcssed the pipes but
dared not try to lift one, sniffed at the tobaceo box but
left it covered. He went about the house touching one
thing and another and tried ever so often to reenter his
unbreathing body. During the {ew days that mtervened
between his death and burial he touched everything in
the house, placed his lips to every article of food and
drink that was left uncovered, and scarched in every
open dish. But he was powerless to consume anything.

Finally came the funeral, a military affair. There
were eulogistic orations that the captain plainly resented,
One of the speakers, apparently a relative, anpered the
ego 50 that he showed signs of wishing to strike him with
his fists again and agun, But the speaker remained hap-
piy unaware of the fact that the man whom he was
praising was at that moment wishing to strike the teeth
out of his mouth. The captain, sceing the futility of his
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anger, at last retired, taking his defeat less philosophic:
ally than one would expect in an old soldier. He sar for
the remainder of the funeral upon the casket, until they
lowered it into the grave, Even then he continued about
the grave for days, descending into it now and then, stll
trying to reenter the clay that had {formerly framed him.
Derween such efforts he would rush back to his house,
test the cabinet of liquors, pat his pipes affectionately,
and dally about his}:ermnal affects.

During one of these visits he came upon a woman
cpening a box from which she drew out some money and
papers. The ego watched her in 2 rage, and prepared to
snatch the papers from her hand. The woman scemed to
feel uneasy at this time, so that 1 wondered if she fele
the captain's presence,

Owver days and weeks the Timestrp sped, show-
ing the captain lamenting his condition upon the grave
of his clay body, revisiting his home and his old haunts,
but less and less often with the passape of time. At the
end, in an exhausted stace, he cast a last anguished glance
upon the grave, shrugeed his shoulders despairingly, and
proceeded slowly, with drooping head, toward the gate
way of the cometery. There he was met by his two es-
carts, each of whom moved with alacrity to take him in
charge.

The captain instantly tried to evade the dark guard,
seeking shelter behind the white one. The latter, in fact,
tried 1o fend off his black twin, which resulted in a fight
between the two. The ego stood aside during this brief
enpagement, trembling like a leaf in the wind. The fight-
ers, however, were not long in discovering that they were
about evenly matched. Upon this they struck up a truce,
each taking the frightencd cgo by onc arm. A moment
later they were ascending by means of a speeding current
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toward the port of Atomelot. They entered by the mid-
dle gatewy, continued by the central passageway, and
entered the Hall of Awakening. In the passageway
scene, which [ had beheld before with my own sight, 1
saw my ownsell and Attarckib following a few feet be-
hind the captain and his personal guards. The Timestrip
came to an end with the captain’s stepping into the pool
of light that beamed down from above.

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: A wonderful and moving
record—how a person lived, and how he died; every in-
stant of his stay on Earth, all upon that thin Timestrip!
But I::E:“ me, have 2ll people the same experience after
death?"”

*Attarokib to Sepsafem: No. Those who are much
attached to the interests of their Earthlife take along be-
fore they reconcile themselvs to the loss and surrender
to their puards for appearance in Atomelot; sometimes
tnonths. Those whao have few or slight attachments upon
Earth may be ready with the first signs of the body's de-
cay.

s, When the captain’s Timestrip had run its full
length out, I planced once more around me. The scene
in the Hall of Shame was in stark contrast with that of
the Hall of Fame. The gaycty and happiness of the last
was replaced by ploomy bitterness and sorry forebodings
in the former. The Hall of Shame was filled with persons
who had arrived from Earth within the last few hours.
They had just been awakened. Among those that met
them here were people whom they had wronged secretly
—without the victims' ever suspecting it until the ar
rival's Timestrip revealed it now. Their chame was un
utterable. To this was added envy of others who, over-
coming equal chstacles, had Eﬂme forth with honors from
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the Eachetest —people who on Earth were perhaps de-
spised and held in contempt; and abject misery in con-
templation of the many wronps left behind on Farth, for
the nghting of which it may be necessary to go through
another inclayment, another term of Hell: and bitter
disappointment because of fadure to have attained the
things for which the adventure on Earth was originally
undertaken.

Disappoinment, migery, no little fear, envy and
above all shame, in a degree possible only to th-:v]r:,*per-
sensitive constitution of the epo person, are the lot of
him who comes into the Hall of Shame in Atomelot.
The depth of his emotions is pitiable to see. Such happi-
ness as he might have felt in reunion with parente, beothe
ers, sisters, friends, s nullified by the circumstances of
the meeting. The sight of himself or herself in particular
scenes, or the contemplation of sccret deeds which are
scon to be exposed on the Timestrip is mortifying beyond
words., And there is no henorable way to avoid the ex-
hibition of the complete Timestrip. It is the custom in
MNiames and the law of Atomelot. Every instant of the
life of the returned person, every move, every deed, every
expression, every thoughe, speeds clearly across the crys-

displayer, whether it took place by day or by night,
in light or in darkness, openly or secretly, alone or in
company, good, bad, and insignificant, a complete story
in kaleidoscopic review,

The friends whao behold the record of the arrival’s
Timestrip are often themselves hiphly embarrassed at
sight of the deeds displayed, and they watch eagerly to
see if there 15 not some extenuating feature in it. One
can easily understand how the perpetmator of the deed
feels in face of the watcher’s embarrassment.
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Among those present ae the Timestrip reviewings
are zome who have other than & friendly interest in the
returned ego, There arc some who come for the purpose
of venfying suspected wrongs done to themselves or
their kinsfolk. The only thing that saves the arrival from
going to the very depths of unspeakable misery is the con-
solation of hiz white puard and his fricnds at the display
of his good and noble decds.

%ﬂnc&:rstnnd the emotions of the returned Earth-
men when they met their parents, brothers, sisters, other
kin, and friends, was not difficult; nor could 1 help feel-
ing with them the anguish of their position. Those who
came to welcome the arrivals and found them consigned
to the Hall of Shame were no bittle disturbed, and plain-
ly disappointed, to see their loved ones in partial opacity
—the sign that the luster of the arrival’s soul has been
dimmed in some measure by his conduct on Earth. Some-
times, in extreme instances, the sadness in the mien of the
welcomers gave way to half-suppressed glances of silent
reproof.  Mearly always the emotions of the returned
Earthman, the mixed feclings of shame, and remorse, and
envy and fear, were hidden under an assumed air of calm
stoicism. But occasionally, at sight of himself or herself
in the midst of doing something particularly atrocious,
something that he or she had perhaps always regarded as
a dead secret—and would, on Earth, have committed
guicide rather than let it become known—at such mo-
ments the grim mask fell; the man, or the woman, as it
might be, lowered the head and hid the anpuished feat-
ures in trembling hands, There were moments during the
display of the Timestrips of nearly every man and wo-
man present when | could perceive that they would rath-
er be dead forever than po through this ordeal. But there

was no avoiding it—the law of Atomelot was plain:
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After the Hall of Awakening, the exhibition of the Time-
strip in the Hall of Fame or the Hall of Shame—accord-
ing to fte story.

My obscrvations were interrupted by Attarokib’s
remark that the day was almost gone and thae if T wished
to participate in one of the most important and interest-
ing activities of Niames we must leave at once.

“Bepsafem to Attarokib: Before we go, tell me
what are these tombstones on the wall? Do people die
here too?™

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: Here is the only place
where they can die. There is of course no accidental or
naturzl death for a human persenality. It occurs only
when ordered by the Supreme Court of Niames under
special conditions.”

“Bepsafem to Attarckib: Do you mean that any of
these persons here in the Hall of Shame may be sentenced
to die?”

*Attarckib to Sepsafem: No, certainly not. None
of these run that danger. Only some of those who come
through the fifth section of the Hall of Awakemung, with
only a black escort, may dic. As you have seen, they
are few indeed. The rest, from the second, third, and
fourth sections, will be sent to the hospitals in MNiames,
or back to Earth. And as only some of those who come
here from the fifth section may dig, the others will have
npportunity to rehabilitate themselves,”

“Sepeafem to Attarckib: You speak so simply a-
bout the real death of a human—of an ego person—
and I don’t understand what such death can be Like!™

“Actarokib to Sepsafem: And how can [ explain it
to you? Do you, as a living Exrthman, understand what
the death of the clay body s like?™
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“Bepsafem to Attacokib: No, But I know the re-
sults of it, at least. All Earthmen surmise that they know
the results, thinking it is the exit of the *soul’ from the
human person. I know even better: that it means the lib-
eraticn of the complete human person, together with his
soul, from the clay bady.”

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: Then 1 will tell you the
result of real death. It means the extinction of the por
son's identity, the destruction of the epo and distnibue
tion of its atomic parts over the universe, o that what
was once a human personality ceases to exist.™

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: But what happens to the
soul? Somehow 1 was under the impression that it was
an indestructible entity—"

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: Perishment of the ego bb-
erates his soul, The soul is then in no way longer relat-
ed with the extinguished ego. It bas no personality, and
may be set into 2 newly created ego to serve and enlight-
cn him. The real personality of any human, you know,
iz the epo. Once scparated from the epo the soul loses
all special identity.”

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: Iz there any particular
teason why the features of the extinguished epoes are not
represented on these slabs as is the case with those ad-
mitted o the Hall of Fame?™

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: To inscribe them here at
all is cssential as a record, but to make public cheir feat-
ures would be an unnecessary insule to their memories.”

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: It's dreadful to think of
all this—yet 1 would like to sce the functioning of your
courts.”

*Artarokib 1o Sepsafem: We are going now to one
of the courts!”
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“Scpsafem to Attarckib: Indeed? Why did you
keep it secret? Come, But wait. Whar about my Cap-
tain Hatchet-head? Shall I not at least greet him?™

“Actarokib to Sepmafem: Not now, We shall
meet him later.™

We had reached the end of the Hall of Shame. An
official greeted us as we emerped, and immediately alter
that we were soaring through the atmozsphere of Niames,
which was fast taking on the splendid hues of night.
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CHAPTER TWELVE
THE PAVILION OF JUSTICE

The busiess place in the universe—How [ sat with the jury—
The trial of the pious miser—The Foolstool—How sen-
tence was pronounced—The sadistic bravado—=The pol-
itician who became o mosquito—The tnal of Captain
Hatchet head—How 1 zaved him from che Sahara—The
nch man whe becanie 2 trunp—Armicnment of the re
Loy fanatic—The sentence of death.

a. Ir there was anything I craved (o see in Niames
more than all else it was the courts. T anticipated eager-
ly hearing its procedure and decisions. 1 therefore kept
urging my guide on to greater speed. But although we
soared at a rate doubtless faster than a score of miles to
the minute [ found opportunity to question the guide and
elicit from him some information concerning the courts of
Miames. He told me that there were many divisions of
the courts, and that he did not think we would have time
to visit them all, But he promised to show me a good deal
of them nevertheless. He told me alzo that the function
of the courts was to pass upon the life of every Earthman
and to dispose of him accordingly.

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: We are almost in Ani-
dedarta now—that is the name of the island of the Ni-
amesian courts. Mow since you are so keenly interested
in them, I am poing to do something which will enable
you to see their functionine from the most advantageous
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angle. I am going to ask one of the chief judges to let
us serve on his jury.”

“Sepsafem to Attarokip: | a juror in Niames?
Why that is wonderful-~and perhaps too much. What
dn I know about your lawe?™

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: As much as any Niames-
man juror. We are poverned chietly by the umversal laws
of commen sense, and all the jurors are simply Earthmen
who have distinguished themselves with applied common
EETISE.

My questions were interrupted by our arrival in
Amidedarta. Attarolob led me at once into a beautiful
structure of enormous proportions, occupying several
score square miles of space, and divided into many pavil-
ions. In each pavilion a court was in session 2t the time
of our arrival.

Concerning the beauty of the place 1 can hardly give
maore than the mercst sugpeztion, The flocrs and walls
were of inlaid pemwork. The domelike roofs of the pa-
vilions were carved out of single rocks of blue-white
diamond, decp red ruby, or polychromatic opal. The
different types of cupolas, T dizcovered, are changed con-
stantly to indicate whether one or another divison is hold-
ing its sittings.

The most astounding thing about the Niamesian
courts was the orderliness ol all their processes and con-
duct—aorder maintained by forces that did not obtrude
themselves in the pavilion dramas. [t was az if every
thing took place without being guided, and yet the ab-
senoe of any conflice indicated plainly a prearrangement
of details governing the least minutie. Those who were
to stand trial arrived betimes in the proper court and
pavilion. Those who were to participate in the jury were
present in their assigned places. The judpes and presid-
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ing officers carried on with a precision that indicated they
knew well their duties. Those apainst whom 2 sentence
was passed went to accept it without being urged, with-
out the exercise of force, and without special puards to
enforce it

The gigantic proportions of Anidedarta must have
demanded the presence of millions of orderlies to direct
the machinery of the courts, to guide the persons come ta
be tried, their friends, their accusers, their defenders, and
the innumerable spectators, and to see to the countless
details attendant upon courts in session. Yet there was
no sign of attendants, while the procedure was not in-
terrupted by any delay or discrepancy. In one vast pavil-
ion a trial was going on at which several million inter-
ested persons were present. They had flattened their per-
sons temporarily so as to occupy less space: bue although
there was not one orderly to direct them there was no
crowding, no inconvenience, no distemper. Ofttimes
when the judges needed special records and other things
connected with the functioning of the courts, there was
no business of sending someone to look for them and der
lay of the trial in the meantime. The judpes simply put
farth their hands to a certain hellow place over the round
tables at which they presided; what they desired instant-
ly came forth, as if some special supervising department
had anticipated the need. When no longer wanted, it
was simply replaced on the other side of the table,
wherefrom 1t vanished promptly.,

In my estimation this was the busiest of all places,
A million things were done in a minute, despatched with
nstantaneous facility, quietly, automatically, in the best
uf order. Everyone knew his lace, knew what to do,
and when and how to do it, without subjection to annoy-
ing directions, :
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"Sepsafem to Attarokib: This is marvelous, this is
extraordinary! But who is directing it all? If I were to
stand trial in one of these courts I would not know what
to do first, or where and when to go. Yet I see everyone
carrying on as if he were participating in some well
rehearsed play!™

* Attarokib to Sepsafem: There are millions of Ni-
amesian officials occupied with the management of the
efficiency of our courts, issuing a continual stream of
messages to all who come near Anidedarta or who are
wanted here. Everyone moving sbout here does so by
direction. You cannot perceive the millions of messapes
because they are communicated directly to those for
whom they are intended, and such signals as concern us
particularly are issued to me because I am officially your
puide. However, 1 have received only this order: To po
freely through the coures, wherever your fancy leads.
There is one exception, a definite instruction for our
appearance, But of this you shall learn in due time.”

By this time we had made our way into one of the
large pavilions where a handsome and dignified Niames-
ian judge was calling out the names of those who were
to act as jurors in the sestion about to begin, Great was
my amazement, though this aceorded with what T had al-
ready observed of the invisible and precize direction of
the courts, when Attarokib’s name was called and, im-
mediately after him, my own name. We were the sixry-
ninth and seventieth jurors, completing the proper num-
ber. 1 followed Attarckib in taking my place upon the
jury dais. We exchanged a polite greeting with the judge
as we took our places upon soft seats that reminded me
of the chairs in Villa Longanim.

“Bepsafem to Attarckib: I see you lost no time in
l‘.ll:ltain:ing places for us. Yem will have to help me in my
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duties, however, since | know nothing concerning them.”

" Attarokib to Sepsafem: You need not be worried.
Everything here will be explained by the judge. Our
sessions are divided in this court into three parts—Per-
sonal, Civil. and Criminal. As we change the character
of our sitting, the color of the cupcla above us will alter.
But here comes the first trial.”

€[2.  The judpe, directing his communication to the
jury, announced that we were to sit as a Personal Court.
1 glanced at the dome of the pavilion. It was like a single
chandslier of blue-white chamond. 1 turned my sipht next
upon the defendant. He was a man with a rather self-
gatisfied air, as if he marveled that it should be necessary
to try him. At his right hand stond his white escore, and
at his Jeft hand his black puard—the lase much the fatter
of the two.

The session was opened with a number of questions
that the judge addressed to the man on tral. All the in-
tercommunication in the court was free, so that everyone
present could receive it, except part of the discussion
among the jurors and between ;ugg-:: and jury.

*Do you understand,” said the judge to the accused,
“that you are here to have your recent lifedin-clay re-
viewed, and your person dizposed of accordingly?”

The accused nodded.

Do you understand that your two personal escorts,
white and black, are respectively your defender and ac-
cuser: Again the accused nodded.

“Do you understand thar your personal condition,
the fact that your form ig approximately three-fourths
opaque, indicates that you have probably failed to ac
complish what you proposed to do in your inclayment?”
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“My Timestrip will show,” the accused replied af-
ter some hesitation.

“Then let us proceed to the review of the Time-
strip,” the judge ordered.

Immediately the Tmmestrip of the accused was dis-
played upon a crystal sheet in frunt of the court. As its
scenes sped on 1 realized that this was not a complete
Timestrip but had been cut in many places to climinate
what was regarded by bath the accuser and defender as
irrelevant in the Personal Court. Mor was the Timestrip
allowed to run its course. It was stopped again and a-
gain to allow the rival escorts to argue according to the
evidence of the Timestnip. Said the black escort, during
a scene in @ church where his charge was attending Sun-
day services:

“You see that my honored father, here, was a good
churchman. Every tenth or twelfth time he came to
church he would piously open up his purse and drop
mto the poor-box a whole copper, deploring that they
minted no smaller coins—and he unable to cut them in
two! You can sce that during the circle of a year the
poor of the land cost him five or six coppers. There are
some bright years when his generosity yiel?:iid up as many
as seven pieces of metal. When one takes into considera-
tion that he was worth a pood forty thousand pold pieces
and lately had an income of ten thousand gold pieces
yearly it is evident that my honorable parent was a most
charitable person, generous to a faule—"

I cannot render an account of his entire address, for
it was marked by preat length and exhaustiveness, keep-
ing pace, however, with the speed of the Timestnip, But
the black guard of the accused, (whom he persisted in
calling honorable father, honorable parent, honorable
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progenitor,—much to the latter’s discom{ort—) did not
neglect a single personal faule or sin in the subject of his
accugation, the facts being corrcborated by the Time
strip. It was demonstrated that its central obiect had
been a Godfearing and even pious man, but—the chief
Personal charge against him—odiously miserly. He had
underpaid his help, overcharged his customers, declined
to h£ with more than words those whom he called
friends, was nigeardly in clothing his family and himself,
stingy with food, (one scene of the Timestrnip—it evoked
a burst of laughter in the court room—showed him
counting the bgans his wife had taken to cook a soup
with,) and he charged an enormous interest for his
money, which was loaned only to those who left a most
valuable security,

Apainst these telling accusations the white guard,
smaller in size than his black twin, argued vahantly, He
painted out that the accused was, on the whole, a fine
fellow, He did not consciously lie, he never went about
gossiping and speaking evil of people, he was not cone
ceited, he never deliberately insulted anyone, and he
prayed sincerely for puidance. His only true fault was a
mental weakness on the score of the rarer metals of
Earth. This, declared the able defender, was in reality
the fault of the hypoeritical accuser who had encouraged
the man's stinginess, flattered his exapgerated thriftiness,
and threatencd him with dire consequences whenever he

t a coin for charity, for his family’s welfare, or for
his ownsel.

It was a very able defence, 1 thought, and remark-
ed as much to Artarokib, who readily agreed with me.
He added chat it was the anticpation.of this defence
which had made the accused feel so cocksure of himself.
The presiding judge interrupted us by asking the jurors
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to express their views. The first jurer declared that he
thought the miserliness of the accused should be excused
on the ground that it was a disease in him rather than a
crime. next juror offered a defence for another per-
sonal wrong with which the accused was charged. This
thing continued thmuiehmt the jury. By the time At-
tarokib’s turn came, he being sixty-ninth, he declared
that he thought no further defence was necessary, I was
much embarrassed to be asked for my opmion next.
However, being the last juror, I did my best to follow
the lead of my colleapues in defending the accused, 1
confessed, however, that [ had a profound personal prej
ucice agamnst black guards,

“That fecling,” the judpe remarked, while my fel-
low-jurors smiled, “is one in which we all join. But as
there are no judges or jurors available who feel differ-
ently, we must do our best to be impareial. However, it
is certain that the accused is more to be pitied than con-
demned for his Personal faults. Yet to acquit him wholly
would be an error, for it would leave him still cursed by
the fault of miscrliness. We must make him fecl that he
ought to rid himself of this blemish in his character.™

The first jurer declared that he thought a brief
assignment of the accused to the Foolstool would serve
that purpose. There was unanimous approval of that
suggestion, though I relrained from saying anything, not
knowing what the Foolstool might be, The judge then
announced the verdiet. The accuser’s white guard ac-
cepted it instantly. The black guard, however, objected
vehemently, He argued that the accused was too much in
love with Earthly metals to be cured by the Fool-
stool. He spun over the last part of the Timestrip show-
ing the activitics of the accused after his death.

263



MIGRANTS OF THE STARS

“See how he loved his gold!™ he cried. “See how he
deserted not his silver bags even after he was free of the
clay! Five full months he haunted his house, embraced
his rotting coffers by the hour, and even went to dun
certain debtors who had taken advantage of his demise to
delay payment of their notes unul the straightening of
his accounts would reveal their debts. How it hurt him
to see them eating heartily while their debts to him were
overdue! Only after he had been danperously weakened
by scul-hunger did he pive up the fight to retain his
Earthly riches. We brought him here in a moment when
he seemed cured of his metal-madness, fearing that he
might be seized by his ewil inchination again, And we
have waited half this month for the trial. He will never
cvercome this love of Earth-metals except by experience
on Earth, where he should be sent for this purpose.”

The black guard had only his arpument for his
pains. The judge declared that the Foclstool should be
piven the first opportunity to cure the accused, and this
verdict was put immediately into execution,

Q3. Inanalcove at the rear of the pavilion in which
the court sat, in full sight of all in the pavilion, a plain
high stool stood in front of 4 black sheet of crystal. The
black guard, making the best of hiz defeat, maliciously
led his charge, with a disgusting air of pomposity, to-
ward this Foolstool, and helped him with an air of mock
ceremony to climb upon it As won as the man was
seated the black crystal was lighted up and an animated
scene was exhibited in it, after the manner of the Time-
strip display, although no Timestrip was now in evi-
dence. I recognized immediately that the location of the
scene was on Earth. On the roof of a brick structure of
two stories a little army of creatures, closely resembling
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the black guard of the man on the Foolstool, but much
smaller in size, was looking up toward the floating
moon, jumping up and down o evident excitement.
Suddendy about cvery third one of the creatures fell
down and remained motionless,

A sccond scene replaced this one in a twinkling.
It was in a handsomely appointed cabin of a great ship
cailing smoothly over the ocean. At a heavily laden wble
sat a middle-aged man and a woman of some forty-odd
years, feasting royally. Two servants were hovering a-
bout and seeing to their comfort. The courmandous
couple partook heartily of champagne and revealed plaine
ly that they were comfurtable, at peace with the world,
and enjoying their voyape eo the fullest extent, The first
scene had not visibly impreszed the aeensed. The seeond
one, however, caused hum to squirm uncomfortably on
the Foclstool, to look about him with an air of shame
and eonfusion, and linally to hide his fice in his hands.

Quickly a third scene was substituted. In a richly
furnished room a proup of flashily dressed young men
of Tashicn were gathered sbout a paming wable. Dice roll-
ed back and forth over the green surface, and heaps of
pold coin and bank notes chanped hands with every
throw. It was a lively gathering and livelier crowd, the
padety and recklessness being auxiliarated by frecly flow-
ing liquors. Before very long it became apparent that
ane of the youngest of the people present was losing
steadily. He kept drawing currency from his purse and
throwing it upon the table, rarely ever taking enough to
lose upan the next case. He was unsteady under the in-
fluence of strong deink, and parted in a few minutes with
a small fortune. This scene had the effect of causing the
accused to groan in agony and finally, a picture {:l!";:iiect
misery, to gaze pitecouely towarde the judge and jury.
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Lastly the roof of the brick structure came into view
again. The creatures thereon who had not fallen in the
iuddm;vh@mthﬂ;nwmmkﬂ:mmhddingagmnd
funeral for their fallen comrades. They carried all their
brethren on a huge plank atop their heads toward a hill
vutside the town, bent apparently on having a ceremoni-
ous burial. They were walking thus very slowly, with
drooping shoulders and saddened mien, when the crystal
became glau:k once more, The judge ordered the accused
to return to his place in court.

The accused now addressed the judge. He declared
that he realized the folly of his mania for gold; that he
regretted his niggardliness towards his wife—which had
resulted in her marrying his chief business competitor;
that he thought it very fitting that his hoarded gold
ehould be spent by the two to increase his competitor's
business and provide them with surfeit of pleasores; that
he was broken hearted because he had restrained his two
sons unreasonably since now that they were suddenly in
possession of gold they were squandering their inherit-
ance recklessly and fell easy victims to professional sharp-
£rs,

Two things happened in the court while he was
speaking. The black puard shrank until he was only
two-thirds as fat as before, and a host of new people ar-
rived and took places in front of the court. The judge
declared that since the accused was rid of his miserliness,
his other personal wrongs were balanced by his better
qualities, and the creatures bormn of these wrongs were
already dead, as shown on the black crystal. The court
was therefore ordered to resume its sitting as a Civil
session. Immediately, the dome of the pavilion changed
its color to a polychromatic opal. ‘The procedure was the
same as before, but new parts of the Timestrip were
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shown; and then many people were permitted to come
forward, after the exhibition of the Timestrip, who de-
clared themselves directly interested parties on account
of their own relations with the defendant on Earth or as
representatives of their kin who had had such relations.

It was soon evident that the accused had not a single
friend among this mass of voluntary witnesscs, There
wasn't a soul to say a good word for him, There was
not a shred of evidence that he had ever helped a person
in distress. On the contrary he was revealed as a heart-
lezs employer {whose laborers toiled seven days in the
week), a pitiless landlord, an obdurate creditor, and a
selfish exploiter of all with whom he had had contace by
way of business. [ understood that characters as rotten
as this one were far from common, that most people had
redeeming features i their persons. In the present case,
however, the peculiar hatefulness of the man had given
tisc to such a feeling of resentment in all who had dealt
with him that they demanded unanimously thar he
should be made to right their wrongs on Earth,

The black guard enjoyed a tremendous advantage
over the white one now. The picty of the accused, which
had been permitted to stand him in good stead in the
Personal Court, was now turned against him—the black
guard arguing that one who represented himself as a
devoted servant of God had therefore less excuse tobe a
scoundrel in his dealings with the creatures of God.

When the judge placed the case in the jury's hands,
it was supgested that he might be defended on the ground
that he never enjoyed his own riches. Several jurors rose
and addressed the witnesses, and the victims of the ae-
cused, urging them to be lendent on this basis. But there
was such unanimous resentment apainst him, especially
among those who were present to represent their kins-
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folk who were yet on Earth and suffering even at the
time of the trial from the grasping and oppressive acts
of the accused as landlord and creditor, that a majority
of the jury felt compelled to acquiesce to the just de-
mands of the accusers. They declared that the former
miser was worthy to be sent back to Earth to right his
wrongs if he would, and improve his person,

Relatives of the accused now came to the fore and
appealed for mercy. They asked that during the coming
reinclayment the accused should be given an escort who
would prescrve him from falling into greater grief, The
judge refused to grant this appeal, puinting out that this
would nullify any penuine opportunity for such freedom
of action as would tend to improve the reinclayé’s per-
son. “The accused has failed in his last inclayment to
achieve the purposes of his Earthlife,” the judge conclud-
ed, “but the coming reinclayment will mean for him
not only an opportunity to right his past wrongs but a
second opportunity to become a perfect stellarian and a
Miamesian Master. An escort as requested would void
the second opportunity, which is worth the added risk,
Accused is ordered to the twenticth salon in the Palace
of Birth Contral unless otherwise decided in the Crimi-
nal session, which will begin at once.”

No sooner had the judge uttercd the last words
than the dome of the pavilion changed its color to a deep
ruby red. The Personal Court had dealt with those deeds
of the accused which were in the nature of wrongs a-
gainst himself, wrongs that did viclence to his own soul,
and the Civil Court had reviewed such wrongs to his
fellowmen as viclated their natural property rights; the
Criminal Court dealt with wrongs done to the persons
of humans. In the last, as in the Civil Court, the victims
of the accused were in fact his judges, the jurors acting
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with the white guard as his defenders and, when una-
voidable, affirming the just demands of the victims.

Many earnest as well as petty charges were brought
against the accused, ranging from insulting his servants
to causing illness in a poor family of his tenants by hav-
ing them put out for non-payment of rent during the win-
ter. The white guard’s defence was poor, there being
little to say in favor of the accused. But the jury saved
him by appealing to his victims, who were convinced that
the verdict standing against him in the Civil Court made
him already an unfortunate to be pitied.

That the sentence of reinclayment was regarded by
all as a profound misfortune, almost the greatest of mis-
fortunes, and certainly with more sorrow than we regard
a funeral on Earth, 1 observed alsa from the demeanors
of the accused and his kinsfolk when he left for the Pal-
ace of Birth Control to await an upportunity to be born
un Earth in circumstances which would enable him to
come in eontack with these he had wronpged or their
children. The renl earnestness of this sentence, and the
reason why such effort to avoid it was made, I under-
stood even better when Attarckib explained it to me. He
told me that the mere fact a person is assipned to stand
trial in Niames in iezelf is a calamity to him and a source
of unease to his fricnds—except when it is someone who
passed through the Hall of Fame. Tt means that his ex-
pedition to Earth was a failure. His hopes of obtaining
promotion are shattered: whether he shall be able to re-
turn even to his own planct is doubtful, for he has lent
himself to hatred of his fellowmen instead of learning
to love them. The condition of his assignment to an
Earthly career was that his success should be measured
by the degree in which he loved his fellowmen:—his
failure, by the degree in which he lent himzelf to hating
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Gedly ereatures like himelf. Having returned now with
anything but an admirable record—which he realizes be-
cause of his passage through the Hall of Shame—he une
derstands the dangers of the undertaking to hizs own
pErson.

He recalls the ohstacles that are placed from birth in
the path of any who would love all peoples. He remem-
bers clearly the misleading character of all Earthly phe-
nomena. He thinks back with horror on his cradle days
when, even so early, he was taught to feel antaponistic
to alien folk. He judges now by the weight of his own
experience the mmpediments that minimize a person's
chances of developing himself into a liberal-hearted hu-
man, a whaole-souled idealist, a true friend of human-
kind, He knows how easy it is on Barth to err in many
respects, He knows that his return to Earth means that,
without his being conscious of it, he will be placed in
many crucial situations in which hiz conduct may right
one of the wronge of his first Earthlife; and that invariab-
ly the right and ultimately advantageous course will seem
at the time to be against his best interests, whilst the con-
trary course will seem most profitable; and that the like-
lihood of his choosing on Earth to sacrifice his immediate
personal advantage in order to promote a hypothetical
larger good will be comparatively amall.

In view of the possibility of his returning after an-
other unhappy career on Earth not only unimproved
but ¢cven a greater scoundrel than at first, it is hardly
any wonder that the sentence of reinclayment is a most
bitter one for him. He would greatly prefer remaining
in Niames and having the opacities of his form abolished
there, even at the cost of much suffering, For he would
be sure at least of being able, after some years, to return
to the happy lifc on his own planet, even if he will he
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barred from visiting others; whereas a second career on
Earth may result in his losing even the right to return
to his native star. But when the appeals of the accused
and his kinsfolk are not heeded, he must retumn again
to Barth to risk the Life-in-clay, this time for the double
purpose of winning stellidan promotion and undoing
the wrongs of his first inclayment.

While Attarokib was telling me this the ruby-red
cupola of the pavilion was suddenly lit up by a flash of
green. Seeing thig, all in the court eried, “The Verdict
15 Just!™ Immediately after that the sentenced man lefe
the court and the color of the dome changed again to
blue-white.

"Sepsafem to Attarokib. What was the meaning
of the green flash?™

“Attarckib to Sepsafern: It was the approval of
the Supreme Court, necessary for the execution of any
sentence. All trials arve followed in the Supreme Court.
When a sentence i3 harsher than it should be the dome
becomes black. This means that a new trial must be
held, and the judpe and jury that erred on the side of
severity are disqualified for service in the courts for a
week, There cannat be error on the side of mercy. The
green flash indicates the approval of the Supreme Court.
And pow we shall have another trial, sitting as a Per
sonal Court.™

{[4.  The accused in the next trial turmed out to
have been a bravado and generally bad character. He
had been a burglar and highwayman, as opportunity of-
fered, in one of the countries of Fastern Furope. In the
Persanal Court we ordered him to a hospital to be cured
of the twisted condition of certain sections of his brain
after the other courts would dizpose of him, In the Civil
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sitting, upon intercession of both judge and jury, all who
had suffered property losses at his hands forgave him,
agreeing that his assipnment to a hospital was the proper
treatment under the circumstances, But he was not done.

It was demonserated in the Criminal Court that in
his lighway robberdes he had taken a ficree deliaht in
frightening his victims, enjoying an orgy of Sadism at
every opportunity. In one instance he had so frightencd
a woman in a eoach by threatening to kidnap the little
daughter who was with her that the poor mother was
suffering horribly cven at the very time of the trial.
There was a long chain of similar atrocities, inflicted
with a view o causing his victims mental agony. For
this most of the suflercrs, in particular the kin of the
unfortunate mother whom 1 have mentioned, would not
forgive him, The black guard, who had raged impotent-
ly when the accused was not sentenced in cither of the

svious courts to be reinclayed, insisted now that he
should be given that sentence.

Hard thoush the jury tricd to induce the kinsfolk
of the absent victims t undertake to forpive the accused,
they and a few of his victims who were present in per-
son declined. In justice to them it wae necessary to or
der the accused tor be reinclayed. The judge declared
however, that sinee in the present condition of his char-
acter there could be nn hope that a normal inclayment
would do the acevsed himself any good, he would be in-
clayed az a low swamp antmal that would nften be hunt-
ed but not killed until he had lived as many years as the
total years of agony suffercd by his victims—during
which time he would remain conscious of his identity.
At the end of his term he could go to the Niamesian
hogpital for his eure,
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Hearing the harshness of this sentence, most of the
unfortunate's victims who were present forgave him in
order to reduce the term of his punishment. But there
was one objector—the black puard. He cried out that
in his condition the inclayé would never do any wrong,
and the creatures born out of his past wrongs would
have no opportunity for satiation. The judge, granting
the rightness of this claim, ordered the accused to find for
cach of those creatures a dead frop. The back guard
was no more satisfied than before, but there was no
sympathy for him. The flashing of a green light approv-
ed the sentence, and we saw the aceused leave the court,
sad and no lictle inghtened,

qs. We next tried in three sittings a man who had
been a professional politician of the low type. He had
enjoyed a2 succeswlul career in one of the largest citics
on Earth. It was shown that he had been very easy to
buy, and ready to buy everyone with honors and, especi-
ally, praft. He had betrayed his people and government,
had never taken a step in his political carcer without first
caleulating how mu:E he would personally benehit by it;
had lived for nothing but personal gain, under a mask of
devotion to public service; had never earned an honest
penny. His petty peculations and gross malfcasances
were 50 numerous that it grew tresoimne to see them un-
folded by the Timestrip. In view of the testimony and
appeals of many people for whom he had obtained fa-
vors that were vital to their welfare, although he had not
had their good in mind but his own profic, we sentenced
him, in the Personal Court, to a Niamesian hospital.

In the Civil Court there appeared, among others,
a special represcntative for the whole country in which
hee hisd lived and demanzhed an accounting of all the funds
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he had stolen and caused to be stolen under various pre-
texts from the public treasuries. The sum amounted to
a stappering number of millions. He was freed of this
obligation, inwwer, both because much of this plunder-
ing was shown by the white puard to have been the only
means by which certain public improvements, as the
establishment of free hospitals for the poor, had been ac-
complished, and because it was not demonstrated that
during his regime another man was willing to take his

lace in the government who would have behaved more
innnsll}r. But it was decreed that if within the next
hundred years a professional politician more honest than
he would arrive in Niames, then the present defendant
would be punished according to his deserts. One of the
jurors, during the discussion preceding the announce
ment of this verdict, remarked that it was as pood as an
acquittal, since there was little likelihood of a more hon-
est pelitician appearing in even a thousand years. But
even he admitted that this sentence was just.

In the Criminal Court, however, the ruthless con-
duct of the defendant with his rivals and political op-
ponents, his fabrications of false charges against them,
his falsification of public issues, won him a peculiar sen-
tence: It was decreed that he should spend the hundred
years of doubting whether he would be punished by the
Civil Courts, on Earth—as a mosquito. Since he had re-
ceived public money without giving any return for it,
it would be his duty constantly to tour the country he
had betrayed and agitate daily among the meosguitoes,
exhorting them not to sting human beings. Of course,
since he would be fully conscious of his true personality
during this time, there was no danger that he would do
any stinging on his own account. Upcon appeal of his
kinsmen the court rt]ented?hy saying that if he would
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reform a single mosquite before the cnd of the hundred
years, or if he would be killed by human beings, he might
return to MNiames at once and bepin his term in the hos
pital without further danger ol punichment in the event
of the rising of an honest politician.

There was no objection to this verdict except from
the black guard, and he was ignored. As the flash of
green in the cupola above us indicated the approval of
the Supreme Court, Attarckib offcred a private come
ment i me:

“Attarokib to Scpsafem: Ah—he will be back ina
few months.”

“Sepsafem to Attarckib: Why don’t you think he
will serve his century? If vou suppose someone will fall
tim, I do not think so—people haven't the foresight to
kill mosquitoes before they sting. Or do you think he
will reform a mosquito?™

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: Neither—I suppose nei-
ther, Dut being a politician he knows well the secret
of keeping in the public eye—and he knows how easy it
15 to get killed that way, But while you were trying to
imagine what I had thought, why didn’t you suppose 1
supposed he would succeed in bribing his way cut? That
would be like him!™

“depaafem to Attarokib: Like him to try—but as
a mosquito he will have nothing to bribe with except his
sting—and who will want that?”

ﬂg. The cupala had now resumed its beautiful blue-

white color and the next defendant took his place. My

astonishment was great to behold my Captain Hatchet-

head! Nor was I merely surprised, but embarrassed too

—ta st in judgment over his acts. 1 mentinned ths to

Artarokib, He informed mE:IT that I could get myself ex-
. o]
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cused from the jury if | wished—there would be a sub-
stitute in @ moment; but he advised me that there was
no wrong in my serving on the jury, I determined there-
fore to stay, The trial went on in the usual way.

The captain was freely acquitted in the Personal
session. Even his excessive drinking was declared to have
been sufficiently offset by the shame he had suffered on
this account in the Hall of Shame. The black guard
made much of one thing—that the captain had taken
pride in being a confirmed atheist, having convinced him-
self in his youth that there was no Creator, and adhered
faithfully to this belicf until the day of his demise in the
clay. Upon defence of the white guard that this was not
a wrong, but rather an error in judgment, the court de-
creed that no punishment was fitting under the circum-
stances, Despite protest of the black escort he was re
manded to the Civil session,

Here he was speedily despatched to the next court;
he had been very just and upright with his fellows and
the few inadvertent wrongs recorded against him were
canceled without difficulty. Then, in the Criminal
Court, the same thing occurred. He had not done any
kiling—even i the army—for he was an engineer.
There was none whom he had so treated that he held it
against him now. A few slight matters were easily
settled. The captain’s life, by his Timestrip, had been a
model of honesty, of liberalism, respect for all people, and
ready helpfulness to all who needed his good services.
He had even often expressed his disapproval of war and
colonial oppression. An honorable acquittal was indica-
ted, but the black puard interposed a serious objection.
He pointed out that, being grown as large as the white
guard, his arguments ought to carry an cqual amount of
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weight. When asked how he had come to grow so large
despite the fine conduct of the accused he replied by eay-
ing it was duc to his progenitor’s atheistic hallucination.

“My honored father,” the black guard declared,
“had always before hin a host of proofs of the existence
of a Supreme Being, yet he blinded, deluded and deceiv-
cd humself, wilfully denied the evidence of his own sen-
ses, and thereby poisoned his soul and darkened its light.
Living this lie, and misleading others by it, his form has
grown opague and 1 have grown fat. Now, he gave me
birth and lite, and owes me support. Justice demands that
he be sent back to Earth to support me or destroy me. Is
there no Jonger justice in Anidedarta™”

There was no juror willing to agree to a sentence of
weinclayment, but the judpe declared that since the
justice of the black puard’s argument was not refuted,
he would have to call in a judge from the Court of Ex-
traordinary Justice, to indicate what would be a proper
way out of this dilemma. This official appeared immedi-
ately. The trial was reviewed, and the special judge offer-
cd us the following extraordinary decision: That, with-
out undergoing reincliyment, the captain should be sent
to the Sahara desert to count the particles of sand in it,
and to do so until his black guard will grow sick of it,
become a nervous wreck, and dic of aggravation. Qur
advisor remarked that he proposed this particular pun-
ishment for the Captain because he felt sure that in
counting the particles of sand in the desert the Captain
will grow to understand the greatness of its Creator
while at the same time his prolonged stay in the arid re-
Rions will cure him of any lingering over-love of certain
liguids.

This rather witty decision was far from finding
favor. The black guard raged impotently, and the rela-
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tives of the captain, as well as a host of friends, clamor-
ed that it was inordinately harsh, and that his whele Life
wae good enough to earn the Capeain a full acquittal,
with a term in a hospital to cure himself of his opacity.
The majority of the jury, however, were satisfied that
it was a good way of getting rid of the black guard, and
the judge was about to pronounce the verdict when 1
rose to speak,

My embarrassment was great, for now all eyes were
turned toward me. Though 1 had not done any special
pleading hitherto, I put forward my best efforts to sway
the court in favor of Captain Hatchet-head. 1 argued
that the Captain’s hallucination had been of a very per-
somal sort and was hardly properly the business of a
Criminal sitting. In proof nrthis 1 pointed out that he
had kept his opinions to himself except when overindul-
gence in liquor loosened his tongue. Even then, he had
always respected the opinion of those who differed with
him. I deduced from this that he had cared more for his
bottle than for his atheistic belief {pointing out many
occasions when for a quart of pood whiskey he would
gladly have promised to pray matins and vespers daily,)
-—and | maintained that on the charge of alccholic ex-
cesses he already stood acquitted. Since his wrong con-
sigted rather of near-drunkenness than anything else,
and since for this he had already been sufficiently pun-
ished by his own shame, I concluded by demanding a
full acquittal. As for the black guard, though the Cap-
tain’s acquittal would be a death-sentence to him, what
chfference whether he died of apgravation or by order
ul the court?

To my surprise, my arguments were recived with
the hearty approbation of all except the black guard, and
before 1 had resumed my seat the judge announced the
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verdict: a free acquirtal, with assignment to a huepital
for curing of the Captain’s opacity. The black guard
fell dead mstantly and was born out by two officials.
But the trial was by no means over. Even ag the green
light of approval flashed in the cupola, the Captain ad-
dressed himself to the court. He thanked the judge and
jury, and me particularly, mentioning that he realized
how fortunate he was to be freely acquitted after coming
to court with a black guard as big as his white one—
eomething that did not often happen. But he declared
that he wished not to bear the stigma of his error and
felt ashamed to go to a hospital to be cured of such a
silly sickness as not to have believed that there is a Crear
tor. He asked to be reinclayed and iranl:ed a free oppor-
tunity to make good his mistake by his own efforts. The
court readily acquicsced, assigning him to the third salon
in the Palace of Birth Control. With a final bow of
thanks the captain left the court, accompanied by many
triends and relatives.

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: I am proud to have been
of service to him—he is a wonderful man.”

"Attarckib to Sepeafem: You did very well. It was
for this I was ordered to have you here.”

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: What surprises me is that
1 person should be able to have his own friends and even
kinsfolk on his jury!™

“Artarckib to Sepsafem: Why not? Qur juries de-
fend the accused anyway, since his black guard is usually
# very able %Jmsr:cumr. The main thing is that we try
te dispose of each individual according to what will be
just and acceptable to those that have claims against
him—and according to what will be best for himeelf.
Sometimes we lean too far on the side of justice—but
there are checks apainst that also.”
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qr. Though | wished to question Attarokib on this
| was given no opportunity to do su then, for my atten
tion was required at the next trial. "The accused, his
Timestrip indicated, had been a very nich man, the pos-
eessor of millions and ¢f vast power on Earth. He was
charged with and found guilty of having believed him-
gelf to be & ver:table pod; of having been inordinately
vain and proud; of having believed lumself to be truly
without equal on Earth in wasdom, ability, and greatness
ot personzality; of having been always wo busy to see
those who necded his assistance; of having regarded his
wealth as golely his own, not a trust to be expended for
the pocd of hes Lelliwmen, sy the one ne passed through
the %;'jl and Criminal Courts | had not much hope for
him. There were very few to utter a good word in his
favor-—he had acquired his wealth by anything but the
fairest and most honorable means. 1 was not at all surpris-
ed that he was sentenced to live seven lives on Earth asa
beggar and tramp, so that he might learn to feel sym-
pathy {or certain classes of his fellowmen whom be had
dezpised. When the sentence was pronounced he made a
wotion as if to say something, but the judge cut him
short with—"Not now— come later—about 250 years
lpter—we are very busy now!™ T ow hem leave for the
Palace of Birth Control, a sad and pitiable figure, so that
I was tempted to recall my consent o the verdict and ask
for a reduction of the sentence. But already the next
trial was in progress.

A man who had been 2 poor laborer stood before us.
He answered the judpe’s questions in a spiritless way
and trembled conspicuously whilst the long list of his
wrongdoings was displayed and expatiated upon by a
husky black guard, Suddenly the judge put an end to the
proceedings. “This man is too sick and unnerved to
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stand trial,” he said. “His case postponed for six months,
He will remain until then in Asataves to recuperate.”

Hearing these words, the disappointed prosecutor
cried out: “But what of me? Where shall 1 find a place
{for myself until the tral?™ The judpe’s reply was, in
e¢ffect: “In the meantime you can go to Hell and warm
yourself. We shall send for you in due time.”

g5 While Atcarokib was telling me that many who
came up spiritually beoken from the experiences in the
clay were sent to the hospitals of Niames to recuperate,
the mext trial began. The accused was the greatest crim-
mal whom we had dealt with hitherto. We had great
difficulty to sequit him in the Personal scssion. In the
Civil session even bus relatives did not object to a con-
viction, But the worst came in the Criminal session
when, among many serious crimes, murder was charped.

The accused had been 2 religious fanatic of the
workt sort, an aggressive prosclytizer, a vindictive partis-
an. He had incited a mob to the massacre of a small
community prciicing a religion not widely accepted in
the land. About twenty had been lulled in the assault,
and more than one hundred wounded, During the trial
it became clear that the accused had been wandering for
years ina world of void until che lase one of thoese wound:
ed in the rioting had dicd. They were all present now,
for they had to sanction whatever verdice the court might
1sue. The evidence of their suffering made the whale
court to shudder.,

The exhibition of the Timestrip and the address of
his black guard were a ternible experience. He was the
largest of the black guards whom I had seen in all Atome:
lot. There wasn't a white guard to oppose him, and for
once the sympathy of the court was not with the accused.
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Nevertheless judge and jury strived sincerely to take the
place of the white guard and find a loophole in the black
guard’s charges, But it was impossible, It was shown
that during the rioting the defendant, who had played
the role of a holy man, was at home committing an act so
atrocious that it would have been disgusting in the low-
est of Earthmen, Hard though [ tried, 1 could not find
in my heart a thought in defence of the accused.

When the wictims had been heard,—their unani-
mous demand was death—the judge and jury consulted
at great length. The situation was mteresting—the black
guard was defending the accused, arpuing against a sent-
ence of death and in favor of reinclayment for a long
term as a punishment. At my request the judge explain-
ed that this was because a sentence of death against the
accused meant death also for his black guard who,
though he would act as executioner, could not continue
living when his progenitor’s identity was destroyed. 1
asked further why, in this instance, we should not heed
the black puard apainst the harsher demands of his
victims, The judge patiently explained to me that in
his present condition the accused could not be benefited
by a return to Earth., The light of his pcrson was all
gone, there would be no impulse in him, once his past
memory was obliviated, to do anything pood, and he
would be nothing but a willing slave of Earth's ewil
forces, a scourge upon his fellows,

Yet [ was not satisfied. Could even murder reduce
a human to such a state of hopelessness that he was no
longer fit to survive in the universe? Not usually, the
judge explained. When murder is committed in the heat
of terrible passion or rage or even deliberately but with a
definite purpose of personal gain inspired by need—as
when there is intzntion to rob thy vizrim—there is no ne-
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cessity to impose death upen the murderer, The redeem-
ing feature in the erime leaves him an opening, however
elight, to recover his personal goodness, and such an op-
portunity is granted through reinclayment. But when
murder is committed or instipated for sheer love of blood-
shed, or out of caleulated hatred for the victim based on
differences that should be tolerated in 2 fellow human—
differences in social position, or in nativity, or, as in the
case before us, in belief—this iz high crime without re-
deeming feature, sheer inhuman villainy thae places the
perpetrator on a different plane from his fellows, for he
has logt the power to redeem himself. His removal from
the universe is best for everyone—except his black puard,

‘This reasoning finally moved me, and a few jurors
who like myself had hesitated to condernn a human to
real extinction, to refrain from f{urther objections. A-
midst the protest of the black guard the accused was
sentenced to die, and pending approval of the Supreme
Court, to spend the next year in Dreampit. Instantly
the doomed man was aslecp and floating in the air. He
was remaved, and soon the next trisl was ready to begin.

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: There are a few things
1 wish to ask you. Moreover, I would like 2 rest from
these unusual duties, Is it possible for us to retire now?"

*Artarokib to Scpsafem: Yes—before the next trial
begins, [ will inform the judge.”

Within a minute we had vacated our places to two
new jurors.

“Sepsafem to Attarolib: This place is so busy that
I am distracted when I try to talk. Can't we go some-
where for a little while?”

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: 1 would suggest that we
go to Adatavsa—the land of the hospitals. On the way
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there you can ask the question that is almest bursting
out of you’

“Bepsafem to Attarokib: Does going to Aiatavsa
mean farewell to the courts?”

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: No. I see you are anxious
to witness a few more of our trials. As a mateer of fact
there are some very interesting ones that you will enjoy
which I would like you to attend. 5o let us start for
Aiatavsa at once. We will make our visit very brief.
Within an hour we shall be back in Anidedarta,™

Following my guide’s signal, we gripped our girdles
and the next moment were flying towards the hospitals
of Niames,
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN
THE [SLE OF THE SICK

Concerning deadly dreams—We arrive at the hospitals—Ha
dociors and mo nosca—The man who thaoehs 1 hiked
to Die for plensure—How cemain imps ruined his catates
—The envious lady—The slanderer=—The learned pa-
ticnts—-In the park of Adatavea

LI Frying in the beautiful night-atmesphere of
Niames, our speed restrained because 1 wanted time e-
nough before we reached Ailatavsa to ask several ques
tions about the courts, 1 began by inquiring concerning
the green flash of approval in our lase trial. For 1 won
derced that the Supreme Court should approve a verdict
which, as T understood, must be reviewed.

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: 1 am glad you asked that,
since it will save you from a misunderstanding. The a
proval referred only to the Dreampit sentence. g
death verdice must be reviewed by the Supreme Court
at the end of a year, and in the meantime the whole uni-
virse will be combed {or some shred of evidence in favor
uf the comdemned.”

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: But what i the Dream-
pit and what s the purpose of this extra punishment?”

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: Have you ever had a
frightful dream_ in which perhaps you were attacked
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by wild beasts, or underwent other fearsome dangers,
end from which you awoke with a cold sweat cover
ing your body? Then you had a taste of Dreampit. The
convicted one, in his sleep, will repeatedly fall into the
most awful nightmares in which he will experience all
the sufterings of his victims, He will awake now and
then only to fall in a few minutes into a more frightful
lream.”

“Sepsafem to Attarckib: To my knowledge, the
sufferings in such niﬂlt‘m:tres- are worse than the real ex-
perience. What is the reason for this extra revenge upon
one already too unfortunate?”

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: You misunderstand. The
purpose of the Dreampit is neither revenge nor punish-
ment. The dreams in it are necessary in order that they
may repeat themselves on Earth to many of his followers.
This often has the effect of warning them o that they
mend their ways and right their wronps—which are also
the wrongs of the condemned man. He might be saved
by this means, or the term of his execution shortened.
And who should give birth to the dreams which may
save his misguided followers if not the one who misled
them?"

“Bepsafem to Attarokib: I understand the Dream-
it and its purpose now. But you secm to suggest that
ere is a longer or shorter term of execution?”

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: That is right. The con-
demned man's black guard is his exccutioner. The ex-
ecution is carried out, however, in Dreampit—that is,
the death of the ego is brought about by inflicting it with
dreams frightful enough to produce such an effect. Yoo
can not imagine such dreams—nor can 1, so don't try.
‘But don't confuse them with the dreams inflicted for
the purpose 1 mentioned before, Now the black guard,
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in carrying out the order of execution, has in mind that
ne is destroying himself oo, And since the materials of
which the death-dreams are composed are the deeds
which brought on the sentence, the black guard follows
his natural instinct of sclf-preservation by gathering and
applying those materials as slowly as possible. By this
means, and because death does not take place untdl all
those materials are used up, the execution may be pro-

“Bepsafem to Attarokib: You have a marvelous
way of making things plain, Yet I wonder whether the
purpose of the executional process could not be carried
out in 32 more merciful manner?”

“Attarclkib to Scpafem: It could not, otherwise
you may be sure it would be, But how shall 1 explain
it to you? Have you ever seen 2 farmer in your native
land driving a wagon loaded with straw?™

“Sepsafem to Attarckib: Certainly, I used to sce
it often in my youth.”

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: Then you surely noticed
stalks falling singly off the pile. Now if a single stalk
were to fall with its spike up, it would mean the destruc-
tion of all the world.”

“Bcpsafem to Attarckib: 1 know you too long
now to doubt your wise teachings. Yot it seems a strong
if not a mystical statcment to say that if a stalk of straw
fell with its head up it would make such an upheaval
in the cosmos.™

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: That statement is nevers
theless a simple truth. For nature was so ordered that an
abject falling toward Earth must fall with its heavy
side down, To reverse that law even in the case of an in-
significant straw would require the roversal of all the
cosmic laws."”
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“Bepsafem to Attarokib: 1 see now what you

mean.”
“Attarokib to Sepsafem: And so it s with such 2
eriminal as we convicted tonight. The consequences of
his misdeeds are according to natural law. Such suffer-
ing as he may experience is simply the natural outgrowth
of his eonduct according to the profoundly complicated
operations of the laws of the universe. To alter his fate
might require the reversal of the whale course of nature
and would involve suffering for millions of other beings
And there is no reazon why they should be made to suf-
fer for the sake of a eriminal who, if he really is ordered
to die, has certainly conducted himseli so that no punish-
ment can be oo severe for him.”

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: This principle is clear to
me. 1 know the operations of the incxorable laws of na-
ture under which an Earthman might be killed for such
a seemingly slight thing as an error in judgment of bal-
ance upon a rooftop. But you have spoken 2 moment
ago in a manner of doubting whether the man we sen-
tenced would really be ordered to die?”

*Attarokib to Sepeafem: Because there is a chance
that some good in him, perhaps semething very insignife
cant, may be found in the universe. That would mean
that he may rchabilitate himsclf—on which chance the
Supreme Court would grant him a reinclayment. There
is another chance that he may be saved—even in the
midst of his execution. It happens sometimes that the
deeds of the Earthmen of some localiry have given birth
to such forces as can cxpress themselves only through
the appearance of a tyrannous, murderous, merciless rul-
er. Of course no ego can be found to go down to Earth
to be born so that he will develope into such a Towly
person. Hence a conviee niékis sort 15 withdrawn {rom
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his execution and assigned to that position. He becomes
the arch tyrant and vicious opprezsor of multitudes. But
this is his opportunity. If he wilfully refuses to serve the
purpose of his inclayment; or if, in the powerful position
which he attains, he conducts himseli mercifully even in
his tyranny; then his life is surely saved. This thing has
happencd. But it has more often occurred that the con-
vict sent down for this purpose performed his eruel
functions more thoroughly than was necessary. And al-
though he could receive no additional punishment, he
was returned to his place direcely after his Eanthly de-
mizz for the execution of the original sentence. The fact
s that these arch criminals have lost the human quality
in their beingz and cannot be retained in the human fam-
ily. If they had not lost this quality they would surcly be
saved from death.”

I recalled some of the seenes I had watched upon the
Timestrip of the sentenced man. | had shuddered at the
sight of women and children and old men hacked alive to
pieces by frenzied mansacs. 1 had scen the suffering caus-
ed to thousands of the kindred or these victims. The
crime of the man who had intcllizently instigated such
atrocitics and unspeakable brutalitics was one that could
nat be wiped cut in many centuries. It was 2 crime a-
gainst God and humanity. | pictured to myself how I
would feel if a mob of fanatics, under the false inepira-
tion of a wild belief, was to descend upon those dear to
me and torture to death the helpless members of my fam-
ily because we had withheld from adopting that belief.
! could not regret the possible fate of the man who had
incited the mob to this savage orgy.

While [ was communicating this thouphe to Attaro-
kib we alighted in Aiatsvsa, which had been in sight
E0me tune,
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€2  Ina vast park, many thousands of miles in ex-
tent, were the hospitals of Niames. Aiatavsa consisted of
this extensive domain, dotted heavily with handsome
trecs on which grew fruit and flowers together, and
wherein more than six hundred buddings of tremendous
proportions were situated, My awe at sight of these
structures knew no bounds., Some of them occupied two
square miles of park surface and rose up three hundred
stories high. At any other time or under different condi-
tions | should have dreaded to stand in the shadow of
such gigantic tower houses,

Through an archway and into one of these huge
hospital-buildings, sll white, we walked, noticing an
inscription which stated that this House of Adatavsa was
reserved for those who suffered from personal opacity
resulting from Personal transgressions, The inside of
the hospital, walle, ceilings, floors, and handsome ap-

intmente, was like the outside—all white. As we pro-
ceeded through the corridors 1 chserved hundreds of
rooms, all furnished upon the same plan, occupied by
single patients. In a few of the rooms I could see a visit-
or. There was nothing by which 1 could identify who
were the doctors and who were the patients, for all the
people 1 saw, men and women, were altke except for
their different degrees of translucency and opacity.

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: Ought we not to ask per-
mission before proceeding upon our investigations?

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: There is no rule apainst
visitors. We may go where we wish in order to learn
what we wish. The whole institution of Alatavea is
based upon the idea of acquining knowledge, 1t would
perhaps be more appropriate to call this a college than
a hospital.™

“Bepsafem to Attarckib: A college?”

200



MIGRANTS OF THE STARS

“Artarokib to Sepsafem: Yes, exacily. A patient
who comes here learns all he can about his malady or
maladies. When he has raughe this to other patients
he is cured.”

“Sepeafern to Attarokib: But what then is lefe for
the doctors to do?™

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: MNothing. And as there
are no doctors here, you are relieved of another worry.

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: You will be telling me
next that there are no nurees either?”

*Attarokib to Sepsafem: That will be unnecessary
since you have already said it yourself.”

“Sepsafem to Attarokib; Good, No doctors and
no nurses. How then is knowledge acquired here, and
how are the patients—or should [ say students—cured?”

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: That's what we came
here to learn. Now this room i= unoccupied. The pa-
tient—let us call him that for convenicnce—must be in
the park. He will not mind if we make free with his
room. Let us use it.”

The door was open. As we entcred [ saw that the
furnishings were few and simple. There were two come
fortable chairs facing a wall in which a crystal plate, a-
bout two yards square, was set. On the wall facing the
door hung a larpe leaf taken from a tree in the park. It
wis the first thing 1 examined, for 1 found it eovered
"-"l-:r'l:f'{ra curious form of writing made by cutting through
the leaf.

Mo sooner had 1 conceived the desire to understand
what this writing might be than it became clear to me—
and | recopnized the process as another manifestation of
the power of the free mind by which I had heen able to
understand the flowers in Mikahes, The leaf turned out
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to be an interesting diagnosis of the malady of the room'’s
occupant, inscribed in the first person.

"I was a filthy liar,” it read. *'1 spoke things that
had no trace of truth in them for the sheer pleasure of
lying, and | took advantage of my respectability to make
people believe me. Though 1 knew that my lies made a
nuisance and a pest of me, so that I was often tempted
te begin speaking cruthfully, 1 could not control my in-
clination to fabricate out of the whole cloth when in the
company of my fellow beings. This is my malady.”™ The
leaf concluded with the name of the patient, 2 list of
the places he had visited on Earth, and the number and
duration of his inclayments.

Having finished the perusal of this simple diagnosis
I turned to address Attarckib, 1 found him in conversa-
tion with a person who had entered without my noticing
it. This was the occupant of the room, who preeted me
freely with a polite “Good health to you, friend.”

"I hope I am not intruding?” T replicd, falling into
my host’s free manner of intercommunication.

“Not at all. Your friend tells me vou would like
to learn about my type of malady, I chall be glad to op-
erate my displayer for your beneht.”

*Thank you very much™

Ar my host's suegestion | seated myself in one of
the chairs. The crystal plate on the opposite wall im-
mediately began displaying many scenes in which my
host was enpaged in telling lies. [ would have been preat-
ly embarrassed to sce them had 1 not discovered from
his chance remarks, that my host was under the im-
pression that 1 was interested in his malady because 1
too suffered from t! To spare his feelings 1 did not un-
deceive him, and for my considerateness [ benefited by
my host's lecture on his malady—dclivered on the as
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sumption that I needed instruction on the subject of ly-
ing.

He was a model of kindness and thoroughness, and
a very able teacher. 1 could see that he knew the art of
lying from all its angles. His lecture was based on the
scenes of the displayer, which showed not only each lie
but also what happened to the replicas produced by it
He approved my interest in these replicas and showed
me on the displayer how some of them, which were born
out of foolish and harmless lies, had nevertheless caused
him a regreteable loss. These replicas, in the form of
misshappen and ugly little imps of various colors, had
arrived in one of the departments of Mikahes where they
were classified as being stricely personal property of their
progenitor and, on this basis, were sent to await their
master in various personal properties belonging to him in
the interior of Mikahes. The scenes of the displayer
ghowed how these little imps arrived at several beautiful
palaces—awhich, my host told me, belonged to him—and
proceeded to make themselves at home. For sport they
went around breaking windows (sighs from my host),
smashing wonderful omaments (more sighs), knocking
down walls (sighs and sighs), cutting down trees in
splendid orchards (very heavy sighs) and in general re-
ducing their abodes to desolate ruination. re were
servants present, resembling the whitz guards 1 had seen
in Atamelot, who kept rebuilding what the imps de-
stroved, but I could see thac it was a discouraging busi-
ness.

“When 1 am completely cured and out of here,”
my host exclaimed vehemently, 1 am going over there
to drown all those imps. That's how it is with lying—
even if it doesn't harm anyone else, your lie strikes back
at you, Well, they're my imps, | gave them life, and [
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can't complain if they have been shipped to my proper
ties.”

"1 suppose you must have th-:uudght that harmless
lies were just—harmless?” 1 remarke

“Yes. Isn't that what you supposed? It reminds
me of the time when I managed a rubber plantation in
Africa, (Have you ever been in Africa? Interesting, but
hot for a white man. But let me tell you this story.)
We used to pay the native workers at the rate of rwo
snillings for each barrel of rubber they filled during the
season. But we payed only at the end of the season,
and temporarily gave each worker a copper half-pence
jor each barrel, instructing him to return it at the end
of the season, By then the workers would be entitled to
twice as many shillings as he has half-pence. But the ig-
norant natives, as we anticipated, could not resist *
ing” a few of the copper coins. MNow this lying business
strikes me as being the same thing. When I see the dam-
age my lies have done me I feel that each one of them
represents a copper half-pence that T stole’, and lost
gold and silver treasure by it.

My host’s story was not a revelation to me—since
I knew Africa so well. I was amazed, however, by the
comparison he made between himself and his former
black laborers in point of ignorance. This indicated an
amazing change of attitude in a former manager of an
Afncan plantation.

The display of the harmless lies came to an end with

a scene of beaytiful stained windows smashing to pieces

as they fell down to the ground from a high tower. |

thanked my host again, and he politely offered to render

me any assistance in his power toward curing myself of
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nEau:Ity resulting from harmless lying. With a final
“Good Health” Attarckib and I departed.

@3 "Sepsalem to Attarokib: This was a most in-
formative visit—-though I am afraid I shall have some
smashed windows on account of the deception I practic
ed in allowing my host to think me afflicted with his
disease.”

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: Sometimes it is better to
allow a few of one's windows to be smashed than to
embarrass a fellow-being—don’t you think?

“Sepsatemn to Attarokib: Sort of white Lie, eh?
Most likely. Well, where to, now?”

“Attarokib to Sepsalem: Let's enter any room on
the next story, Choosing at random we are likely to find
an interesting discase or patient.”

According to this plan we entered a room occupied
by a handsome lady who received us very politely and,
oeing informed that [ should like to investigate her
malady, showed me her diagnosis, inscribed upon a leaf.

This diagnosie read: 1 was an envicr, a shrunken-
hearted, unreasonable envier. [ eould not bear to see any-
one living and having his own share of life. If any of
my friends had a new dress, or bought a new piece of
furniture, I could nut slecp nights for jealousy over it.
I cursed them in my heart and wished them dead rather
than enjoying such things. The worst of it was that |
had everything 1 needed, scarcely ever felt the want of
something. But the feeling of envy was always in me,
without any reason or excuse, | could not bear to see
any of my friends happy. It secms that I wished to be
the only person in the world beautiful, clever, rich, hap-
Py, and admired whilst all ;;hﬂri were ygly, stupid, tat-
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tered, unhappy and unnoticed. It was crazy, mean, and
worthless. This is my malady.”

Such frank self-diagnosis, | thought, was surely
admirable, Indeed, I suspected that perhaps it was ex-
aggerated. But when the good lady chowed us some
scenes upon her displayer | saw that she had only written
the truth. When I asked what the punishment for this
wrong was, she rephed that the punishment was all in
herself—in the unhappiness and misery she had suffered
through her unwarranted envy, and in the difficuty of
curing the heart and head opacity that had taken place

in her {orm.

It was in this room that I discovered that there was
no Timestrip behind the eryseal displayer. My hostess
explained that the secret of the scenes in it lay in the
chairs, As soon as someone sat down upon one of them
the fact was known in a central department, and the
scenes were immediately despatched to the room.

Following this interesting visit we left the white
building and entered one that was all blue. This hospital,
1 learned, was for the cure of maladies incurred by hanno-
ing others, A short stay with one of the patients in his
room was most instructive. His leaf of diagnosis read:
I was a possiper, I liked to speak and hear ill of every-
one I knew even slightly, though I had no benefit out of
it. As soon as | heard of anyone who had done some-
thing worthwhile I made it my business to belittle him,
to soil his character, besmirch his reputation, and
his name into the mud. Ofttimes 1 felt that 1 was a
skunk who had no right to stay near people because 1
befouled the air. But nothing could keep me {rom spread-
ing slanderous gossip the next time [ got a hearer. No
one alive on Earth was gm-dg;nwgh to escape my tongue
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—as if T myself were irreproachable. It was foolish,
poisonous, ugly. This is my malady,”

consequences of this patient’s wrongs were
shown upon his displayer, We saw how wondrous es
tates belonging to him were transierred to these whom
he had slandered. But cur host’s regret was not based
on these losses. “These transfers are merely 2 matter of
form,” he declared. ™1t is justice. 1 would be happy on
account of it, rather than sad. The trouble is that it
does not curc me of my opacity, For that I muse stay
here—I cannot tell how long.™

By this time my curicsity concerning the manner of
curing these odd discases was roused to a high pitch. I
ql_l..;ltﬂs-t_lﬂni:d my host concerning it. He informed me that
the first step in curing oneself 15 personally o obtain
pardon from the wronped persons. Sometimes many
years are necessary to do this if there are many pardons
to seek and not all the wronped persons are in Niames,
The second step is to make good the wrongs—which of-
ten requires transfer of desmable Namesan treasures.
The third step is the study of the disease until it is known
i all its forms, under the supervision of a fellow-patient
more advanced in the study of the same disease, and
through attending lectures on it by the most advanced
paticnt. Each of these steps, when accomplished, results
in having certain replicas created by the wrong, and sur-
viving on Earth, withdrawn and destroyed; this result-
ing in the increased translucency of the patient,

Then comes the fourth step—to help others to cure
themselves. By the time a patient’s translucency is well
advanced, he finds a new arrival and becomes his teacher
-—gven ag another patient has been teaching him, The
teacher must not nnﬁ:instruct his pupil, but assizt him to
regain translucency by transfusions of his own improved

297



MIGERANTS OF THE STARS

light. Thus each patient, as soon as he is on the road to
being cured, is daily transfusing part of his light to his
pupil, and receiving transfusions from his teacher, It
is a curious but very practical arrangement, No patient
is cured until he has cured at least one fellow-patient
completely.

Finally comes the fifth and last step. Being himself
cured and having cured a fellow-patient, he must study
his malady from a higher viewpoint until he can contrib-
ute an original thought that will help all his fellow-pa-
tients in the same department, When this has been done,
in the form of a public lecture, the patient is discharged.

Ouer host very kindly consented to accompany us to
one of the lecture halls where these thoughts of the cured
patients were contributed. In a salon occupying the en-
tire uppermost story of the hospital a large audience was
geated, listening attentively to the lecturer on the plat-
form. He was reciting the story of his malady and his
cure.

“To understand thoroughly the reason why our
malady exists, to understand the reason why the deeds
or thoughts or werds for which we were committed to
Aiatavsa were wrongs,” he was saying, "is essential be-
fore we can be cured. Mow 1 have been here many years
secking such understanding of my malady, which was
that I took pleasure in humiliating those who chose to
suffer and be martyrs in some unpopular ideal cause.
When I saw a person in misfortune, suffering because
he would not surrender to the forces opposing his ideal,
I used to laugh at him, to call him fool, to hold him in
contempt. 1 took the attitude that if his ideal were worth
anything the world would accept rather than reject it,
honor rather than deride its upholder, I held that worth-
while things were suitably rewarded in the natural course
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of events, hence the fact that a person was suffering for
any ideal was proof that that ideal must be worthless,
and the person suffering for it a fool who should be hu-
miliated until he sees the error of his position.

"My error lay in faling to understand a certain
natural law, and this is the thought T would contribute
for your consideration. The law 1 have in mind is the
one by which a person who labors at bleaching linen is
himseli made black by the same sun that makes his linens
white. 3o the idealist who upholds a good cause is him-
self required to suffer for wpholding it—and the fact
that he suffers is no proof that his ideal is worthless, His
suffering is merely the price of upholding his ideal. The
person who humiliates the idealist is therefore doubly
wrong—in wronging the idealist and in traducing his
ideal; and this is the cause of the opacity that sete in
his form. I sincerely hope that this thought will aid all
who are suffering from the disease of which I was cured
to understand their malady better and to cure themselves.
1 have spoken.”

The conclusion of the lecture was followed by a
good deal of discussion amoeng those who were interested
in this particular malady. 1 left the lecture hall in At-
tarokib's company, and he took me next to the head-
quarters of Afatavsa, a huge building in which sat the
Board of Hosputallers, Here we watched many new
patients being examined, writing out their own diagno-
scs, assigned to rooms in the proper Hospitals, and given
a fellow-patient for a teacher.

Q4. In one large room I saw the most advanced
patients examining the progress of their fellows. One
patient, who complained that after many years he found
that certain opagque spots ?ggt& heart were not yielding
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to treatment, was a subject of particular interest. As 1
watched his examination a curious thought occurred to
me. One patient-doctor was holding his wrist, while
another had placed his brow over the difficult subject’s
heart. They ordered the patient to imagine himself back
on Earth, Living a day’s life there. From their conversa-
tion I judged that by this means they were following
the patient’s thoughts during a day of his life on Earth.
One of them very kindly explained to me that if they
kept this up long enough they would ultmately discover
what particular mode of thought had caused these stub-
born opaque spots—which it was essential to know be-
fore a cure was possible.

The curious thought that occurred to me was this:
that our medical practices on Earth were in a degree
similar to those of Adatavsa, Thus, our doctors also
hold the patient’s wrist, and listen to his heart. There is,
cf course, also a vast difference. The doctors of Amntavsa
seck through this to discover the reason underlying a
malady while our doctors merely seek to discover the
symptoms of it—and, very often, they do discover that

patient is sick.

Attarokib assured me that medical practices on
Barth are really imitations of the methods of Alatavsa,
vaguely remembered, or vaguely received as messages
from Mikahes. A marked difference is therefore inevita-
ble. He called my attention to the diagnosis. In
Adatavsa it is the patient who makes the diagnosis; on
Earth it is the doctor. In Adatavsa the first principal is
that the patient’s malady is the result of some false mode
of thought, which probably led to some form of miscon-
duct. The whole theory of the cure in Adatavsa therefore
follows the principle of discovering the false mode of
thought and eradicating itmﬂn Earth our doctors go
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as far as advising their patients to alter certain lines of
conduct, but they have not yet artived at the stage of
seeking for the nimical thouphtcause of the human
diseases.

In wandering through the hospitals and lecture
halls of Aiztavsa | met an advanced patient who assured
me that it would be possible for a person almaost to ime
munize himself against all diseases of body and spirit b
[ollowing @ mode of thought and action from which
that 1s not pood is excluded. And until the doctors of
Earth can teach us how to think and act so wholesome:
ly all cur days that we shall not fall victims of horrible
diseases and infect our children with them, he added,
they shall not be more than Aimedratian imitators of the
medical masters of Alatavsa.

I asked my informant whether he did not think the
doctors on Earth had achieved a good deal in classifying
human diseases and their remedies as much as they have.
He replied, with a smile, that to determine whether a
patient is suffering from rhcumatism, or diarrhea, or
fever, or consumption should be only the alphabet of
medicine—that this was merely giving names to certain
combinations of symptoms. He teld me a very amusing
story to illustrate his point.

“A certain old practitioner,” he said, “was a fixture
in the litele village where I lived. One day the police
tiched qut of the river 2 corpee in a rather decayed state.
They brought it to this cldest doctor in town, who was,
incidentally, rather hard of hearing, and asked him tn
determine the probable age of the drowned person, and
how long he had lain in the water. After bali an hour
with the corpee the old doctor came out of his study
and declared with emphatic wisdom that the body was
undoubtedly of the male sex! Now for 2 doctor to say
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that his patient has rheumatism is not doing much more
than that old physician did. Does he know what is at the
root of the patient’s rheumatism? Ewen applying med-
icines is only a palliative measure. The primary business
of the doctors should be the abolition of all disease by
teaching people how to think!™

Being in no position to discuss this subject with
equal profundicy, F]:J'El.l'lkﬂd my learned informane and
went for a walk in the park. Here | mw thousands of
the patients strolling over the grounds, examining the
trecs and the inscriptions upon them. Imitating them,
I soon discovered that the fruit of each tree was good for
the cure of some particular malady. The patients of the
hospital were poing around discussing their various dis
cases and inquiring of one another whether they knew
where there was a tree suitable for the cure of this or that
malady, One of them directed such an inquiry to me.
Though I could not inform him I held him in conversa-
tion for awhile,

I asked him what particular part the fruit of
these millions of trees played in the cure of the patients.
He told me that the fruit restored strength lost in trans-
fusing light. In conversing with him I discovered that he
too held the dnctors of Earth in great contempt, and
when I inquired as to the cause he was glad to explain it.

Once, he told me, he pricked his finger with a
necdle. The result was that a poison set in, and before
six manths were past, after unspeakable sufferings, the
doctors cut off his finger, his hand, and his arm. "Heaven
knows how much more of me they would have removed
if 1 hadn't died during the third operation,”

“But," I replied, “perhaps it was really necessary?”

“Mot at all. Since I came here 1 have learned that
there are medicines on Earth. in the vardous minerals and
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plants, for everything, and that cutting up a person’s
bady should be unnecessary. You know there are any
number of plants, unsuitable as food, for which no use
15 known. Ewvery one of these has in it valuable medicinal
qualities—if only the Earth doctors would investizate
them all w discover the purpose of each! But no! They
cut off a person’s hand or foot as if it were 2 slice of
bread!”

“At least you should be consoled now for the luss
of your hand on Earth,” I remarked, "since you have re-
eovered it here”

“Recovered it? Why, [ never lost it OFf course the
instruments of Farth canpot cut up the ego. If a hand
15 removed, the epo form of that limb simply shrinks into
the body. If an eye 15 removed or blinded, the power of
sight which was exercised through it simply manifests
itself in another way—by the increased power of the
other eye, for instance. But if ! still have both hands it
is not duz to the skill of the Earth doctors.”

To this [ could offer no reply. 1 therefore left my
indignant acquaintance to search for his switable herb
and asked Attarokib what we should do next.

“Attarokib to Sepzafem: That depends on you.
If you are satisfied with what vou have seen and heard
at Aiatavsa we may return to the courts.”

“Bepsafem to Attarckib: Doubtless there is very
much more | could learn here. But T am very eager to
be present at a fow of the interesting trials you promised
me, 50 let us return to Anidedarta.”

*Attarokib to Seprafem: Very well. We will make
haste this time and be there in a few minutes.”

Upon this we gripped our girdles and soared once
more towards the island of justice where, as my guide
had promised, we arrived in less than five minutes,

303



CHAPTER FOURTEEN

EIGHTEEN TRIALS

The debaucher—The men wha miztreated their wives—The
Women's Courts—The  courtesan-—The man  wha
swindled in vain—The Jew—The liar and his monkey.
The hero who was promoted to be a Field Marshal—
The judzment of the wpright judge—The author—The
three suicides—The man whao would lead a dog’s hife—
The werdict of death—The hypocrite’s kissng pame—
The fair sailor—The Chinese, the negro, and the pro-
vicatenr—The  convert

1. We alichted before one of the pavilions of
justice and entercd immediately, We fnuncF:l trial just
finishing, and from the events that passed it was evident
that the accused had been convicted of havine debauched
and criminally assaulted several girls and women.

Before sentence was pronounced the poor wretch
was shown, upon the Feolstool, the future generations
that were to be born of the females whom he bad ruin-
ed. Without exception they were angrily fanning their
fists against the convict. He was shown also the horrible
{emale creatures rescmbling his black puard who were
born out of his every crime.

Some of these beings were actually brought into
the court, and [ never in my life =aw or imagined any-
thing as frightiully ugly as these creatures horn out of
the pain, shame, indignity and suffering of the convict’s
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azzaulted victims, They were held in a large transparent
case tightly closed up, Attarokib declared that they were
kept thus to prevent their obnoxious odor from offend-
ing the purity of the Niamesian atmosphere. No sooner
did they espy the convict than the repulsive creatures
began wildly to exhibit a strong affection for him, an
unmistakable desire to approach near him and embrace
him—the mere thought of which made me sick nearly
to swooning. 1 felt cold and shriveled over my whele
person, but, glancing at the conviee, | beheld a sight so
pitiable, so maserable, that I forgot all about my own dis-
comfort,

The sentence was brief—two words expressed it
-—"cage him.” DBut it was not utteted until 2 long time
after the complete puilt of the accused was established.
There were many appeals for mercy, and pleas by the
convict's relatives and by a number of his fiiends to the
kin of his victims for forgiveness. But the latter were
immovable. Their wrath was terrible. There was no
mercy in them for the convict. | understood from the
rroceedings that the jurors had already done thefr utmost
tor the accused and had won some very slight conces-
sions. The other pleaders for the convicr had only their
painz for their reward. Nothing less than caging would
satisly the kin of the victims, and that sentence was
hnally executed.

The convict was dropped into the cage of the beings
whose hornible personality 1 have only hinted at, it being
really indescribable. These ladies manifested unmistak-
ably their pleasure at receiving him into their midat.
But it was even plainer to see that the convict might al-
most have preferred death to this frightful experience.
“The man caged, the whole box of viciousness was remov-
cd from our presence, much to my relief.
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Attarckib, somewhat reluctantly I judged, told me
the full details of this punishment. The convict was
doomed to live {or a time in the cage, which would be
held upon the island of Hatefat during this entire period,
Finally, when the death of the caged vixens occurred,
his soul would be withdrawn from the epo and his epo,
reduced in size, would be turned over to the Depart-
ment of Wild Beasts to be inclayed in a savape animal.
This animal was destined to be captured alive, caged all
its days and not permitted to Ieag even the normal life
of a wild beast, for as many inclayments as he had com-
mitted assaults. Finally, perhaps only after many cen-
turies, the ego and soul would be reunited and per-
mitted to cure themselves in Aiatavea. The only Iig}j-
hood of shortening the term of thiz sentence was to ob-
tain the lormiveness of his victims and their kin. This
might be almaost impossible, since the wrath of the kin
of assaulted women is traditionally unappeasable.

When I expressed the thoughe thar this is a cruel
and harrh punisErn:mL my guide asssured me that the
convicted one had barely escaped the zentence of death.
He explained that this man had sought to profit inancial-
ly by the sale of his victims into a life of shame. He
remarked, oo, that the severity of the sentence was the
w.s best hope that the kin of his victims would

L.

2.  Later | witnessed the trials of smaller offenders
against womanhood. There were people charged with
beating their wives, or with treating like soulless
beasts, mercilessly, cruelly, or insultingly. Some of these
were sentenced to be inclayed with such physical defects
as would deprive them of the possibility to marry and live
as normal men, Some were sentenced to be inclayed ag
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perfectly normal men but destined to marry women who
would teach them the meaning of maltreating a human
being. One such man was met at the exit of the
pavilion by the very creature who was to punish him.
She placed ber arm through his with all the coquetry of
un effectionate bride and led him forth, smiling and cling-
ing to him so that all in the court were forced to h:ggh
at this sight. Her manncrisms had all the suggestion of
“Leave him to my tender attentions—I shall take such
good care of him—."”

1 zat through one case, in a different pavilion, in
which the accused, found puilty of having tortured sev-
eral women, got off quite easily. The preatest wonder of
it was that the parents and cther kin of the victims were
not present to insist upon punishment befitting the sever-
ity of his crime.

The accused had been a Mohammedan native of
some province in India. He had four wives whom he
treated, according to the customs of that remote country,
worse than his mules. The Timestrip showed that he
had tortured them befere they were ten years old. At
twenty his victims were old women—art thirey, hags,
due to his abuse of their persons, the hard labor he had
imposed upon them, the inadequacy of his provisions for
their welfare, and the frequent beatings he had admin-
istered to them in the capacity of lord and master.

Probably I had not such a judicial view of the pro-
ceedings as others in the pavilion; at any rate, [ felt a
strong desire, several times during the exhibition of his
“Timestrip, to administer a well deserved thrashing to the
rascal whose life it depicted. As usual, however, though
this time to my surprise, there was another side to the
story. The Mohammedan's white guard offered the de-
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fense that he had lived as a pious Moslem is required to
live. He had obeyed the Koran faithiully (excepting in
certain instances when it threatened to be expensive),
had wvisited the Mosque regularly, and had been led o
look forward to a wery bright paradise in which he
would enjoy the fruits of his pious and prayerful life.

Judpe and jury held a brief conference, after which
the former inquired of the accused whether, by the fruits
of his pious and prayerful life, he had in mind the seven
beautiful houris that should be waiting for him in
Anidedarta as a well earned recompenze. Upon this the
face of the former Moslem lighted wp, for the question
seemed to indicate that his defense had struck a respone
sive chord, As he nodded his affirmative the presiding
padge said with sublime pentleness, “You shall have
them, brather Ali-Hadudah, and at once.™

In a moment, a deputation of seven beauties ap-
peared in the court, and without any delay they sur-
rounded the surprised Hindu and took him in charge.
When I saw the shapes and features of these paradise
girls, and their horrible embracing of unlucky Ali-Hadu-
dah, 1 did not wonder that he screamed out a volley of
protests and tried, vainly, to escape from their tender
caresses. Right then I resolved that hap what may T
would never embrace the Mochammedan faith—even
though the promised number of houris were multiplied
by seven times.

After the seven disgusting houris had removed their
charge from the pavilion Idga'r.hcmd from Attarokib that
he would remain in their clutches only for the total sum
of the years that he rortured his unfortunate wives. Af-
terwards he would have to stand trial for certain other
charges against him. But he was safe from severer pun-
ishment on he basis of his erimes against womanhood be-
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cause such treatment of wives is common in his land,
and neither his victims nor their kin had expected any-
thing else, or resented his conduct, or had behaved so
much better themselves that they could appear in Anide-
darta as complainants againts him. The fathers of Ali-
Hadudah's wives were themselves under punishment at
this time for their treament of the mothers of these
victumns.

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: And what of the women
so vilely abused by these brutes? Why are they sub-
jected in the first place to birth in circumstances that
force them to be wives of such devils as that brute we
have just seen?”

“Artarckib to Sepsafem: Many of those women
are persons who have been convicted in the Women's
Courts of very grave offences. Instead of committing
them to other punishments they are inclayed as the wives
of such men in certain lands on Earth, It is the greatest
punishment that can be inflicted upon an evildoing wo-
man, and is substituted scmetimes for a sentence of death.
Once she has gone through such a life even those whom
she wronged most terribly in her first inclayment will
forgive her.”

q:. I was much interested, upon hearing this, to
see for myeelf the procecdings of the Women's Courts.
I found them organized upon the sume plan as the Men's
Courts, bue women were the judges and jurors, women
who had distinguished themselves on Earth by lives of
devation to good deeds and noble ideals. I did not hap-
pen at thas time to attend at any trials of extraordinary
interest, unless it was one of a courtesan who, more than
a century ago, had mfluenced the lives of two kings and
the destiny of a nation, -
3
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That there was much of both good and bad in her
the Timestrip revealed plainly. When her defence be-
gan, which was based upon the thesis that the morality
of her generation had left her no other course, the judge
and jury wept copously during the recitation of her
sufferings. I prew impatient at the spectacle and left,
being certain anyway that there would be an acquittal
upon the major charge, though she might be found guilty
ot having caused much suffering to the common people
of the land. Later, however, | reflected upon my con
duct and decided that I had been too hasty in giving way
to impatience. 1 should have understood, 1 realized, that
it was a matter of woman's justice in Niames; and what
could be more just?

Maost of the trals of women that | heard had to
do with charges of nagping, gossiping, vanity, extravar
gance, neglect of children, and other such wrongs which
were called diseases in Anidedarta. The sentences, where
guilt wes established, consisted of curative terms in
Aiatavsa. When wives who had betrayed their husbands
were tried in Criminal sittings, the vsual sentence was
inclayment in one of the Mohammedan or Hindu erne
tries—the most dreaded of women's punishments. But
even in these cases 1 found, rather to my surprise, that
the convicted women were not excessively grief-stricken
gﬁmd that they would have the privilege of mother-

{4 Returning to the Men's Courts, 1 witnessed

more than fifty trials, all interesting, many highly amus

ing. I zelect only a few varied cases to illustrate the

spirit and style of Niamesian justice. During the trial

of a swindler and common thief, it was demonstrated

that he could easily have earned by honest means as
10
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much, and at the sume time, as he got by his swindles
and robberies. It was a simple matter of choice, and he
had elected crime to be the means of his livelihood, He
felt extremely foolish when shown that for each sum
acquired by treachery and stealth there was a like sum
waiting which he would have gotten by honest effort,
His sentence was to serve one inclayment as a pauper
who would always arrive just too late to better his
iortunes. After this he would have to make good their
losses to all whom he had robbed, and pacify them for
the anguish they had suffered when he betrayed them or
stale from them.

5.  During the trial of a Jew, the accused pleaded
guilty to a charge of having failed to live by the laws
uf his race, of having wilfully evaded his persanal racial
duties. Ameng the specific transgressions recorded a-
gainst him were smoking on the Jewish Sabbath, which
is prohibited to Jews, eating upon holy fast days, holding
in contempt his religion’s prayers, neglecting to read his
psalms daily, and a host of other transgressions the car-
nestness of which | was at a loss to understand. More-
over, he had been such a poor wretched soul that there
was no case against him in the Civil Court. [n extenua-
tion of the transgressions charged, his white guard offer-
ed the defence that he had been a poor_man all his life,
had suffered greatly during lifesin-clay, and had been
living in Eastern Europe where he was gravely per
secuted for being a Jew. But as the charges in the Per-
conal Court were very earnest he asked as a matter of
mercy that he should be punished by anything at all,
rather than by a return to Earthly Hell,

But the court pronounced the dreaded punishment,
The accused was convicted of not being a good Jew and
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sentenced to serve one lifetime as a Jew in Russia. The
Jew seemed to know much better than 1 what this meant,
for his sorrow was really pitiful to see. He took it
quite hard at first and tried to argue and persuade the
judpes to be more lenient, many relatives and friends
joining hum. But when the court appearcd obdurate
LE swallowed his disappointment and became calin and
resigned. [ thought it very practical of him to make
Fenu: so readily wath his fate once it became evident that
is appeals were futile. I was quickly enlightened, The
presiding judge had been serutinizing the convict and
now suddenly added that the convict's whole inclayment
would have to be served in Russia and that particularly
he was to have no opportunity to emigrate to America
or England.

Mo sooner had the judge uttered this qualification
of the sentence than the convict began again to plead for
reconsideration. | understood now why he had so quickly
resigned himseli to reinclayment. But the judge had
seen his scheme and forestalled it

6.  Following this trial ] was present at the arraign-
ment of one whose chief characteristic was lying. He had
been an inveterate liar, had wallowed in falsehood even
when no gain to himscli was concerned. He had lied
for the sake of lying, But what rang serious about it
were the consefiences which apeared in the Civil Court
- <he had wrought harm to many by his lies even though
he had been innocent of ill intentions. He was sentenced
to chum for ten years with a little pink monkey so that he
might see in its actions the mirroring of his petty pre-
virications, then to go for a cure to Asatavsa, and finally
to make good all his wrongs in various ways.
il2
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@7.  The next trial to which Attarokib led me was
one he especially sclected as most likely to interest me, [
found the court busy with a person of my own rank, a
soldier, an officer, and a gentleman, Moreover, he had
distinguished himself by extraordinary heroism in action
many times. | must confess that 1 had much less pleasure
than interest in sceing the diferent humans stand trial in
the courts of Niames. How mnuch more so this applied
in the case of one of my own kind may be imagined. The
nature of the accusations against him, which grew out of
hﬁ' conduet as a soldier, made me feel truly uncomfort-
almie,

Hiz Tamestrip showed him to have been a hero in:
deed. But it was plain that he was even a greater fool,
utterly irresponsible, a source of danger to others. Not
that he was malicicus in his conduct with his fellow-men
—but he had a mania {or citations, medals and honors,
and he was therefure reckless of the lives of us men, He
was seen taking his company into ights where there was
clearly no need for their presence. He led them inwo
any number of unrecessary dangers. It was true that he
risked his own life as freely as that of his men. lovan-
ably he was to be scen n the thickest of the fghting. But
mast of the tme he was aware that small good could be
expected out of the risks and sacrifices he took with his
company. He had only cne end in wiew—to win cita
tion for bravery. He was overjoyed when his company
broke through a terrific fire to dislodge the enemy from
some little hall, even if the hill was of no importance and
would have to be evicuated soon because its position
was untenable. He thought all the losses worth the ex-
hibition of courage; he believed it payed to expose his
troop to exceptional dangers in order to eamn for himself
and for them a reputation of unequaled daring.
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The List of his decorations was undenyably impres-
sive enough for any military man to be proud of. The
Timestrip revealed, however, that it was by unfailing
good fortune rather than by his intelligence that he had
survived again and again to receive his seventeen medais.
IHis men had enjoyed no such charmed lives, Hundreds
and hundreds of them had paid dearly for his fuuls hero-
ics, leaving at home countless suffering families and
broken hearts, Many had suffered wounds, and many
were maimed for the rest of their Earthlife.

This was one of the hardest cases for the courts to
decide. The man before them had behaved like an arche
eriminal. There wis a mass of oeople who asked the ex-
treme penalty for lem. But he had undoubtedly been,
above all, a chump and an empty-headed simpleton, who
had wvalued a cross of bronze more than ten hue
man lives, I could not help laughing to sec him on the
Timestrip standing before JELI'S General, his chest threat-
ening momentarily to explode out of his tightly buttoned
and bemedaled coat. For the life of me I was not sure
whether he should be ordercd killed or given a rattle to
play with, At any rate, excepting for his criminal dis-
regard of his own and his men's lives, he had been a
fine fellow.

I believe the inclination of the court was stronply
toward acquitting him of the criminal charpes. But
there were over five hundred men present who had been
killed under his irresponsible leadership, There were hun-
dreds who had been crippled for the sake of his decora-
tions. There were several thousand who had suffered be-
cause the wellare of those killed and maimed men had
been vital to them also. They were nighteously anery to
have been made wvictims of this man’s insane lust for
medalions. Their demands for justice and retribution
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were not to be denied. But how punish a man foolish to
the point of madness?

Fortunately a very wise Niamesian was the pres
giding judge in this pavilion. He found a way out. He
explained to the victims that they would have to demand
justice of those higher up in the military ranks than this
officer. Their complaints must be made against those
who had entrusted him with a commission and encour-
aped him by commending and rewarding his bravery.
They alone, the judge argued, following the lead of the
white guard, were puilty of the crimes in which the
present defendant had been an unintelligent instrument;
and the proper place for the latter was in a hospital in
Auatavsa, where he must ultimately be sent for a cure,
But for the present the judge proposed to dispose of him
in such a way that his victims would get some satisfac-
tion out of him. A war on Earth was frewing to break
forth, in abour sixty years, wherein the children of the
defendant’s victime would be forced to participate. The
accused, the judge propozed, should therefore be reinclay-
ed at once in a military family of the country that will
make war upon the land of his present victims; and his
career should be guided so that he shall be a field-mar-
shal during this war. Since he iz sure to be the same
{vol as before, the judge concluded, the children of his
present victims, being opposed to him, will be able to
bring the war to a close with fewer casualties to them-
selves,

The officer’s victims approved; and so he was sent:
eniced to be promoted to Field Marshal of the army that
was to attack his own country, But I am sure he would
not have got off so lightly if he had been less of a fool.
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{s. Later, in the same pavilion, I st at the accu-
sation of a judge. It was quite a bit oddish to see a
judge of Earth on trial before judges of Niames. This
defendarit’s Timestrip showed that his personal char-
acter was in the main quite good. But he allowed himself
to inject his personal feelings into his court decisions,
and with a curious resule. Thus, when his breakfast had
been well cooked, and he left home on pleasant terms
with his spouse, he would come to court happy and good
humored. In this mood he had freed people who were
guilty of robbing the public treasury by intrigue and
treachery, dismissed charges against members of his po-
litical faith who had been caught red handed squander-
ing the governmental funds, and recopnized as mere
friendly gifts large sums of money that had been paid
by private individuals to public officials who rendered
them valuable concessions at the public expense.

But Heaven forefend if his biscuits had been too
crusty, if the yolks of his breakfast eggs had fallen apart
mn the frying, or if his wife had presented to him unpaid
charpes for her newest garments. On such days he would
come into court raging like an angered tiger, His eyes
would flash forth fiery sparks, and woe to the man who
was haled before lum on a charge of selling undergar-
ments in the public market without a license, or drinking
the King's health in a disrespectful manner, or neglecting
to clear the snow from the front of his home within the
prescribed time, or committing any one of the hundred
thousand such heinous crimes that are listed in the
solemn by-laws of the city. Woe to these lawbreakers,
for they would not cscape with less than heavy fines and
long imprizonments, And if worze came forth from the
righteous judge’s lips, it was not at all surprising. None
was there to protest, and ngiiwvm were assigned to de-
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fend those charged with such offenses. “We shall sup-
press criminality under the severest punishments,” the
judge would thunder. And the guilty wretch trembled,
for he knew not that by this the judpe meant only “We
shall not have broken yolks in my breakfast eppst™

And if many poor men were ruined by the excessive
fines, and if familics were lelt to starve when their bread-
winners were committed to prison for months, Whose
fault was it if not that of the guilty people themselves?
They should have thought of that before they turned
criminals (before the crust hardened on the judpe’s bis-
cuits); they should have forescen the consequences to
their dependents ere they violated the sacred laws of
the land (cre the judpe's wife decided she must have
three new tea powns). And ripht in the pavilion were
several thousand victims of the judge’s jealousy of the
law's majesty, many of whom had had their punishments
doubled becausze they attempted to plead for mercy.
They had been plain, helpless people, but now they were
the judge’s equal, and they had many weighty accounts
tn settle with him.

Much to my surprise the presiding judge induced
all these people to drop their claims aganst the accused.
He succeeded in doing this by acknowledping thae the
accused was unquestionably gulty as charged. He had
st more store by his stomach's luxuries than by the
vital wants of poor people, and he had held more im-
portant his wife's smile and frown than the laughter and
weeping of multitudes. But the judge of Anidedarta ex-
plained to the accusers the nature of a second series of
charges that were pending against the defendant, These
charges were to deal not with the accused judge's con-
victions but with his acquittals. And even the acquitted
people themselves—certain henchmen of the judge—
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were to appear against him, instead of appeaning as his
friends, because his lenience with them had encouraged
them to ever greater criminality.

When the victims of the judge’s indigestion and
family troubles heard of these charpes they were so sorry
for him that they let him off scot-free. [ had no doubt
that the former judpe waz due to ind cut that the better
hie breakfasts had been the worse it would tumn out for
him in Anidedarta. 1 did not wait to see the actual ar
raignment of the judpe on the basis of his acquittals be-
cause Attarckib urged me to come into the next pavilion
to se¢ A very curious trial.

Qo. It turned out to be not only curious but quite
humorous also, A charpe of “robbery and wastape™ waz
made against the defendant. The latter did not seem to
me to lock like a robber type, and 1 did not at first under-
stand what was meant by “wastage.” 1 learned the facts
only during the progress of the trial, for I had missed
the showing of his Timestrip. The accused. it appeared,
had been a writer and lecturer. During his career he
had stolen many ideas from his contemporaries, besides
maore than a million hours of time from those who had
read his books and attended his lectures. And since
neither had had any true worth to anyone, he was
charped, in addition, with wasting large quantitics of
paper and other materials connected with his writing
and lecturing. Ouiside of these accusations he had been
an almast model human, scrupulous in his personal con-
duct and n his dealings with his fellowmen.

Adter being cleared of the charpes of stealing ideas
from his contemporarizs (it developed thae they them:
selves had stolen these ideas from ancient writers who
had long since been only too glad to relinguish all claims
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upon them), he was informed of a large number of won-
drous estates that had accumulated for him in Niames
through the energies of the host of servants whom his
white guard represented. But before he could take pos-
session of them, and in order that he should learn the
value of lost tine, he was ordered inclayed as a snail who
would not die until he had completely traversed the en-
tire circumference of the Earthplobe, The “robber™ of
time marched very, very slowly out of the court.

@10 Following this trial, 1 entered a pavilion re-
served for suicides. The questions of the judge were the
same in all the cases before him.,

“Do you understand that you have violated your
agreement to remain on Earth as long as you could—
this being a condition of your privilege to go there?”

An affiemative nod was the reply.

“Do you understand that you must go back now to
begin again at the beginning?™

Ancther aflirmative nod.

“Da you understand that as a lesson and in justice
to yourself you must be reinclayed under conditions that
will indicate that your lot in the last inclayment was not
=0 had as to justify you in removing yourself from Earth
before the proper time?"

Another affirmative nod.

*“Then your trial for your last lifedn-clay will wait
and be held topether with that for your next. In the
meantime wait yonder until 1 find a suitable reinclay-
ment for you.™

1 stayed long enough to sev the disposal of three
suicides. The first was a young man disappointed in
lowe, His fiancee had jilted him in favor of a richer man.
The second was 2 middle-aced man who had failed in
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business and had not the courage to face the consequen:
ces. The third was a sick man who grew weary of seek:
ing a cure from doctors and, with hope of recovering
lost, sought death as a reliet.

The jilted young man was ordered to be reinclayed
so that he would become the son-indaw of the woman {or
love of whom he had attempted to obliterate his person-
ality. This would pive him an excellent opportunity, the
judge declared, to deteemine whether she was worth it.
The other two were to change roles. The bankrupt was
to be an invalid and the sick man was to fail in business,
so that each would learn, and admit upon their return tr
Miames, that their previous inclayment had been much
the happier.

il My attention was given next to the trial of
a man who was charged in the Criminal Court with a
practice which one would hardly expect to find consid-
eted eo carnestly and by such a high tribunal. The ac
cusation apainst this man was that he had made it a
practice to humiliate people in public. In most other re-
spects he had a balance m his favor, but this was over
weighted by the charge in the Criminal Court. Indeed,
it was cven demonstrated by his white escort that he
had been courteous and kind to his friends and employees
in his private relations with them. But the black guard
showed conclusively that wherdever he found himself
with the same persons in the presence of others he took
a cruel delight in hunuliating and shaming them, causing
them untold mental anguish.

Many who had thus suffered keenly by his caustic
tonpue were present in the pavilion, and they certainly
had carried around with them for many years the mem-
cry of the defendant’s heartless treatment. Reducing the
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charge to its simplest terms, the presiding judge declared
that in this man they had to deal with one who combined
in himself the qualities of good-heartedness and cruelty
to his fellow beings. Two opposed characteristics: and
he had been unable to suppress either. He had both treat-
ed his friends well and humiliated them, What he should
have done, the court thought, since both qualities de-
manded expression, was to treat his fllowmen kindly
and humble himself. Under theze circumstances the only
thing to do was to grant him an cpportunity to behave
better. He was accordingly sentenced to be reinclayed
for a few years as a mongrel dog. He would thus find
ample opportunity to suffer humiliation himself whilse
he was devoted to the welfare of others. As this sentence
was approved by the flashing of the green light, and the
tad humiliator was led out by his black puard, T could
not help hoping that the “dog™ would not meet with
such cruel treatment as he had accorded his friends.

linquired of Attarckib on this point whether, since
this person had been sentenced to lead a dog’s life as a
punishment, it was not the duty of Earthmen to humil-
tate him so that his sin will be thoroughly expiated. My
puide hastened to assure me that nothing could be more
erroneous. Mo Earthman is commissioned to aid this dog,
or any inclayed being, to expiate his sin, Indecd, those
who will maltreat the dog will be tacen to account for it
in Anidedarta as for any other act unbefitting a human
being.

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: Bue if all the Earthpeople
knew this and carefully refrained from unkindness to any
dumb creature would not this dog and others incarnated
»5 amimals escape their pumishment? And would not
the purposes of this court be defeated?”
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“Attarokib to Sepsafern: Not at all. In the first
place the mere fact that he has to live a few years as 3
dog is alrcady humiliation cnough for the convict. Then
again, the fact that humans, thinking him a dog, treat
him with kindness will make it plain to him how heinous
it was to humilate his fellow humans. Thuos by kindness
to him the Earthman can teach the inclayed in dog’s form
a better lesson than by treating him brutally, Likewise
with all such unfortumates, And so you sec that the pur
poses of this court cannot be defeated, for the real end
goupht in punishing the cgo of any stellaran for his
wrongdoings as Earthman is to open up his eyes so that
he will desire to better himself.”

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: Tam glad you have clear-
cd this matter up for me. [ did not suppose for 2 moment
that the courts of Niames would look with favor upon
the maltreatment of animals by human beings, but T did
wonder how inclayment in the form of a lower animal
could be any punishment except with the cooperatinn, in
a brutal manner, of the Earthmen: You have enlightened
me, and again I have to thank you. DBut before we leave
this subject—I suppose the same principle applies to
those reinclayed as humans?”

“Attarokib to Scpsafem: Naturally. An epo may
be ordered reinclayed with a view to having him undergn
certain unpleasent but, for himself, viluable expericnces.
Earthmen, however, do not know and cannat ever know
whn such persons really are. And even if they did they
would be wrong to inflict a punishment upon a fellow-
man which they were not dircctly nrdered to do in
Anidedarta. Those who must will ind their fates with-
out the helpful efforts of unknowing Earthmen.”
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@€12. In one of the most dramatic trials that T at-
tended the accused had belonged to the highest aristoc-
racy of his country on Earth, as it developed when his
Timestrip unfolded its story. He had been a titled noble-
man, an active member of the ruling class, a statesman
occupving a very high diplomatic position. It was shown
that on several occasions he had held the peace of ten
nations in his hand. Beside him stood a black guard so
Llrgc that he wa= frightful to behold. And there was no
white guard. Yet t%u's. diplomat was not charped with
the instigation of war. On the contrary, he had most
cften thrown his influence on the side of pacific relations
He had actually believed in his heart and soul that peace
was preierzble to war—this was proved beyond a doubt.
But though an Eurcpean himself, there was present in
the vast pavilicn a multitude, numbering in millions,
most of which (though not by any means all) was from
the oriental parts of the Farth. It was during the latter
half of the munning of the Timestrip that the reason for
the presence of so0 many accusers, and the nature of their
complaint, became clear.

He was shown to have been onc of the most des-
picable criminals in the world, an active participant with
# group of international human despoilers in one of the
most dangerous conspiracics against the welfare of man-
kind, his share of the work having consisted chicfly of
suppressing the truth about this criminal activity. As
the full sipnificance and far reaching efforts of his crime
unfolded themselves 1 could see that the jurors were
stricken with horror. They zeemed to shrink from the
tazk ol judging & crime so vieious,

When the Timestrip had run quite a long way,
when it was almost finished, I was shocked to perceive
that the accused was no stranger to me, Years ago 1

323



MIGRANTS OF THE STARS

had met him personally at an embassy ball, though 1
struck up no friendship with him. Later [ had heard and
read of him often. And I had always held the man in
highest esteem, regarding him as a splendid example to
the diplomatists of all the world. Now I met him again
—after his clay was dead on Earth—and he was facing
trial in Anidedarta charged with having supported the
poisoners of millions of humans, and with carefully sup-
pressing all the truth of this willainous craffic in drugs!

As the details came out it appearcd that he had
been one of a group of international diplomats who con-
spired, in the interests of their countzymen who were
opium growers, to hinder and defeat all attempts to re-
duce the quantity of these drues orown and consumed.
In the name of free commerce he had supported the right
of his countrymen to grow as much of the poisonous
opium Jeaves as they can w1l Moreowver, in order to pre-
vent the masses of his countrymen from learning the ex
tent of the dreg traffic and how many humans were
being destroyed by it, he had defendad the growers’ rght
to keep hidden from public scrutiny the accounts of cheir
production and dispcsal of the deadly drug. MNeither
the protests of his own mere enlightened countrymen
had moved him to take a more humane view of the prob-
lem, nor had the pleas of enlightencd orientals fallen on
heeding ears. He was the notent defender of the unlim-
itable commercial rights of his countrymen to produce
and sell whatever they please and as much as they can
find a market for.

He was now brought to book. Millinns of orientals
whn had fallen victime of the poisons that the aceused
had protected were now present with a demand for
justice, Thousands of oceidentals including a host of
his own countrymen and wemen, were present to settle
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the same score with him. They cried out bitterly when
his Timestrip showed how conferences called especially
fur the purpose of reducing the preduction of opium had
been made ineffectual by hus clever and brazen diplomatic
maneuvering. He was revealed making plans to discredit
those few apencies that were interested in the pradual
abolition of the use of debilitating drups. He was shown
terrorizing into silence, by threats based on his power-
{ul position, those who showed an inclination to acquaint
the public with the facts of how the drug traffic was
supported in high governmental circles at the instigation
of the rich growers. For above all it was necessary to
keep secret these facts. Their exposure would surely
have meant the ruin of this noble diplomat and all his
aids in their various countries,

They had succeeded too well in keeping their labors
secret. But there was no concealment in Niames, In
Anidedarta the Timestrip revealed the full duplicity of
every participant in the crime of supporting the contin-
ved growth of opium in certain places and its sale not
only into the orient but even secretly into those occiden-
tal countries where its importation is prohibived. All the
details of the story were revealed, and millions were there
to testify to the harm they and their families had suffered
as the result of taking the drug. These pitiable victims
made a most horoble impression with the exhibition of
their spiritual ruination.

Among those present to testify against the accused
were several official persong, There were a few who
declared themselves representatives of certain oriental
nations, and they charged the defendant with having
brought shame and discredit upon the names of their
respective races. |here was also a most beautiful and
brilliantly parbed lady who introduced herself to the
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court as the President of The Society For The Prome
tion of Truth On Earth, and she testified that never had
Truth besn so brutishly disgraced, so shamelessly dic-
torted. as by the deliberate suppression of the facts con-
nected with this crime of poisoning and crippling million:
of humans out of sheer greed tor gold and power.

There was no doubt in my mind, when | saw the
arraignment of all this damning evidence, that the ac-
cused was likely to draw upon himself the severcst of
all Niamesian punichments, 1 should not have been at
all surprised if judpe and jury had struightway pro-
nounced the awful verdict. 1 was surprised, rather, to
see that judge and jury moade an earncst effort to defend
him, stressing his cfforts to maintain peace among the
nations. But his accusers were unforpiving, and, as the
black guard wept, the sentence of death was pronounced,
together with that of Dreampit.

I guestioned Attarokib concerning the convict's
chances in the Supreme Court,

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: On the surface of it he
should be condemned to extinction. But one never says
that the Supreme Court of Niames will not find a way
to be merciful. We must remember that his kin will
comb the whole universe for every shred of evidence in
his favor. And they will unquestionably find many to
appear and plead for him, many who will consider above
all his services in the interests of intermational peace.
Againgt him will count the lives of millions whom he
crippled and ruined and reduced to the most abject
misery—even women of his own country who were
crushed into lives of shame and indecency through the
drugs that he protected and promoted. Do you think
they or their kin will ever forgive him?™
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“Sepsafem to Attarckib: You believe then that he

is doomed?”

*Attarokib tn Sepsafem: Mo, T chall not say that.
He has a reasonable chance to escape the worst. It is
very fortunate for him that he sincerely opposed hime
self to warmaking—on this chiefly his chance rests to
have his punishment reduced. His victims will prob-
ably be induced to consent that he be reinclayed again
and aymain as cne of their nation and in such circumstan-
ces that he shall bear the brunt of the suffering and none
of the reward connected with liberating their own kin
from the curse of the drog which ruined them. Someone
must undo his devilish work. Probably he shall be given
an opportunity to aid in the least pleasant phases of this
process. But nothing is certain until he appears before
the Supreme Court, and that 15 yet a year off.”

@13,  We had held this intercommunication whilst
leaving the pavilion where I witnessed this saddest of
trials. At our next pavse I found myself watching the
arraignment of a man who had been a thoroughgoing
hypoerite, Al his life-in-clay he had pretended to be 2
relipious and good hearted man but actually had been
faithless and utterly indifferent to the troubles of his
men.

One of his special hypocrisies had been to pretend
a great regard for the welfare of dumb beasts, and he
had joined himself to a socicty for preventing cruelty to
those creatures. His Timestrip showed how one winter
morning he had haled a poor carter into the courts on a
charge of failing to cover his mule with 2 warm blanket;
and he had bullied the judge into levying a fine against
the offender. Now, the scene repraduced by the Time-
strip showed that the carter himself was at the time with
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out a proper overcoat, clad in tattered parments, and
shivering with cold. In his home, it developed, they had
to be very sparing of fuel, and often were cold and
hungry. Yet the present defendant had demanded the
tuking of the poverty stricken carter’s last coin as a fine,
depriving his children of bread for the following day,
besides preventing the poor man from earning his usual
day's wages. Instead of counting in his favor, the pecu-
liar way he took to show his love of mules—at the ex-
pense of an unfortunate fellow man and his suffering
family—counted against the defendant in Anidedarta.

He was sentenced to make a complete tour of the
Earth, in ¢po form, and kiss every mule, horse, cow,
Jog and cat that he would meet, on the lips. When he
had learned that love of dumb beasts was by no means
the finest thing in the universe—that at any rate it was
only secondary to love of his fellow humans—then he
could return to Miames and stund trial in the Civil and
Criminal Courts for any charges that might be brought
against him before those tribunals, His own black escort,
who was to supervise this comical kissing game, accom-
panied the convicted hypocrite out of the pavilion.

“Sepsalem to Attarokib: Do you know, the sent
ence 1n this trial has made me think of a phrase—which I
have never understood—that scems markedly appropri-
ate to it."”

“Attarokib to Sepeafem: A phrase a jate to
this trial? Quote it. I!?l,m fﬂtﬁ'rfs‘l.‘ﬂlijﬂ.h G
“oepsafem to Attarckib: 1 am reminded of the
verse "They that sacrifice men kiss calves'—it’s some-
where in the Scriptures, but 1 can’t reeall where,”
“Autarckib 1o Sepsafem: No marter where, it is
very telling, since this sacrificer of men will shortly be
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kissing both calves and their cousine—poor dumb
beages!™

Q14 A young Brtish sailor’s trial was the next
that Attarokib directed me to attend. This representa-
tive of my country’s mavy had quite a host of trans-
yressions to account for, but in the end these were even-
ly balanced by his good deeds and his tragic violent
death in early youth. The court then announced that if
anyane would find a pood deed, however subtle the
quality of its geodness, which had not yet been credited
to the defendant, it would be permitted to overbalance
judgment in his favor; otherwize he would have to be
reinclayed in order to find some good to balance the scale
in-his favor.

The former sailor himself declared immediately that
there was one quality in him which w chought his whste
eecort had not sufficiently developed—and that was hig
love of fair play. Ilooked in wonder at the white guard.
On his features was an expression of regret and disap-
pointment mingled, sceming to say “Now you have taken
a false step that I shall not be able to get you out of.”
But the defendant was already showing on his Timestrip
how often he made fair play a point of honor. Lastly
he came to a scene of riot. It was in one of the British
colonies where two religious factions were attacking
one another. The defendant was ordered by his officer
to shoot. He fired his musket into the crowd, felling one
of the combatants. Then he reloaded, aimed carefully
at a combatant on the other side (by now both factions
were seen running from the bullets of the sailors) and
felled him too.

“This™ the defendant asserted confidently, “is alsa
an example of my love of fair play. You sce, I had shot,
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under orders, one of the rioters. Dut as there were two
sides to the fight I made sure to do the same for the other
side—to shoot one of its people. Now I think my love
of fair play should be credited to me for all its worth”

I understood now the reason why the white escort
had neglected to make the most of the defendant’s love
of fair play. 1 was not surprised to hear the judge ask
the former sailor with much sarcasm in his tone
whether he was sure it was only his senze of justice which
had motivated himn in committing a cold blooded, inex-
cusable murder. And I thought that he pot off quite
easily with the sentence to be reinclayed for as many
years as the second man he killed in that riot had lived,
at the end of which time he was to die through the me-
dium of a fool like himself. It was indicated that there
was not another fool like him who, at the proper time,
would be a fit agent for the convict's death. The court
therefore ruled that he should die through an apent
nearly as much of a donkey as himself; and this, it was
found, would necessitate that he should die of a kick
from the hind legs of an ass.

€[15.  Later I saw a chinese Earthman on trfal, and
one of the charges against him was that he had ruined a
hundred pounds of garments by using a cheap chemical
in his laundry that saved him a few pence. In connee
tion with other crimes of a more sericus nature the
Chinese was ordered reinclayed and to dic when he
would drink a solution of this chemical in a glass of
water, mistaking it for nutritious rice water.

(16,  There was a trial of one who had been on

Earth a Negro slave on a white man’s plantation, Among

other things he was charged with having stolen many
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watermelons out of his master’s parch, The court order-
cd him to pay the full computed value of all the water-
melons he had stolen from his master—the latter being
still on Earth—by despatching four and a half dotlars
worth of Anozam to him. He was 2l=o advized to watch
for his master's arrival in Niames, which was due in
no very long time, and then to institute suit against him
for a heavy bulance due the slave on forty-two years of
valuable lzbor, besides cortain other claims.

{17.  One of the trials that ended with a sentence
I thought rather amusing was that of onc who had spok-
en il of members of a rebigion not his own and made
charges against them calculated to instigate an attack
upon them by his co-religionists. The white guard made
sure to prove that his attempts had been futile. His
stories had been largely discounted, and no action had
eventuated as a result. He was ordered to retum to
Farth in ego form and catch all the words and phrases
he had uttered apainst his fcllowmen of the religion he
hated, as well as those of his words which others had
repeated after him, If he would bring them all to the
court he would be forgiven by the people he had slander-
ed, but if any were left he would be held strictly ae-
countable for the trouble that their reiterction might
create. He was given half a century for the completion
of this wemarkable task, | saw him leave the pavilion
carrying a curious sort of net upon his shoulder.

dlis, The last trial that I attended in Anidedarta,

wher it was nearing moming and almost time for the

courts cf Niames to close, turned out to be probably the

wdldest of them all. I saw the accused standing alone in

one of the pavilions—a most unusual thing. Attarokib
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nodded, indicating thar here I should find something
worth witnessing. 1 entered and soon acquainted my-
self with the facts.

The accused, born a2 Mohammedan, had been con-
verted to Christianity, and had thereafter occupied his
time in missionary work among his people. It was shown
that the motive underlying his choice of this career had
been simply a desire to earn a very comfortable and
easy Hveliﬁmd—pmﬁrimsiy he had been a starving labor-
er. In this he had practiced a long continued deception
upon his blind converters who thought him a soul they
had saved. For he had not believed a single word that
he or his instructors preached.

Now the distracting thing about him was that
in all other matters he had been an excellent, well be-
haved, person. For the money he received from his
churchly converters he had rendered them dutiful ser
vices, preaching both day and evening to young and
old Moslems, to men and women, on the great advan-
tages, both economical and spiritual, of accepting Christ-
Tanity.

True, he had not succeeded in winning a single
convert. But this was due to no lack of effort on his
part. It was due rather to a lack of wlent for preaching,
his abilities being more in the line of weaving and re-
pairing worn rugs. Since thus he had committed no
crime to speak of, he should have becn admitted to some
part of Niames, But it was at this point that the prob-
Jem concerning him arose. To no place could he be as-
signed where he would not be obnoxious to his neigh-
bors. Among his former fellow-Mohammedans he could
find no welcome because he had been a traitor to their
faith. He would be even less welcome, if possible, a-
mong his Christian associates, for they knew him now
in his true colors,
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This was why ne one had appeared as an interested
person at his trial. His creditors wished not to collect
anything from him. His kin he had himself rejected.
And his adopted friends knew now that he had sought
cnly their money. They wanted neither his preaching
not his rug repairing now, He stood there, a lonesome,
ferlomn, hapless figure, 1 pictured him as a son of Ishmael
with a twisted cross upon his chest which he could
neither remove nor stragghten properly. No one came
to advise him or conscle him in his trouble, and even the
court was at a loss what to do with him. Out of sym-
pathy for the judges in their dilemma 1 really wished the
accused had been more of a vilain so that they could
send him an to eome epecific punishment.

Lovking about me I saw all the F:wﬂinns empty-
ing. It was ume for closing the evening s scssions. Only
in this one court the judee and jury still sat—nort a little
embarrassed, for they know not how to dispose of the
fellow. And in Anidedarta it is a tradition that each
Jefendant is entitled to know his fate on the night of
trial. Tt was getting late. The presiding judae glanced
out toward the stars to learn the hour. Evidently he
saw that it was time to terminate the session, although
the jury were yet apitatedly diccussing the possibilities
of the case—or, more likely, the impossibilities. Suddenly
the judge, who had been communicating with different
departments of Miames, addresscd the court.

“It is universally agreed,” he declared, “that only
rne dispoeition of auch a perzon 13 possible—he must oo
hack to Earth and join himself with somebody, win
someone’s respect so that he will be aceeptable in the
midst of some group. It is for his own good to be re-
mclayed. T have sought a proper place and conditinn
tor his reinclayment and rrly one seems to be suitable,
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as | have been informed from the Palace of Birth Control
in Mikahes. There is a couple on Earth, living in a greae
metropolis upon the continent of Europe, who are re-
corded as having contracted o mixed marriage, the man
being Moslem and the woman Christian. Now. a daugh
ter has been allotted to their marriage and the woman
has just eoneeived, thounh she does not yet know it. But
they are already fiphting constantly as to the religion in
which their future child wall be brought up. He says
it must and shall be Moslem. She says it must and shall
be Christian. My sugpestion is that our friend here be
sent on ingtantly to Mikahes to be assipned to that
couple, for within the next twenty-four hours their baby
must have life. OF course he wall have to po throeeh
life this time as a female, but we have no remedy for
that now. At any rate, under the loving care of this
quarreling couple, he shall certainly have an opportunity
to make a free choice of his religion. If the jury are in
agreement I shall order the defendant inclayed at once
as the daughter of thiz pair.”

There was a unanimous chorus of assent. The
judge had scarcely uttered the sentence when suddenly
they vanished, jury and president, the whele court, in-
cluding the defendant. As the last moment of the time
allotted for their stay in Anidedarta expired, automatie
ally functioning currents bore them off each to his prop
er place. The whole region was by now empty, for multi-
tudes had been strcaming away through the air during
the Tast few minutes, and suddenly the pavilions darken-
ed: but not before there was a flash of green in the cwr
pola vnder which the list sentence had just been npro-
nounced. That night Attarokib and I were the very last
to leave Anidedarta,
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“Sepsafem to Attarokib: This has been a most
wanderful evening, if 2 very busy one, I cannot admire
the ecurts of Amdedarta enough, bath for the manner
of their conduct and the character of the justice they
dispense. And now whither shall we go next? What
new and astonishine marvels has this land of Niames yet
in store for me?™

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: I might take you now
to the great Temple of Religions, from which you could
see certain parts of Ambatnis, Your fricnds from Ni-
mikahara are spending their entire visit in that Temple.
But 1 think it better for us to go now back to that part
of Mikahes which we did not visit when we made the
tour of its Industial Center.”

“Sepsafem to Attarckib:  Just as you say, dear
fricnd. You lead where it is unquestionably best for me
to be. 1 am only too glad to follow you. At any rate, |
can rejoin my friends when I have seen all else and re-
main with them until the termination of this wondrous
visit,”

My guide was silent at these words—a silence that
I did not understand until much later, for evidently he
wished not to worry me in advance by things that would
happen in the future. Instead of answering he gripped
hiz girdle: T followed suit, and we were soon soaring
away from Anidedarta towards what was to be the
final and mest interesting stage of my adventure.
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN

A CORNER OF GRIEF AND RELIEF

The parades of the comvicts—A fow soquaintances—The mock
marriagts=Lhe spart of the imps—aArnval of the rolicf
—The Orders of Emancipation—C0n 1o Mikahes,

q:. By this time I had already grown familiar
enough with the outline of Niames to notice as we flew
from Anidedarta that Attarokib was not leading me di-
rectly along the route we should traverse in going to
Mikahes. 1 asked him whether 1 wae not mistaken in
this impression.

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: You arc right. I have
chosen a different rout for our return to Mikahes in
order that you may sce a sight which should interest
you not a litelle, We are going to pass over the island of
Hatefat on the way. But instead of alighting we will
merely hover above and look on for a brief period. We
{::us‘!:.nﬁt spend much time there—we haven’t any to
ose.

After this warning 1 kept a sharp lookout for a
new region. We were not long in coming toit. [ recog-
mized the signs of o now part of Niames as sonn as we
soared in sight of Hatefar A short distance before us,
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and not much beneath, was situated an island small in
extent as Niamesian proportions go. The light in it
was plain white and rather intensc—something like the
light of Admedrat, Ilts bottom, however, unlike the
black Aimedratian bottom, was a very light, transparent
grey, so that bencath it we could sce plainly the ether
ocean, and farther below the comparatively opacious ni-
troxic ocean.

We let ourselves down slowly to a short distance
above the surface. From this point of vantage [ viewed
first of all several parades, some quite large and others
emall. I soon understood the nature of these processions,
for I recognized many of the cgoes. They were groups of
persons whe had been sentenced to one or another pun
1shment during the previous evening in the courts of
Anidedarta. 'Fhr: convicts were all accompanied by their
black guards, and followed closely by many of their
relatives and friends,

Among those whom [ recognized were most of
the persons whose wials I have described. The miser
who had met with =0 much sorrow o the Foolstool was
there; and the highwayman who had taken pleasure in
inghtening pecple—he was surrounded by quite a host
of imps who seemed determined to have at least ote
rer oust of him. The millionaire who had been sentenced
t be a tramp for seven lives on Earth was present, as
well as the religious fanatic who had been sentenced tn
Dreampit for a year. The latter, fast asleep like 2 corpee,
reclined upon the shoulders of a number of wicked look-
ing pallbearers,

Another who enjoyed the doubtful honor of being
curricel alofe by the ereatures he bad generated was the
debaucher who bad been ordered caged. The brutal
Mohanunedan, punished in + scmewhat simalar fashion,
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was not far away, still struggling in the embraces of his
seven nauseating houris. The Jew who was to be re
inclayed in Russia, the liar with a pink monkey upon
his shoulder, the super-heroic officer, the honorable
judpe, the authorlecturer who had never written or
said anything of true value, the cruel humiliator, the
diplomat with his weeping black puard, the pious hypo-
crite, the fair minded sailor, the economical Chinese, the
would be instigator of race riots with his queer insect
net, the convert who had been ordered to be what |
judged would resemble a Hermaphrodite more than any-
thing else—and even the politician destined to be a
stingless mosquitc—all were there, and many others
whom I recognized, and some thousands strange to me.

Among those I remembered from Anidedarta who
were missing in these processions were my own Captain
Hatchet-head, the Negro slave, the poor laborer, and the
three suicides. Where were they? Attarckib explained
that the Captain did not belong here, for since his rein
clayment was not a punishment but a privileze which he
had chosen of his own free will, he had gone directly to
the Palace of Birth Control. The Negro, as well as the
poor laborer, had been ordered directly to different parts
of Miames. The suicides did not belong here because,
having come back to Wiames before their proper time,
their reinclayment was inevitable, and they had no hope
of a retrial or a pardon: henee they too had pone directly
to the Palace of Birth Control. And why were the others
here? Attarokib declared that most of them hoped for
a pardon, or a retrial, or a lessening of the sentence,
hence they were permitted to wait here until their white
guards and their friends and kinsmen could take the
proper steps. There is no other place where the erea:
fures born out of their wrongdoings, in whose charpe
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they must remain, can stay until it is determined fnally
whether the convict is to go to the Palace of Birth
Caontrol to be reinclayed.

Without exception the convicts marching in the
processions were being subjected to extreme indignities
at the hands of their black guards. They were mocked
and made fun of and roughly handled. Though many
of them looked strong enough to retaliate, they bore it
all with sorrowful humiliation, apparently because they
felt that they themsclves had given life to these torment:
ors. | am sure, however, thae they suffered most for hav-
ing to undergo such treatment in sight of their kin and
best friends.

There could be no doubt about it that the black
imps were enjoying themsclves tremendously, As if by
prearrangement all of them joined in conducting mock
mnarriages of the caged debaucher and the Mohammedan,
those unlucky convicts knowing not how to resist their
playful puards. And how thoroveh the tormentors were!
In the mock marriages they did not leave out any de-
tail. They furnished music of a dreadful quality, and
inimitable dances =0 ludicrous that many of the con-
victs could not help laughing, They decked the grooms
in garlands of flowers that consisted of rubbish, and be-
sprinkled them liberally with what they were pleased to
call Chinese rice, bue alas! the rice looked as if it had
gone through the process of being consumed by Earth-
men. They took delight in rough games like tumbling
their charpes about in a very careless and undignified
manner, Several of the big ones took up positions at
varous distances and they threw one of the convicts
around among themselves like a ball while a smaller one
tried to intercept the convict in passape. I must confess
that the imps showed great skill in this sport,
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Another of their sports, but this was a very cruel
cne, consisted of casting some convict into a trance and
leaving him thus afloat in the atmosphere. In this con
dition he would imagine himself back at whatever oc-
cupation he had followed on Earth. And whatever he
attempted to do he would fail in. He would meet al-
ways with zome catastrophe, If he were a merchant
he would suffer a fatal loss. I he were a laborer his
workmanship would fall apart. If he were a scientist
his caleulations would prove erroneous at a vital point.
I he were a military man he would suffer an ignomin-
ious defeat, As be imagined these events, the convict de-
scribed them in his trance, together with his disappoint:
ment. Then the imps awakened him and repeated his
terrorized phrases, and made sport of him, to his deep
humiliation,

€[2.  But the black tormentors did not have it all
their own way. Every now and then an army of little
white ereatures, headed by some convict’s white escort,
made its appearance. A battle then ensued between
them and the black imps who had charge of that con-
vice, which raged until the tormentors were all beaten to
death. The fortumate convicts, thus released, eagerly
soared away, accompanied by their liberators. I con
sulted my puide on the meaning of these rescues,

He told me that often a sentence is issued in the
courts not because it will be carried out, thoueh the ac-
cused deserves no less, but for the purpose of frichten-
mg him, or giving him a brief punishment which con-
sists of his supposing it will lagt long. During the few
hours that it takes his rescuers to prepare for their
pleasant duty the convict has an opportunity, by learn-
ing the character of his h::-"-t[;': imps, to realize the true
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nature of the troubles his wrongdoing has brought into
being. By the time he beging to understand this thor-
oughly the forces created by his good deeds are per-
mitted to rescue him from further suffering. Sometimes
this oecurs within a few minutes after the convict ar
rives in Hatefat. And Accarokib added that this island
was the only battle ground for the two forces of good
and evil except Earth; that here those bartles which
they did not finish on Earth are sometimes fought out to
a conclusion.

“Sepsafem to Attarckib: And have the forces
of good a decent chance on this Island of Hatefae?”

*Attarokib to Sepsafem: You will be surprised to
learn that they always win. Only in the cases of men
who have left very few good deeds among their evil-
doing his white guards do not try.”

“Bepsafem to Attarokib: Now what happens to
those whao are freed?”

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: Mostly they po on w
Adatavsa, and later they rejoin their kin in that part of
Mikahes to which we are going, where they live for some
time. It depends on their past.”

There was still another means by which many
convicts were freed. In a number of instances I saw
the relatives of the convicts rescuing them from their
tormentors by appearing armed with an Order of Eman-
cipation, which they had obtrined from some department
in Anidedarta and which the black imps respected so
much that they surrendered, reluctantly enough, the
person whom they were tormenting,  Most of these
Orders, 1 was informed, meant that the convicts for
whom they were issued would have 2 new trial. 1 could
see, however, that both types of rescues took place only
with the lesser offenders, None of the caged prisoners
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was liberated, or those who had been sentenced for the

grosser crimes, The benehiciaries of the numerous res
cues were those who had been sentenced for personal
transgressions and such offences agamnst their fellow
beings as the latter had been induced to forgive since
the trial.

Only one clase of prisoners are not freed from the
indigritics and painful experiences of Hatefat Island
within a few months at the utmost, Attarckib told me—
those sentenced to be extinguished. If the Supreme
Court confirms the pronouncement against them—uwhich
' weans that in all the universe there is no proof that any
shred of good survives in them—the sentence is carried
out; and they are taken away to the world of void called
Dreampit until all the evil they created is annihilared—
2 process in which their own egoes are painfully and
finally destroyed.

Much to my interest, among those who were liber-
ated in my presence either by their own good deeds or
by Orders of Emancipation obtained through their rela-
tives, were included the miser, the Chinese, the Jew,
and the liar with the monkey upon his shoulder. This
oddly assorted band was not altogether freed, but they
were rescued from the hands of their tormentors after
having been in Hatefat only a short while and sent on
immegiatﬁ.'l.}' to their various destinations. Incidentally
1 observed that someone presented to the Jew an extra
order, upon which 1 focused my sight. 1 saw that it was
a revocation of the special verdice that he should not be
permitted to emigrate from Russia, where he was to be
born, to America or England. I was much amused to
see hiz jubilance upon discovering that at a later day in
his coming Earthlife he would be able to migrate to one
of the Inn§5 more preferred than that of his nativity. He
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waxed so joyous that he executed a very athletic Russian
dance, done on one foot with the left hand raised up in
the air and the right hand bent at the elbow in 2 half
circle, the fingers resting upon his loin,

There were many other scenes of happiness upon
Hatefat as armies of wi.ite and groups of relatives arrived
and freed many of the convicts; especially was there joy-
ous exuberance among those who were liberated come

etely. But we did not pause to watch them. Attaro

ib suddenly turned at a sharp angle und T followed him
at a poodly speed toward that part of Mikahes which he
called Kuramala, 1 was very anxious by all means to see
this region before I left Niames; which event, I began to
suspect from the demeanor of my guide and from hints
he had let drop, was not far off.
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CHAPTER BIXTEEN

THE STRANDED MIGRANTS

The rcunton of the migrants—Men with fifry fathers, ladics who
are their own granddiugheers, and other mixed relations
—The ancients in vier midst—How we were welcomed in
the frst Kuramalan land—The National Club—~A wisit
to the President—The stars of gold—How 1 panticipated
in a concert—The arguments in the Hall n]; Decisicns
—My investigation on the lsle of the Zenomanizes,

Q1. Asriven at the gate of Mikahes, we entered the
passage lcading to the Industrial Center, where scenes
familiar to me were in evidence. Not pausing for more
than a glance ar the fascinating occupations, we turned
to the right and puused directly through coe of the main
entrances of Kurawala.

my first impression was that 1 had entered a spa-
cious and beautiful port of immigration. Hundreds of
officials representing many nations were there, besides
thousands of new arrivals whom they were interviewing.
By listening to the conversation between the officials
and the newcomers, which was frecly communicated, |
learned that the latter were the people who had lived
one or more lives on Earth and had, since the conclusion
of their most recent inclayment, been discharged by all
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the Miamesian departments, They had gone through
Anidedarta, had been mostly sent on thence to Adatavsa,
and were come now to settle in Kuramala with their
kinsmen—many of whom had been living in this land
hundreds and even thousands of years,
Right then I resclved that I would not submit to
being mystitied, and 1 asked Attarokib to inform me a
bit about Kuramala. In reply to my questions he told
me that this land was the place where Live all stellarians
who, having been inclayed, have only partially succeeded
in their quest.
“Sepsafemn to Atwarckib: Just what does partial
success mean as against complete success?”
*Attarckib to Sepsafem: Complete success means
learning to love all the beings of the universe, overcom-
ing any antipathy towards those unlike oneself on ac-
count of differences in elemental eonstitution. You have
seen the people in the Hall of Fame, They are complete-
Iy successful, they havc achieved, and are immediately
accorded, the freedom of the universe. Partial success
means that a person has learned to love some of the
beings unlike himself, but not all. If a stellarian has a-
chieved fricndship with one or ten nations, but not with
all others, this s partial success.”
 "Bepsafem to Atarckib: How long do the par
tially suceessful stay in Kuramala?”
“Antarokib to Sepsafem: Until the end of the pres-
ent Earth-period. Then they return to their native stars,
and are free to vieit the stars of the peoples whose friend-
ship they earned.”

Attarokib told me also that Kuramala is divided up
into many lands, that each star-people has its own
Kuramalan land, in outline like the country it inhabited
on Earth, Some of these lands, however, are in several
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copies, due to the fact that the territories of Earth which
they represent have been occupied successively by
peoples of different stars—as when the modern Greek
people replaced the vanished old Greeks, There are thus
two lands representing Greece in Kuramala, one occu-
pied by the Greeks of antiquity and the other by the
contemporary Greeks—for these people are from dif-
ferent stars! There are also dupheations of Egype, Italy,
America, and many other lands of Earth.

While I was listening to Attarckib 1 had been lock-
ing around. I grew interested in the curious formalities
that the arivals in Kuramala went through. Anticipating
my desire, Attarclub obtained permizsion for us to pass
into one of the buildings of the port. it was a vast salon,
many miles around, divided into several score alcoves,
in each of which sat an official. Tens of thousands of
people, old inhabitants, oflicials, and newcomers, were
going hither and thither about their business. It all seem-
ed too confusing to understand, but my guide helped
me,

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: This is the Salon of Re-
union, Each newcomer must cstablish here his origin
and present connections in order to determing formally
in which land he chall live. There is one alcove for
each people. Now give your attention to the free inter-
communication. It will interest you.”

Obediently 1 listened to the establishment of origins
and connections, and many curious and amazing facts
came to light. First of all 1 learned that each arrival is
met in the Salon of Reunion by those of his parents who
are living in Kuramala—and many newcomers were thus
greeted and claimed by ten or more fathers and mothers!
This was due to no error but because these newcomers, in
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various inclayments, had had different sets of parents—
sometimes from different stars!

A most curious thought cccurred to me upon learn:
ing this, which I hastened to mention to my guide.

“Bepsafem to Auarokib: Tromn what | see here it
would seem that a Person on Eirth nﬁ;ht meet a lxrfel;:t
stranger——perhaps someone from a foreign land—who
was his father in a previous inclayment!™

“Attarokib to Sepsalem: And why showld you be
wurprised? Not only is this possible, but much more.
The stranger a persun mocts on Earthy mizht have been
his grandmother or his sister or some other consanguine:
ous relative, or may be his future child or parent.™

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: Thiz passes wonder! For
it seems to mie that in repeated incliyments one might
become the father of his own dead father—and be thus
his own grandfather, and conscquently his own grand-
son!”

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: Quite right. And there
is almost no end to the number of interrelationships
sible. Any lady on Earth may be her own sister and ﬁ
own granddaughter, and her own mother-inlaw into
the bargain. Or, in consecutive inclayments, two women
may change their roles—one being first the other’s mothe
er-inclaw and later her davpheer-in-law—"

“Sepafem to Attarckib: It is growing quite com-
plicated, and I am satisfied with these possibilities alone.
And now tell me, are all these interrelationships brought
out here?”

Bue thiz was a superflous question. 1 saw how each
arrival learned not only who were his fathers and moth-
ers in various inclayments but also who were his child-
ren and other consanguineous relatives. Those having a
multitude of parents were few, however, Most of them
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bad no more than two or three fathers and mothers—
few hasl: more than five,

eing all this, | began to wonder what significance
there could be in any ego’s pedigree, since he was likely
to have any number of parents irom nearly as many dif-
ferent nations. Moreover 1 began now to puzzle over
another question which, though quite important, had not
ocowrred to me tll then, What relationship could there
be between Earthparents and their Earthchildren after
their clay frames are dust? For the real persons, the egoes,
are not generated by the Earthpeople, who reproduce out
of themselves only the clay bodies to which the egoes of
their children are attached. 1 was indeed greatly con
fused by this thought, for obviously, no relationship need
necessarily exist between Earthparents and their chil-
dren—they might derive from diffcrent stars! 1 had to
watch the proceedings in the Salon of Reunion a long
time, and turn often to Attarckib for an explanation, be-
tore I learned the truth of this mystery of cur Earthlives;
but I render it here in a concise form.

When, in any of his inclayments following the
first, a stellarian, consisting of ego an =cul, is born to
parents of a nation not of his own star—which occurs
under exceptionul circumstances—the blood of the day
frame that he receives from his parents is united with
his epo. By means of this connection the child’s bload,
which is inherited from his parents and was influenced
by their egoes, affects the character of his own ego. It
is thus the blood which, being welded to the ego, is the
connecting link between the natures of parents and their
children.

Not all egoes, however, are influenced in the same
degree by the blood to which they are attached. And
during several inclayments an ego may be welded to
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many types of blood, some influencing his personality
more and others less. Sometimes an ego is attached to a
score of types of blood that have been influenced by the

of stellarians from twenty different stars during
repeated inclayments, yet at the end of it all his person-
ality has undergone no basic change, His ego retains all
the major characteristics peculiar to his native star. And
sometimes an ego during only his second inclayment is
so strongly influenced by the blood of parents descended
from a diflerent star than his own that his nature alters
completely and assumes the peculiac chamcteristics of
the parents’ star.

This was the fact that the pedioree-inding officials
were trying to discover. And when, after cach ego
arriving at Kummala had rendered the history of his
Earthbirths in reverse order, beginning with the last and
ending with the firse, if it was showri that his parents
were not all of one star, it became necessary to establish
to what extent the blood of his foreipn parents had in-
fluenced him. There is no dishonor connected with this,
some of the stellarians from certain stars being quite sus
ceptible to such influence. It is only a question of deter
mining to which community of stellarians he shall be
assigred in Kuramala,

To establish this important fact, the last Barthly
{ather of the newcrmer {or if he 15 not in Kuramala a
kinsman in his place) takes him to the Character Deter-
mining Expert sitting in the alcove of his own people.

This Expert is able to tell after an examination
lasting but a few moments whether the epo has the pecu-
liar characteristics of his last father’s star. 1f his decision
is affirmative the newcomer accompanies this father to
his Kuramalan land. But if the Character Determining
Expert declarcs that the newcomer has not the character
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istics of his last father’s star, his last mother, if she was
not of the same star as his father, refers him to the Expert
of her people.

This procedure is continued, poing backward down
the line of the neweomer's Earthparents throughout his
inclayments, until he is identificd as having the character-
istics of the star of onc of his parents. Quite often he is
examined fifty times, or twice as many times as he was
inclayed, until his first Earthparents, who are always of
his own star, claim him. This means of course that he
has retained the basic characteristics of his own star
—the commaonest finding.

I followed the identification of egoes who had heen
geveral times inclayed as French or Enplishmen, but it
was found by the Character Determining Experts that
they were really ancient Greeks or Romans; and their
Greck or Roman ancestors were present to welcome
them back into their native communities. Again and
again | was astounded to hear people begin reciting their
pedigree as Ennlishmen and conclude by claiming identi-
ty as ancient Babylonians: or they hegan as Frenchmen
and ended as Romans: or began as Americans (Indians)
and concluded as Indinne (Hindus). I discovered that
a laree number of persons living in the midst of the mod-
ern European nations were actually members of various
ancient peoples who had perished az such from Barth.
Quite a few arrivals belonged to the Phoenicians, Amon-
ites, Moabites, Amalekites, and other long vanished
Biblical peoples, as well as to peoples of antiquity whose
name= were unfamiliar to me,

There were alen a number of persnne wha for vari-
ous reasons had been reinclayed in the midst of a foreipn
~enple while their oown star bad its unificd representa-
tion on Barth. T recall su-b instances as a Russian who
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had been recently inclayed as a Japanese, an Afrizan
whe had been lately an Arab, an Irishman who had
been recently a Spaniard, and ever so many similarly
fantastic interchanges. 1 became suddenly very curious
to know defimtely my own pedigree and the true gar
of my origin, though 1 believed my real personality to
be indentificd with the character of the English people.
There was no way, however, to find this out at the
time; for [ had leamed that questions concerning my
own person were politcly evaded by my puide.

q2. At last I was satishied with what I had seen
of the identification of the newly arrived Kuramalans,
and suggested to Attarokib my readiness to proceed in-
land. It was necessary far us to obtain special permission
for this, which Attarckib did immediately. We passed
out of the Salon of Reunion in company with a group
escorting scveral newcomers. Kuramala proper was in
sight at last.

What a grand panorama unfolded itself before me
as I focused my sight upon the great distances of the
vast country! All the lands of Earth, in their true bound-
aries, were spread out before me, each country ten or
twenty times as large as the Earth-territory it represents.
There are no oceans; but between each land is an empty,
uninhabited space, so that the borders of the various
lands do not, as on Earth. join together.

Extending my sight 1 saw the whole land of Kura
mala filled with the homes and public buildings of its
inhabitants. Palaces of indescribable beauty rear high
and wide their cxquisitely carved towers and oddly de
signed wings. There are also a multitude of smaller and
plainer homes, but all charming and beautiful. The
whole land is laid out in an endless series of pretey
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gardens and fine parks, filled with gorgeously glistening
flowers and majestic trees and sparkling streams and
odoriferous rivers, the sight and smell of them enough
to intoxicate the senses of any beholder.

Following the group with whom we had left the
Salon of Reunion, we were not long in coming to the
baorders of their land, which, Attarokib told me, repre-
sents Siberia,

At the boundary lines of their country the new-
comers entered a tall bulding designed somewhat like
a chessic castle, several archways being open at the
bottom to admit the arrivals. Without hesitation we also
entered, for this was a public bulding. Inside I dis-
civered its purpose.

The newcomers were put through a process similar
to the onc 1 had undergone in Nimikahara: they entered
a pool of strong light and came forth in a new garb.
Previously the newcomers had had simply a bright grey
appearance. When they came forth from immersion in
this flood of light they had altered to a shining, silvery
brightness so intense as to be almost azure. They were
now of the same appearance as those who had come to
meet them in the Salon of Reunion. But upon close ex-
amination T discovered that, among both newcomers and
old inhabitants, some were intrinsically more brilliant
than others—an indication of social and economic status,
as amang the Aimedratians.

The group we were following left the castle of
immersion not by the side on which they had entered
hut on the other side, leading directly into the land.
There they were met by a laree committee who weleomed
them with very odd music which they played on instru-
ments no less interesting. Until then ne one had taken
any special notice of Attarokib and myself, But as we
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emerged from the castle a part of the welcoming com-
rittee separated from the rest and played a most amaz-
ing song the sense of which—1 fcie i, since there were
no words ~was " 'Welcome Attarckib and his guest Sepr
safem”!

This rather original musical greeting concluded, no
one flurther bothered us. My guide who was all smiles
at the tmpression that this simple and delightiul cere-
mony had made upon me, only urged me to follow the
group of newcomers, A minute later we arrived at what
Attarokib called the National Club. It was an immense
and breath-takingly beautiful palace, surrounded by
many smaller structures in a park of vast dimensions.

We began a tour of the vanous sections of the
club; and at this time we lost the group we had accompa-
mied here. It would take volumes to describe all that 1
saw in half an hour, or to recount the interesting cons
versations | had with many of the people of the land.
I passed rapidly through music chambers, lecture halls,
museums, picture palleries, astronomical observatories,
aquaria, zodlogical and botanical gardens, all perfect
in a degree overshadowing the grandest Earthly concep-
tion. But aside from these things, which arc known on
Earth, there were many undreamed of on our planet—
some of which 1 shall describe later,

Most interesting about all these departments of the
club was the fact that they were orpanized with a view
to satisfy the interest of the people in the life of the
various stars. Nothing eo fascinates the people of Kura-
mala az to be shown something about one of the stars of
the universe. This seems to be a universal, deeply ims
rlanted characteristic of all humans; so that even on
Earth, when we are completely jgnorant of our stellar-
ian origin and hardly dare to suspect that many stars are
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inhabited by wondrous peoples and hlled with endless
marvels, the curiosity to know what is upon the planets,
and even the ambition to visit them, crops up continue
ally in our hearts.

In one of the museums that we passed through
wias exhibited a series of paintings by 2 group of native
artists showing their own history, Beginning with a
scene upon their native planet, the paintings depicted
how they left it; how they went to Niames as beings
without individual perzonality and were assipned to be
inclayed in Siberia; how they lived on Earth and died;
how they were many times reinclayed; how they were
each after his inclayment assigned to Adatavsa; and
finally how thence they came to Kuramala, There were
more than one hundred large paintings in the series, ex-
ccuted upon some fine white materials in all the colors of
the universe and in these paintings were pictured all the
hopes and strivings and trials and failures and victories
of the stellarians, Some of the canvases showed how
activity in establishing justice, freedom, and fraternity
among the inclayed Earthmen was the highest achieve-
ment of the stellidans: and how those who followed
this idcal on Earth became the superinr beings of the
universe. Other canvases showed various deprees of
stellarian failure on Earth, and various degrees of par-
tial success.

3.  Before we left the National Club Attarckib

suggested that we owed to pay a visit to the President

cf the club to thank hiz people, through him, for the

hearty welcome they had accorded ue. We found this

Siberian noble seated in a beautilul chamber of reception,

and as we cntered I recognized a few of the group of
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new Kuramalans with whom we had come into the
countgy. The president was talking to them, and freely.

“Do you hear me, my friends,” he was saying, “and
abandon this desire to be reinclayed now. | understand
your feelings perfectly. You are by no means the first
who have come to me under the same impulse with this
desire. But I tell you it is not pood for you to be in-
clayed again now. You would have a long and tiresome
wait in the Palace of Birth Control, [or many from our
star are waiting for an opportunity to be inclayed the
firse time, and theirs is the right of precedence over you,
You believe your life here will be intolerable, but indeed
you will grow to like it. You all have won the right to
visit one or two or three stars.  And while we are wait-
ing for the conclusion of the present period you may
vizit the people of those stars in their Kuramalan lands,
You all have a month of vacation to acquaint yourselves
with your new life here; then you have a month of time
to spend in each land that you may visit before you are
assigned to some work in Mikahes. In the meantime
your daily Anozam is supplied to you from the national
treasury. Go, my f{riends, and accept this temporary
life until we may all return to our native star; and then,
when the next period begins, we shall all have another
opportunity to be inclayed.”

What the discontented newcomers replied T could
nat receive for they addressed themselves directly to the
President, but they left shortly, apparently reconciled to
stay in Kuramala. The President immediately turned to
us and engaged us in a fricndly conversation. 1 found
him to be a man of hrilliant mentality and in every re:
spect an ideal person. He questioned me as to how 1
was enjoying my visit, and being assurcd on that paint
expressed the hope that we would stay on for some time,
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uffering us the hospitality of his own home, Attarokib,
however, explained that we would have to leave in 2
short time.

During our discussion | expressed surprise that the
newcomers who had just left us were anxious w return
to Earth in preference to living in beautiful and gay
Kuramala, The President revealed the causes of this dis-
content to me,

*You see that we are not all on the same social
plane, the difference being due to the degree of our
achievement in inclayment. And though even the least
successful of us has a beautiful home and freedom to en-
joy countless wondrous things; and though the highest
noble among ws would never do a thing to make his
{ellowman feel inferior; and though every one of us is
glad to see his fellows in the highest possible status; none-
theless, we ail desire to attain the highest possible degree
of achievement ourselves. We repret particularly that
the number of peoples we may visit is limited. This
is what makes the newcomers desire to try again to im<
prove their perscnality through inclayment. There is
not one of us who does not feel in some degree that his
status ought to be better. There is not one of us who
does not plan to try again at least during the next period.
We can never fecl wholly contentzd until we attain
the freedom of all the universe, until we feel ourselves as
one with all the beings that dwell in "

It was evident that the President himself, who was
‘the highest noble in hiz land, fele thiz discontent of which
he spoke. 1 rather wondered at this at the time, but
tater, when 1 reviewed in my mind what living in Kura-
mala means to the stellarians, [ understood it better. The
Kuramalans have yet to fulfill their ambition to become
masters of the wmiverse; they can visit only a limited
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number of peoples in Kuramala and on the stars—and
when I had seen what individual wonders existed in each
land I knew how disappointed they must feel who can-
not see them all; they have no admission to the park of
Ajahatnig—a very precious privilege to them, though I
could not understand it; cthey are not pictured in the
Hall of Fame—which means that they have not won the
right to have a planet of their own, These considerations
make them often to wish again to undertake the quest of
achievement in the clay.

As we were about to leave, the President said to
Attarokib—

1 hope you will take our guest to a eoncert which
all our nation have been looking forward to for some
time. It is in the national chamber of music, and is given
by one of the great artists of a distant land. You do not
know, perhaps,” he said to me, “that a concert by a
foreign artist is a rare thing among us—we usually go to
the land whose art we with to enjoy. [ urge you to hear
this concert; it will doubtless be wonderful. 1 would ac-
company you myself, but unfortunately I cannot attend
it.

Artarokib immediately promised to po with me to
this concert and we took leave of the hospitable Presi-
dent. As we flew through the wide spaces of the beauti-
ful land I saw many charming scenes. One in particular
interested me, and I called my puide's attention to it.

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: See yonder—in the river
flowing around that tall palace are a man and a woman
swimming! They do it beautifully, and seem to be en-
ioying themselves tremendously. What interests me par
ticularly about them is the number of golden stars that
they have upon their breasts, And I have seen different
numbers of such stars on E.I‘LIE? breasts of many men and
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women here who are going about in no more clothing
than we have—our flighter girdles. Are the stars meant
to take the place of clothing as omaments?™

“Attarolab to Sepsafem: I see you understand that
the people wear clothing here only to gratily their sense
of omament—and you will have to admit that their coa
tumes are not only more wonderful than any you have
seen on Earth but that each person wears parments suited
to his or her own personality, But you have not sur-
mised correctly about the stars, Thl::-ugh the;.r are certain:
ly ornamental, this it not their p

‘-‘wpsafem to Attarokib: Why aren’t you telling me
more about them?™

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: Because there is the na-
twonmal chamber of music,. When we find a ploce inside
I shall tell you.™

4. The national chamber of music had indesd
been in sight for some time. One could not miss
it, in view of its hupe size and odd shape—that of an in-
verted pyramid. This was only one of many fantastic
architectural marvels in Kuramala, For while on Earth
the law of gravity limits our architects to rectangular and
cylindric dimensions that stand on a sufficient ground
base, in Kuramala, there being no such law, structures
Llh:t a 11 yramid standing with the tip on the ground are

e wondered at than the firmly based pyramids on

Thu entrance to the national music chamber was
through the top. 1 found the inside arranged as a series
of narrow balconies one over the other: chairs and couch
es of all sorts, standing about in no formal order, were
the furnishings of the balconies. Attarckib and I select-
ed two chairs in what was perhaps the thousandth bal-
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cony from the bottom, where we made ourselves com-
fortable. There was a stream of persons coming in all
the time. [ judged that there were two or three million
already present when we arrived. At the bottom of the
inverted pyramid was the performer’s pit, & wide round
space filled with more than one hundred different instrue
ments, of which 1 recognized only a dozen.

On an exquisitely carved couch next to me reclined
ane of the people of the land, engaged in conversation
with his neighbor on the next couch. Neither of them
wore any clothing, though both had flighters like mine
upon their loins. One of them had eight golden stars
upon his breast, the other had six. In each star of the
first man was a different symbol inscribed in blue; the
other had six gymbols similar to six of those in his com-

nion's stars. There were hundreds of men and women
in sight whose bare breast revealed such stars of guld,
varying in number from two to as many as twenty. This
reminded me that Attarokib owed me an explanation
about them; and while we were waiting for the concert
to begin | questioned him again. ,

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: You have been looking
at your neighbor there and you see that he has some
etars, Why not ask him? 1 know he will be glad to ine
form you.”

I suzpected that Attarckib had some special reason
for giving me this advice, and I hastened to follow his
suggestion.

"Bepsafem to my neighbor: May 1 trouble you

ith a question?”

“Aiavizai to Sepsafem; Certainly—it will be no
trouble, 1 shall be delighted to serve you in any way."

“Bepsafem to Adavizai: I am a stranger here, and
curious to know the meaning of these stars that your
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people wear upon their breasts, My guide Attarckib
suggested that you would be glad to inform me.™

“Atavizai to Sepsafem: He was right and 1 shall
thank him for referning you to me. As tor the stars of
gold—they indicate in how many lands the wearer is
an honorary citizen,”

“Jepsafem to Adavizai: Please tell me what this
means, how such bonorary citizenship is attained,”

“Adavizal to Sepsafem: Gladly. You perbaps know
that a new arrival in Kuramala has a munmn which to
acquamt himself with the new life. During this time he
renews old friendships, visits the various places of in-
terest in his land, the parks and the public places. He
leaves the borders of hus land to visit the Signalling Sta-
tion, the Hall of Decisions, the Hall of Archives, Hate-
fat, Aiatavsa, Sibbatmikah, and other places in Niames.
Now when all this 15 over the arrival finds waiting for
him an invitation from every nation in Kuramala o
visit their land. But while he would bke to visit them
all be accepts only the invitations of the people whose
friendship he deserves—that is, those whose stars he
has earned the right and the ability to visit. He spends
a month in each land. When he arrives at one of them
he is inscribed a: an honorary member of the nation—
and then a lictle star of pold appears upon his brease,
with the symbol of the nation which it represents.”

“Bepsafem to Adavizai: Very beautiful. But how
can a person living on Farth today do anything to win
the friendship of vanished peoples?”

“Aiavizai to Sepsafem: 1 was about to add that
for each star a person has he s granted the night to
choose in addition cne of the lands of the people who
are no longer on Earth, Onee a person wears the star
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of any people, he may visit that nation’s Kuramalan land,

and later on 1es star, at any time he wishes,”

“Sepsafem to Ajavizai: You mentioned many pub-
lic places that newcomers tw Kuramala vist—some of
whuch | have never heard of. What do they do there?"

“Alavizai to Sepsafem: They send messages to
their friends on Earth from the Signalling Station. To
Hatefat and Adatavsa they po to see both tormer friends
and enemies, for varipus purposes—, They go o Sibbat-
mikah because from there they can best watch what therr
triends and kin on Earth are doing. To the Hall of
Archives they go to see the records of whar has happen-
ed with any person that they ever knew or heard about
and in whose history they have an interest. Finally,
usually on the last day of their heliday, they go to the
Hall of Decisions, where all their unsettled disputes on
Earth are reviewed. Aftcr that is done they begin their
regular Life here, which 1s marked by their being assign-
ed to some work in the Industrial Center."”

“Bepsafem to Amvizai: You have satisfied me
fully concerning the stars of gold. Tell me now, if you
please, don't the Kuramalans grow impatient here wait-
ing for the end of the current Earth period when you
will be able to return to your native stars and to visit
the stars of the peoples in which you enjoy honorary
citizenship? It scems to me that you are here as strand-
ed migrants, held up in your journey through the uni-
verse.

*Amavizai o Sepsafem: You have aptly called us
stranded migrants. But it 5 not at all an unpleasant
delay, and we have so much to do here that we do not
feel impatient. Our remaining in Kuramala is necessary
because we did not fulfill all the conditions of our in-
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clayment, We are all partners in certain group-debts
on Earth which we labor to repay here.”

“Sepsafem o Adavizai: ‘Thank you very much
for your kindness. 1am grateful for the service you have
rendered me in telling me all this.”

“Adavizal to Sepsafem: It 15 1 who should be grate-
ful to you, for you have granted me an opportunity to
serve you. And oW permit me to thank your guide for
relerring you to me.

Attaoli iy durig It St bt b e et o8

ttaro 1 saw t as
.I.il.hﬁ’jl'mhlg y satisbed about somcthing. Then
Adavizai spoke to me again,

“Adavizai to Sepsafem: Allow me to thank you
once more for questioning me, Your friend has just told
me which is your star—and 1, who never before had
anything to do with one of your people, shall now, on
account of my slight service to you, be able to visit your
people. I am so overjoyed that I can hardly wait for the
concert to finish. I shall start cut this very day.”

I expressed my own pleasure to have been able o
render one of the Kuramalans such a valuable service,
and then 1 tumed to my guide.

"Sepsafem to Attarckib: You have told my neigh-
bor something that 1 too would like to know—to which
star, or to which pecple, do I belong?™

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: You must not ask me
that, There are some things which, if you found out
about them, would make your continued stay on Barth
futile. Your true origin is one of these things. If you
learned it, your clay l=IT‘:I::Id:wr would die immediately, and

would have to go to Atomelot at once, through the

all of Awakening, and =0 on. Incidentally, because in

Kuramalan England you would wvery likely discover
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either that you belong to that people or to which people
you really belong if not to the English, we shall not be
able to go there.”

d[5. Idid oot offer a reply then, for while we were
speaking the wvisiting artist bad arrived and taken his
place 1n the pit of the inverted pyramid. 1 grew aware
suddenly of a strain of harmony that came up from the
bottom of the great house, and Jooking down 1 saw the
artist moving deft fingers over the surface of a short
single strng suspended between two thin posts over a
stand. The music that came forth was a spinted dance
effect in swiltly changing cadences. A glance around the
concert chamber revealed that the people were mostdy
in the same attitudes as before—some seated on chairs,
some lounging at ease on couches, and a few standing
near their friends. 1 received the impression that a con
cert to these people was just an occasion of enjoyment.
I recalled to mind a picture of stiff shirted, uniformly
black frocked men seated rigid upon hard chairs near
tightJaced women in a London opera house; and I
smiled. Or was it the music that made me smile?
The one-stringed instrument had given way to one
of many pipes—an organ, out of which our entertainer
was drawing a mixed melody of gayety and depression,
but mostly gayety. | had never heard such music before.
1 wondered whether these were original compositions of
the performer, or, if not, who were the composers. Four
more instruments were made to yield up delicious strains,
then once more the performer seated il'.mself at the or-

gan.

Before he began his next piece he addressed his

vast audience. To all of us he communicated the wish

that we should harmondze 1-;1111 him in his final offering.
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Then he began to play a slow compesition of deep feel-
ing, which became livelier by very gradual stages. Sud-
denly I perceived that a number of people had joined the
argantst with wondrously harmonious song. Socon more
and more people joined the swelling chorus. One after
another the men and women around me, as if moved
with profound inspiration, Fnun;d forth a contribution
to the stream of harmony. 1 remembered the singing of
the stellarians that I had heard is company with Longa-
nim and his friends, Attarokib had already joined the
singers, It seemed to me that | was the only person re-
mauning in the great place who was not harmonizing with
the arganist’s chorus; and suddenly, as the music reached
a climactic stage, he lifted up his head and looked struight
at me, singing and drawing mystenously meaningfol
chords out of the great pipes. It was then that the
meaning of the music came to me. Hardly aware of
what 1 was doing, | joined the mass of harmonizers.
More than five million men and women we were, all
contributing our musical harmony to the inspired leader-
ship of some great singing organist from a {ar off star.
It was when I found myself in harmony with all that
vast assemblage that [ realized that these were no compo-
sitions 1 had heard, but imprompty impulsive outpour-
ings from the soul of a master of melody who had the
Emuer to make us all join with him in the expression of
is grandiose conception,

The spirit of the music fell. Singly and in groups
the inspiration fell from the people. Without knowing
how it happened I, too, paused at the proper moment,
At last cnly the lone singing of the organist came to me
with the accompaniment of the bells in his instrument,
The singing stopped, and then came the final chord from
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the n, soft, sweet, entrancing. The concert was
fniched,

There was no applause, no encore. The master
ol music had rendered what he wished to express—that
was the concert. The people left their places, some
quickly, some leisurely. Attarckib and 1 were among
the last to go, for 1 had remained awhile under the spell
ol this glorious experience.

It was not until we had flown vver a good deal of
space that I spoke to my guide, and then it was not
about the concert—for there was nothing to say about
it except to praise what could never be sufficiently prais-

0.,

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: All the people that | have
scen in Miames have been alike in ome respect—they
are of one age. | would not care to say what age it is.
Certainly it 15 youth—yet there is in all the people the
dignity and wisdom of age. I take it this is the stellarian
state. And I think the absence of the states of child-
hood, adolescence, middle age and senescence 15 no tra-
pedy. I was particularly impressed by the splendid ap-
pearance of the Kuramalans in the concert chamber,
when I had several millions of them in wview at one
time,”

My puide nodded, as if this remark needed no con-
tribution from him.

“Sepsafem to Actarokib: What do the people do
with all their time here? 1 understand they work one
hour a day for their Anozam. But most of them do a
year's work in a month, with perhaps from one to three
months of extra work, What do they do with all their
free time?”

* Attarokib to Sepsafem: Consider the facilities they
have for amusing themsclves. and you will see that no one
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has ever been ennuied in Kuramala, nor ever will be,

There are the colleges where all manner of knowledge is
exchanged; there are the museums and art centers, which
means not only seeing the products of free genius but
producing artistic marvels; there are the concerts, where
great performers render their music, and where all the
people give expression on instruments or in song, to
their musical emations—you have been to a Kuramalan
concert, and [ think you, for one, would want to spend
all your time in the music chambers: there are the clubs
and fields of sport; and, if you have the privilege, you
can go from land to land and see all these and partici-
pate in them in the forms distinctive with each people.
You know how the music and dancing and all the arts
difier smong the nations on Earth. Here the ditference
is far more intenze. And each people cultivates individ-
ual arts that no other peaples have, Finally each person
has in his tom home various resourses for entertaining
himsell and his fricnds. And when a Kuramalan is not
doing any of these things you will probably find him in
the Park of Crystal watching his friends and kin in their
Earth adventurcs—you remember seeing thousands of
people there, don't you? There are so many interests
to occupy one that the question should not be what do
the peonle do with their time but where do they find time
to do all these things? And the answer is that the time
simply exists. Now, my friend, you have made me de-
liver scveral lenathy addresses to you since we arrived
in Kurmmala. Come with me therefore into thae strue-
ture yonder and listen to a few addresses by others, You
will of course agk what place is that. I forestall you, It
is the Hall of Decisions.”
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{s. To enter this institution we had to cross the
border of Kuramalan Siberia, for it was situated at the
extreme inner part of the Industrial Center of Mikahes.
The Hall of Decisions was a great iong structure divided
into many alcoves. As soon as [ entered I perceived that
a stream of communications was issuing freely from
every alcove. Approaching one, 1 gave my attention to
the official in charge of the place, who was reading out
of a voluminous book to two persons facing him, a man
and a woman, while a large group of people stood by,
It looked at first like 2 marriage ceremony, But what the
official was reading soon enlightened me.

“And finally, the day that you died,” he read, ned-
ding to the man, “you argued with your wife on the
subject of which was the proper medicine, the black
pills or the white pills, and you were in favor of the
black pills, of which you took three, with the conse
quence that they brought about your immediate death.
The decision of the sages is that you were wrong in that
argument; the white pills were the proper ones.”

“My dear,” said the man thus informed to the
lady facing him, "I apologize for my absurd stubborn-
ness,”
The lady replied with a gracicus smile.

“Will the next contestant appear?™ the official call-
ed out, turning a page in the book.

The lady moved away to make room for 2 man,
who gave his name.

*"(n this and thiz day, at this and this time, and
at this and this place,” read the official to the man who
had replaced the lady, “you paused to look into a shop
windaw into which this man, who iz now before us to
hear all his unsettled disputes decided, was at the time
looking. You passed a remark as to which watch in the
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display would make a better timepiece, and maintained
that it was the one in the blue case. Your neighbor here
inaintained it wus the one with the broad minute-hand.
The sapes decide you were both wrong, as neither of
those watches was any good as a time-piece, being only
empty cases without a mechanism inside. There were no
other disputes between you two. Will the next contest-
ant come forward?”

The man who had a moment ago replaced the
lady now made room for another who, it appeared, had
been a close friend of the man whose arguments were
being all conclusively settled. Mearly three hundred
arpuments that they had left unfinished were decided.
This kept on until the official announced that all the
disputations of the man before him which he had had
with the people who died sooner than he, or between
his death and the present vime, were decided. And he
called for the next person who was ready for this pro-
cess.

Going from alcove to alcove I learned what happens
with each Kuramalan who, on the last day of his arrival
holiday, comes to the Hall of Decisions. He meets there
every human with whom he had ever arpued or disputed
on any question, personal, scientific, or ideal, in which
no true eoncligion satisfactory to both sides had been
reached; and the correct decision is read to both parties
by the sage authoritics who preside in the Hall of Deci-
siong,

Every verbal debate that takes place on Earth is
recorded in the Hall of Decisions: and its officials make
sure that all who are involved in these argumentations
shall meet their opponents in the debate at some time
in the Hall of Decisions and learn the truth of the mat-
ter, so that it may be :wigamd as a thing finished, A
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Kuramalan may be notified at any time that such and
such a person with whom he or she had argued at such
and such a time and place on this or that subject has ar-
rived in Kuramala and will be present in just so many
days at the Hall of Decisions to hear the truth, This is
the equivalent of a summons, to the Kuramalan thus
notified, to be present himself at the Hall of Decisions on
the stated day—{or he knows not yvet in whose favor the
decigion will be rendered, if either of them was right.

During the time I spent in the beautiful Hall of
Decisions | heard quite a few amazing and curious ver-
dicts rendered on subjects ranging from the most trivial
to the lofticse. A newcomer entering the Hall of Deci
sions finds there most of his fricnds and associates and
relatives, including possibly his wile and mother-inlaw,
waiting for him. All their unfinished arpuments and de-
bates and quarrels are recalled, many of which cause both
parties tn blush that they had engaged in such trifling
verbiape, and a decision i3 rendered in gvery instance—
snme in favor of the neweomer and others in faver of
his predecessors in Kuramala, The person in the wrong
promptly concedes the fact in each count, and amity is
thus established.

Mixed with deeizgions on profound philosophical de-
hates are verdicts on what had been the best play in
a pame of whist; and decisions on a disputed best move
in a game of chess come together with verdicts on heat-
cd political disputations. I must nate that in the major-
ity of arsuments between man and wife that 1 heard de-
cided, the hushand was the winner; but in the majority
af arpunients berween persons and their mothers-inlaw,
the former were bested. The attitude of the dehators is
sometimes brought up, for 32;: who has participated in-
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sincerely in an argument is under chligation, in some in-
stances, to make redress.

I was at the point of hearing the decision on an
argument as to whether blonde or brunette women were
the most deceitiul when my puide interrupted me.

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: Come, my friend, if you
will tear yourself away from these endless decisions we
chall be in time to see sumething interesting in one of the
lands of Kuramala ™

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: 1 am always ready to
follow you, though this time 1 feel reluctant to leave,
I wish you had waited another moment before calling
me-—I should have heard an interesting decizsion: some-
thing about the comparative deceitfulness of fair and
fairer members of the fair sex.”

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: O, that! No matter.
You will return some day and hear it decided. Hardly a
da¥ passes when that arpument is not brought up here
at least a dozen times. People will argue, you know.™

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: So 1 hear. Well, then,
ehall we start? And what land is it to be?”

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: I am taking you to see
the Isle of the Zencmaniacs.™

“Bepzafem to Attarokib: Really! T have cheerved
that there is no sickness in Kuramala, but you seem to
have enough lunatics to need a special place for them!™

Q7.  Attarokib offered no reply to thiz, probably be-
cause we were already nearing our destination and I
would soon see for myself. Within another minute we
had alighted upon a small island, not at all like the ather
Kuramalan lands in beauty or attractivenesz. There
were no parks, no clubs, no public buildings of any sore
—merely a few evenly la,id'?nut streetz on which stood
370



MIGRANTS OF THE STARS

rows of a single type of houses; very handsome struct-
ures, but not to e compared with these in other parts of
Kuramala. There was not a person in sight,

“Sepaafem to Attarokib: Well, by the size of the
land there are not very many maniacs in Kuramala; and
ﬂ}t:r either like to keep to their homes or are confined
t rE."

Even while I was uttering thiz 1 became aware of
a very extracrdinary feature of all the houses—they had
no doors! [ pointed to the houses and looked interroga-

tively at my puide, who was smiling very slightly.

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: So you have noticed the
most conspicuous thing about this land at last! But
really you could hardly expect to find the entrances to
the houses on the Isle of the Zenomaniacs except in the
back.™

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: Ts this one of the forms of
their lunacy? —But no! there is something odd aboue all
this. Who are the Zenomaniacs? And why are they sep
regated here?™

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: The Zenomaniacs are the
people infected with such a form of lunacy that on Farth
they jnined themselves to a foreign penple which they
considered superior, and tried to conceal the facts of
their origin.™

“Sepsalem to Attarokib: And they are assigned to
live in this land?™

“Attarclub to Sepsafem: Exactly. When such a
person arrives in his Kuramalan land, he is examined by
the judicial representatives of hiz people. If found puilty
of this grevious insult to his kind, he is expelled from the
community as a person infected with a most dispusting
disease, and sent to sojourn here with others, from all
stars, eimilarly afflicted.” )
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“Sepsafem to Attarckib: Put I have known persons
who changed their nationality for various reasons and
who were fine people in all respects.”

*Attarokib to Sepsafem: Mere change of national-
ity, though wilful, is not taken as a conclusive indication
that Zenomania has set in. lf there were extenuating
circumstances the suspect will very likely be declared
uninfected; say when circumstances required mergeance
for the sake of a common good, or when there were
impelling reasons not of the deserter’s own choosing.
8o long as being ashamed of his own people did not enter
into the considerations leading to the change there is no
Zenomania.”

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: Well, then, being sent
to Zenomania is no great honor. Mo wonder the people
here prefer to stay indoors—DBut what has all this to
do with there being no doors in front of the house?™

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: You understand already
that the people sent here are simply renegades. Now
don’t you know how a renegade on Earth leaves and
enters places?™
anceship with renepades it rather limited—""

“Sepsafem to Attarckib: 1 am afraid my acquaint-

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: T will tell you then. If
you had observed renegades on Earth you would have
noticed that they who grow ashamed of their own people
usually leave them by a back door and they usually join
another people throuph a back door.”

“Bepsafem to Attarckib: T see. Quite appropriate
then, to have only back doors here, But what sort of
life do the people lead on this island, since they don't
seem to be very sociable or ;n have public institutions?™
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“Attarokib to Sepsafem: 1 advise you to find out
for yoursell., Just go avcund any house and enter it
through the rear.”

1 was about to fellow my guide’s advice—and from
the smile on his face | anticipated some surprising dis-
coveries—when 3 group of people came soaring down
and alighted near us. Unc of them, an offical, by his
blue uniform, was leading the rest—eight Kuramatans,
newly arrived, | judged, trom the fact that not one of
them had yet a single star upon his breast. He and At-
tarckib exchanged greetings, and the two were engaged
for a minute in conversation, Then the leader of the ar-
rivals returned to his charges and addressed them freely.

"My friends,” he said, “this is the Isle of the Ze-
nomaniacs where you may live. Here on my left is a
row of empty houses. Go in and choose each one a
house, and 1 shall have it comfortably furnished for you
and arrange to have your Anozam appear here daily.™

The Zencmaniacs, acting as if they were rather em-
barrassed, immediately went around to the rear of the
left side of the street, Within half a minute one of them
was back., He spoke to his guide directly, so that | did
not hear him, but the guide answered freely.

“You say this place does not appeal to you at all?
Well, your examining committee informed you that the
only alternative is reinclayment.—You are afraid to be
reinclayed lese it lead you into trouble? [ know you had
difficulty to free yourself from Earth the last time, but
what ¢lse can | do? If you don’t want to chance rein-
clayment just yee, live here awhile, until you decide
either that you wish to be reinclayed or that it is not
so unpleasant here. —Very well, if you prefer, the
choice rests with you. Wait until the others are provided
for and 1 shall take you to the Palace of Birth Contral.”
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By this time two mare of the Zenomaniacs had re-
wurned, The conversation with their guide was much
the same as the first one’s. They had determined to
choose the privilege of reinclayment in preference to
living here. The remaining five were not long in appear-
ing. Four of them announced their resolution to try
reinclayment, The other, after long vacillation, decided
to stay on the isle, The official assured him that he
would be provided with Anozam promptly in any house
he would select; and calling to the other seven to follow
him, he rose into the atmosphere. Before the group was

2 mile away the lone remaining Zenomaniac gripped
his girdle, and followed rapidly aiter them.

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: No customers today—
you see now why they don't need a large place here.”

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: 1 suppose there cannot
be much pleasure in living here if so few of them are
walling to stay. And that is just what [ was going to
investipate before that group arrived. Will you come
with me or wait here?™

Attarokib chose to wait for me. 1 walked arcund
to the rear of the houses on the right =ide of the street
and entered the first one. There was not a living soul
in it, } tried the next one, and found no one in it. 1
went down the whole length of the streer, and finally
tried another strect. But there was no sign of life any-
where, I returned to Attarokib.

“Attarolub to Sepsafem: Back already? Have you
finished your i nvestigations so soon?”
~ "Sepsafem to Attarokib: Either there's no one live
ing upon this island, or you are having fun with me—
and I am inclined to think this is just another exhibition
of your sense of humor.”
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* Attarokib to Sepsafem: Ah—then you have real
ly completed your investipation, Well, now that you
know that no one has ever volunteered to live here we
are ready to go on. The fact is we ought to hurry,
for there’s little time left.”

Again 1 wondered that my guide should urge me
to make haste. 1 knew that he had an eternity before
him. It must be for myself, therefore, as an Barth-
dweller, that time was short. Since Attarokib offered
no explanation | did not question him, Within the mo-
ment we were flying at a tremendous speed towards one
of the Kuramalan lands, flying, as I already suspected, to
the last part of my wondrous adventure.
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CHAPTER 5EVEMTEEN

BETWEEN EARTH AND THE STARS

At the castle of Win-Wing—Some cunous amusements—A
serpent, 2 parrot, and a bed-bup recite their fables abour
men—ndy hwely conversation with some dumb creatur
—The banguer—.s fasg our of the world—[ am summon-
ed o a Kuramalan convention—The shocking news-—

Ba.k o Earth.

Q1. A short flight over one of the empty spaces
separating the borders of two Kuramalan lands, and we
abighted once more on the ground of a country of vast
extent, the panorama beautiful with palaces and parks
and gardens and rivers,

We were in Kuramalan China, Attarckib told me;
and in this land, he added, he planned that we should
jnin the inhabitants in 4 few of their amusements. It
they would equal the concert 1 had attended, 1 rhought,

1 wis due to spend a very enjoyable visit. I therefore
{followed Attarokib cagerly towards one i the tull castles
near the border.

Upon a hanging porch near the top of this typical-
ly Kuramalan home sat a very handsome native couple.
For omament they wore upon their bodies only fantastic-
ally decorated girdles. The lady was playing upon a
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curious wheel-like instrument from which a pretty tune
came forth.

Almost as soon as | sighted them the Kuramalan,
who seemed to have anticipated our arrival, floated him-
self gently down and, with a graceful bow, made us
welcome.

“Sing-Song to Autarokib and Sepsafem: My home
shall have the honor to receive you this day, good friends,
Enter, pray, and permit me to lead the way.”

We replied to this pleasant greeting as we jollowed
him into a spacious inner garden. Near a pool in the
center stood the lady we had seen before on the porch.
Our howt immediately presented us te his beautiful mate,
the lady Sun-Set, whe added her pleasant expressions of
welcome to those of her husband. We seated ourselves
upon couches in a bower near the colorful pool,

Many scrvants, of the white guard type already
quite familiar to me, were about, unostentatiously beauti-
{ying the garden by trimming its trees and flower beds,
by coloring little pagoda-like structures, or by plantin
new ormamentations. I wondered whether any degree o
charm could really be added to this place; but the re-
sourcefulness of the white guards seemed mmexhaustible.
A few of these servants approached and offered us gar-
lands of fragrant flowers; others served a delicious hiquid
of ﬁll::nz.n.m-—im]:-u-rted, our hostess told me, from Sibbat
mikah,

Lactly we were presented with instruments in the
iurm of short, thin flutes. Following the example of my
companions I placed the flattened end between my bips,
I tred first to blow into it, but as this produced no re
sults | drew in. The effect was magical. [ felt a sweetly
aromatic gas coming out of it which, like my friends, 1
exhaled immediately, The things about me zuddenly took
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cn fresh hues, delightful to behold. As I repeated this
process the scene in which [ sat kepe i&:nﬁg It;u colors
In a goTgecus varicty, intoxicating to sight. A curi-
ous Enng pleasant amusement I thought. Attarokib in-
formed me that it was one of the favorite passtimes of
the people of this land.

Gradually, as we relaxed into positions of ease,
and when our hosts had made us feel comfortable in the
highest degree, I began to question them concerning their
life. Our inter-communication, according to & common
practice when more than two persons participate in a
conversation, was carried on freely.

“You enjoy a vast amount of comfort here,” 1 re-
marked. "I have chserved no sickness anywhere in
Kuramala, no accidents, no shadow of death, no wrong,
no climatic extremes—to which you would not be sub-
ject if they existed, on account of the constitution of
your bodies; and the senses are free and perfect here to
appreciate all that is good. You have very able servants,
too. I am wondering who they are and what price you
pay or have paid for their labor, and for all you enjoy.”

“These, by the way,” my host replied, “are not our
servants, They belong to our son, as does this whole
palace. Our own home is not so grand, But there is no

rice upon their services or for anything in the land.
Evzry one here enjoys wharever his starus entitles him
to, and the instruments for his enjoyment are created by
his personal servants who are the beings formed out of
his deeds on Earth. That is how our life is ordered here.
These white beings build our homes, furnish and oma-
wnent them, lay out our parks and pardens, and beauti-
fy and equip them, They are the sources of ocur numer-
cus forms of happiness h:n;“
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A servant entered and spoke to Sing-Song a mor
ment. The latter excused himseli immediately, saying
the month's income of the palace had arrived and he was
required for a while to order its disposition.

"Our =on, who is away on a journey,” explained
my hostess, “has invited us to stay here, since his home
is much superior to ours, and Sing-Song takes care of
Lis interests in the meantime, gince they need to be pro-
vided for each month.™

“But I did not know you had incomes here,” 1 re-
marked, “and I am really at a loss to understand what
you do with them.”

“Some of us,” she replied, “have incomes of Ano-
zam that we receive regularly. For example, one of the
chief sources of my son's income is derived from a
trough that he once built near the border of his farm
in China so that passersby could water their animals
there. Although the trough has disappeared these two
centuries, since the effects of the good it did live on in
the descendants of all who benchted by it, and flowers
grown from these surviving benefits come constantly to
Mikahes, my own son receives a share of them in the
form of Anczam. As for what we do with this income,
my son sends this Anozam to certain people on Earth
whom he desircs to favor or to whom he owes debts.
Part of it al=o goes to the naticnal treasury for the pay-
ment of national debts to individuals and proups. That,
you know, is how people on Earth are sometimes sur-
prisingly lucky. Sing Song has just gone to see to it thae
the income is properly divided and despatched. He will
not be long.™

*1 am very glad to know that,"] said. “But tell me
this. What is the basis of the affection thae exists be-
tween parents and their chggmn?"
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“Partly™ said my hostess, “it is due to the mingling
of personality which resulted from the fact that the
blood of the child was influenced by the egoes of the
parents from whom it was inherited; partly to the grati-
tude that children feel for the opportunity their parents
gave them to go to Earth,™

It occurred 1o me then that the gratitude must often
be reciprocal, since, as I had seen in the Salon of Re-
union, parents often were reinclayed as the children of
their children. When 1 mentioned this to Sun-Set she
added that in such instances the bond of affection is so
much stronger. And she told me that when children en-
joy a higher status than their parents, as her own son
did, they are able to initiate their parents into their own
privileges, and are happy to do so0.

Our conversation was interrupted by the return of
Sing-Song.

“You were detained?” his mate asked.

*¥Yes, but not by the division of the income; that
took only 2 moment. 1 have received news through the
Hall of Current Intelligence. Our son is now in Kura-
malan Russia. He is participating in a protest which the
Russians are holding against preparations by their brethe
ren on Earth to attack our people.”

“Let us hope they shall succeed in averting a trag-
edy,” Sun-Set replicd,

I asked my hosts to explain what this news meant,
and they told me that when one of the peoples of Earth
plan to go to war or in any way to wrong their fellows
of a foreign nation the Kuramalan people of the nation
planning the evil hold meetings of protest and grief, at
which they make plans how to warn their nationals on
Farth against their proposed crime. This they do by
sending strong messages of warning from the Signalling
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Station, and by appointing a few volunteers to be rein-
clayed in the hope that they will grow to maturity on
Earth in time to do something to cave their people from
an error they are sure to regret. The people wEn EEsa Yy
nclayment for thes epecific purpose are onted for it,
and sometimes they become the great promoters of peace
and international (raternity, | ﬂgdl:d some words of hope
that the kinsmen of my hous would not suffer an in-
vasion of their land on Earth, with all the horrors that
this would mcan to them.

“We arc not concerned for that alone,” Sing-Song
replied, “the evil of war is a two-faced blade, There
will be no lack of atrocities on the part of our kinsmen
if a conflict comes. We ourszlves are doing what we
can to influence our people to maintain amity with their
neighbors. But let us leave that subject. It is well cared
for. Sun-Set, have you not invited our guests to the
upper steries of our sen's palace?™

*I was only waiting for your return,” our beauti-
ful hostess replied, and with a nod indicated that she
was ready to accompany us.

2. We rose from beside the delightful pool and
entered the palace: that is to say, we entered the space
between tall carved posts which stood beneath the pal-
ace. This space was arranged like an artificial garden.
Between handsome trees 1 could see a low table, decked
with curious viands in fantastic dishes: very fancifully
woven carpets were laid around the table. Our host
led the way past this spot through an entrance in the
bottom of the palace up to the first story.

Several surprises were in store for me here. [
found a dozen men and women standing around 2 large
map of Earth, touching 1;-‘-‘;'nuus spots on it with their

1
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hngers, talking and laughing the while. As soon as we
entered the entire company greeted us gaily, 1was urged
at onee to take a place at the great map, which occupied
perhaps three square yards of space.

Following my host's instructions 1 chose a spot
and placed my finger upon it. T had selected the place
marked London. As soon as 1 touehed it the map be-
came an animated picture of the eity of London, showing
streets, houses, people going busily about their affairs
on foot and in carriages—in short, the real city in won-
drous detail, Expressing my curprize and delight 1 moved
a bit asde and touched Paris. At once the capital of
France came in view, The scenes being familiar, T did
not pause lonp but moved on to Berlin, Then suddenly
I stretched forth my hand to the coast of Africa at the
spit where | expected my own colony to be. T was not
disappointed. There was the fort, and the wooden pal-
ing, and the parade ground, in the center of which the
men were pathered in a larpe circle, pesticulating ex-
citedly. Were they discussing my absence? 1 could
not tell, nor did T wich to think of it at the moment.
found the island of Nimikahara and located my friend
Unatalcus upon it. T played with the ingenius map like
a child with a new toy, and was not ashamed at the joy
I felt in it. For my companions were all amusing them-
selves in the same way.

From the map room we ascended to the next story,
where we visited a room equipped with many crystal
displayers. Here the master and mistress kept pieces of
Timestrips which they enjoyed to sce again and again
either because they were amusing, or fantastic, or rem-
iniscent. Another room on the same story was furnihed
with geveral couches. Urged to recline upon one of
them, I did so, and was immediately plunged into a mad
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dream filled with the most curious caprices to which
my own imagination had ever lent itself, and when I
arose [ could not help laughing at the re-experience of
my own flights of ridiculous fancy.,

The next story was divided into two rooms. The
first was equiped as an ocean parlor, in which 1 was able
to see reflected what was happening in the ocean depths
anywhere on Earth; and many were the wondrous crea-
tures and planes, which exist in the vast depths of the
ocean, that 1 beheld in this room. The sccond room was
a theatre of history. One had but to enter it and to
think of any historical event, and immediately he was
plunpged into 2 realistic enactment of it, side by side
with all the characters and objects in it. Not only the
past could be thus summoned, but the present and the
future as well. One had only to think of a person or
place at any future time to have the events connected
with it at that time enact themeclves immediately. 1 put
the power of this room to only one slight but convine-
ing test. Its name, the theatre of history, cauvsed me to
think back upon the carlicst days when [ was studying
history. In an instant [ was a boy again, engaged in at-
tempting to play some prank upon the history master,
who, catchine me at it, was tweaking my ears cruelly
when I put at end to it by leaping hasetily out of the
room. I was tempted to return and see the enactment
of Whaterloo—for 1 had always had a preat desire to be
close to Napoleon., Dut Attarokib urped me to give it
up for the present because our time was fast drawing
toa close.

Story over story in the palace we visited, each filled
with increasinely wondrous means of amusement and
intercst. The last, at the spiral top of the palace, was
a room in which stood a 'Insré;chir facing a very beauti-
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ful colored window, Plainly this window represented
the purpoze of the room. I hastened over to it and
glanced through eagerly, expecting some new marvel
I saw nothing but the colorful staing of the window.

It was Attarokib who, perceiving my surprise, in-
tormed me why 1 failed to see anything in it

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: In Kuramala one can
enjoy only the things with which his perscnality has a
contact established. Thus, in the map-room not all the
people could sce all the lands—they eculd each see only
those lands whose stars they bear. That is why our hosts
do not urge us to do any particular things here, for fear
one of us may be embarrassed with 2 disappointment
in attempting to enjoy something which his person is
not prepared to appreciate, Plainly, you are not yet
prepared to enjoy the mystery which this window dis-
closes to its master. Leave it. Let us return below.”

“Bepsafem to Attarckib: This ig a real disappoint-
ment ta me. At lcast may | know what the master secs
here?™”

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: Yes. He sees certain
parts of Aiahatnig—-the park of the Masters of Niames.”

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: 1 remember that T became
reconciled in the park of crvstal to not visiting Ajahat-
nir, so 1 shall not mourn that T cannot see it from a
distance either. Let us po down then.”

€3  Werejoined our hosts and their other guests in
the garden beneath the palace. As we approached, one
of the ladies was telling her {riends that she had recently
received as a gift from her davghter who was living in
a different land a very witty family of insccts which she
had installed in her zodlogical garden. Much amazed
by this remark, I paid careful awention to the replies of
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her campanions, and I soon knew that many of the Kura-
malans had private zodlopical pardens in which they
kept the epoes of birds, animals, insects, reptiles and
fish that had lived on Earth in which they had an inter-
est; that the Kuramalans hold frequent discourse with
these creatures; and that many an amusing tale is rold
by them concerning their life on Earth as dumb creatures.

My imapination exhausted itsclf to conceive what
brand of wisdom or wit the lower creatures could dis-
pense which would be as fascinating to the Kuramalans
as the conversation indicated. 1 bepan figuratively to itch
with a desire to participate, if possible, in this amuse-
ment, and I hinted as much to Attarckib. The latter
referred the matter privately to Sing-Song, who there-
upon immediately proposed that the entire company
should pay a visit to his son’s zodlopical garden. His
suggestion was received with unanimous acclaim, We
all entered the park near the castle and walked leisurely
through a winding lane, most of us paired in couples.
While Attarokib was engaged in a vivacious convers-
tion with Sun-Set—and by her oft repeated laupheer 1
enuld tell that he wage succeeding in keeping her amused,
I questioned her mate on the subject of the zoo which
we were about to visit, ;

“My son’s animal-garden,” Sing-Song told me, “is
organized, like all such pardens in Kuramala, as a com-
plete animal kingdom. Each group of creatures has its
own chief, and the whole zoo has a king. | am sorry
that you will be unable to meet the king of our zoo, a
lion who was quite recently elected to this post, because
he left a few days ago to visit a brother of his who is
chief of the lions in 2 zoo in the land of our neighbors
yonder. But I shall introduce you to the most talented
members of a few of the eroup, and hive them recite
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tl?;r Fﬁ&t fables for you. T am sure you will find them de-
tful.”

“Fables?" I inquired. “What fables do the animals
here know?"

I am sorry—I did not know you were unaware of
this,” my host replicd. “The animals on Farth are in
tensely interested in the study of human behavior, This
15 because man is the only creature whose acts they do
not understand according to their rules of thinking.
Knowing, however, that men are wise, they try sincere-
ly to learn from them, secking justification for their own
behavior in that of man. Many are the sage conclusions
which they draw from observing human conduct. These
conclusions, with the ohscrvations on which they are
based, the cleverest of the animals form into fables, quite
in the manner that we humans put into fables the lessons
we derive from studying the conduct of the animals.
What the appointed animal entertainers will recite for
us will be such fables—] shall have each render one of
the fables which on Earth had been most popular in his
gmpl'ﬂ-

It was a fascinating idea. T eould hardly wait until
we arrived at the zodlopical parden, This was a large
area, not fenced in, and in which the creatures who in-
habited it roamed freely, unconfined in cages. My host

told me that it was necessary only to instruct them not to
leave the limits of their garden without permission.

Qur company scated itsclf on a pleasant knoll, to
which cur host summoned a serpent, 3 parrot and a bed-
bug! The three took their places before us and the ser-
pent began by reciting in poetic form, =o that it is casy
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for me to follow its lines of thought, a curipus fable
which he introduced by the titde—

IT PAYS TO LOOK WELL

Sh—gh—sli=th-s—Ny venom starts o run
As soun a5 1 Jdo inention brutish man
Whe keeps beheading ws whene'er he can

And tlunk of what e enmity was spun!
Brcawse our ancestor an apple gave to Eve!

Yoo, thes as onan! You ey to make him clever,

Buz e,
Initead of “thanks’, or paying you 1 fee,

Beoomes your morcal enemy for ever!

Should we nm prieve?

He s our foe, and thinks of us bue ili,

And bocks to capture us, and kill,
Aml make
The noble name of snake

A symonym for all thar’s base and hateful;
However, this is old,

And we've bean told

These brutes are mever grateful;

Yet trecof-knowledoe fruit man has tasted,
And s we must admie that he s casted
As Earth’s most cunning beast,
In Wiest or Eaar,
Hence,
Wi well may learn from man good sense.
Examine we his povernment elections:
W st the condadates cowrapt in asucs
Autractive, wowen out of lovely tigsues,
Te sand the test of critical inspections,
They promise solemnly to all the voters
To be the public welfare’s chief promoters,
387
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To piwe cach woter all he wishes,
Prospemity i polden dishes;
Which ull sounds wery fne,
And they're elected.
Mo swoner this efected
Then comes the great decline.
The furmer benefacter thinks but of himsclf,
Of pathering the pell;
The voters lie no longer minds
{Hc": busy orasping all he Gnds);
His promisee? The hopes that he awske?
Why they'we pone up in smoke!
“Twas a1l a masquerade of colosing sublime,
To hypnotize the victima for a pme!

We serpents from this face

May learn how best o act:

To lure the wictims in,

One needs to cultivate an omamental skin,

We applavded heartily, and thanked the serpent,
and then we heard the parrot recite

THERE'S NO LANGUAGE LIKE OURS!

Kla, Kla, El!
A professor on the planet Zu,

Or perhaps phitosapher (for say,
Who can tell 2 Zuman'’s rightful title?—
They've so many? But to ug it sn't wital);

Hewever, he wore glasses,

And they
Denote the man who books and looks
In endless books

Whose knowledge he surpasses.
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By this “tis surc
Owur man was highly learned, knew what's what;
Mo thing obscure cacaped this polyplot,
Each language was 1o him 1 minecure,
Countless words he blabbed since he was young,
Analyzing every word and phease,
All the Literary yeas and nays,
Every sound of human tongue;
Defining what in fact they mean,
He came at last oo this conclusion very kei:
Thae all the lexicons are trash—
Mot worth a smash;
For all the words in cvery language spoken,
Or wreit or said,
Do this alone beroken:
“I'm hungry, give mi bread!”
In brief, the savant’s ery:
“All languages arc donmed to die
The sole impottant  word is “bread’;
Then why these lexicons, s bully,
Abridged and unabridyed, all hulky,
Instead
O ane concise reminder:
"Give me somcthing for my grinder’?”
And wonderful! All men agrec
With this professor toa T
That matter oot what one may speak
He only has in mind his beak!

We parrozs should derive from this the maoral
That cur language, though ‘ts only oral,

Excels them all Devoid of useless clacker,

Our lexicon complete is “Polly wants a cracker!”
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Apain we applauded and expressed our admiration,
Then we heard the bed-bug:

WITH THE POOR FOREVER!

Unce,
It happened in the bedroom of some dunce,
A gathering was held with much elan,
Wiule in the crevice of an old divan
Some members of pur bed-bug tnbe were dwelling
And beard what all those bedlellows wore yelling
They snchled that this affaie was worth a full report,
And here | render it in shon:
The paruzans, more boys and  girls, were young,
But flauneing each a sharp and biung tongue.
Thar meesing bad a reddish flavor,
(Tlus hue, it ecems, they held i hiphese favor)
For all the bedroom
On this oecasion had been made a red room,
The nooks and crannies all in red were brghe:
Red nbbons, keechiefs, tes,
Hed banncrs, badges, even a red lighe;
And the refreshments: chiefly cherry pieat
And everybody spoke of things extremely red,
Of blood and ire,
Tevalt and fire,
And tihis i what the comrades said:
"Each maid and man
Must Bght the tch in faver of the pauper clam,
That all may share alike what's pood to hold,
For now the woeld divided is in classcs—
A few are drisers and the reer are asses,
The former having all the gold
{Apparently a food
That's very good)
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So thar the rich do feed on cakes and jellies
The while the poor must stacve on cmpey bellics,
Thus hifc is bleak and dark;
S0 kindle, fnicnds, the reddish spark;
A revolution must be bred
And ably led,
Bug fest Fet's St them slyly,
Stay wp at night and bite them apryly;
Char meeto shall Le honce, 10 wreeek
And to destroy
Their work and joyv;
In short, to give them pain in their neck
Until the poor shall own the bap, Bla-blah,
Three cheers for our flag, horrah!™

We bed bugs must from thiz derive

A moral, how we may survive:

Since we're az red a3 any, it is sure,

Let'n stick forever to our good old fricnds the poor?

@4  Having made manifest our admiration of the
wisdom of the bed-bugs too, we left the three groups of
nur entertainers, but not yet the zoo, We passed through
its whaole lenpth, precting and exchanging remarks with
many of its inhabitants. Not one of the sallies of these
witty creatures but elicited a smile from me, and more
than once I buret into laughter outright. I remember
especially Arnus, a very, very talkative kitten whose
Earthlife had been spent in a Russian manor, We had
a hard time taking our departure from her——the was so
anxious to tell us all about her Earthlife; and what she
recounted was so ludicrous! She told us how she had
always envied her mistress because the latter could une

dress herzeli!
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“You can hardly imagine how excited 1 used to
get,” she said, “'seeing my mistress come in from outdoors
and remove her fur coat! | wanted to do the same thing
and I tried hard enough tn undress myself. 1 uzed to
roll continuously on the floor, and 1 licked and seratched
my fur, and rubbed it apainsy footstools, and doors, and
corners, hoping I would discover where the buttons of
my fur coat were hidden. But I couldn’t do it. I was
sure, however, that my mistress could undress me if she
desired; 50 [ used to beg her to do it by rubbing against
her leps. When she petted me [ often thoughe she wus
going to take off my fur coat at last—and how happy I
was! What? Why, yes, of course, I'm glad she never
took a notion really to skin me; it's fortunate she did
not understand my language.”

We finally broke away from woluble Arnus, and
Attarokib shortly found a treasure of wit for us in Ablac
a hairy little C]zinese dog who had lived in Paris. He
was funnier than the cat; his wizdom was actually stun-
ning.

“Ye do well to consult me about Earthlife,” he an-
nounced when 1 asked him what he thought of his past,
“for I was a leader of men!”

“Bay you e0?" asked Actarckib. “And in what way
were you a leader of men?”

“l can bring you many witnesses to verify it—I
used to run in front of men and show them whither
they must go," Ablac replied. I could not help smiling
to hear this boast,

“And will you assert that men permitted them-
selves to be led by a little pup like you?" 1 acked.

“Trust us hittle pups for it—we know how to main-
txin our leadership!™

*Come, tell us how you do it,” I urged him.
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“0, it is simple,” he assured ws. “We dogs lead
people by running before them until we see which way
they are about to turn, and we promptly lead them in
that direction by running in front once more!”

*“Come, come, now—I sce you are no mere word
waster,” | protested, “Do you mean to assert that this
made you a leader of men?™

“Most certainly [ do! What's more, we dogs learn-
ed this secret of leadership from men. We saw how many
humans who were called leaders of men did just that,
and caught the scent from them, We saw these leaders
always waiting to find cut which way the masses of
people want to go and then running in front of them in
that direction, and by this means they earned the title of
Leaders of Men, Now would you deprive me of that
title, which I earned by the same means?™

“Touche, friend, he has you there'™ exclaimed At-
tarokib,

Indeed, this clever criticism of our demagopues
astonished me no lictle. T recalled that in every walk
of life there are many Leaders of Men such as Ablac
pictured—in politics. in religion, in art, in education—
leackers who have nothing to offer their Mocks but wait
rather to sce which way the wind of public sentiment
blows belore they announce their own attitude and
“lead™ the people whither the latter wish to go. [ stated
as much in acknowledement to Ablac, and granted him
as much right to be called a leader of men as any one who
emells first whither his follonwers desire to turn at the
crassing and then runs before them, He scemed might-
ily pleased to have won his point.

“And now Ablac, will you tell me why dops wipnle

their tails g0 much?™ T asked.
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“Most assuredly! It is to indicate that whatever our
masters say or do is pleasing to us—right or wrong. QOur
tail-wagging in all directions means "Yes, no, yes, no;
whatever you like, whichever way you turn, rely upon
it—we thall always be with you!" ™

“Wow tell our friend Sepsafem here,” put in At
tarckib, What makes you dogs such good guardians of
YOUr master’s essions?”

“Well, all animals must have at least onc quality
in which they E:'H'.‘EI men; it affords us dogs pleasure to
know that many men admit they €an trust in us more
than they can be trusted themselves,”

Such were all his anwers—sharp, biting, exceeding
ly clever. Never did his wit depart from him, [ wonder-
ed no longer that the Kuramalans take so much delight
in their zodlogical gardens. T should have eninved epond-
ing many hours there mysell had time permitted. As it
was | heard enough to write a volume on the wisdom of
the armals.

Reluctantly 1 bade farewell to the zoo, as Atearokib
urged that we had yet much to see this day. But as
we were leaving the garden a little somersaulting fish
leapt out of a blue pool and addressed tself to us:

"Don’t you want an interview with Anun?" he
asked. "] represent the water world!™

“Certainly, little one,” I replied, for he had address-
ed himself chiefly to me. "Gladly, What can you tell
us that's interesting?™

“You may guestion me. I will anwer.™

*It has always interested me to know why fish on
Earth have no voice at all. Can you explain it?" [ asked,

“Werily, it is a goad question, and this is Anun's
answer. Living always in water we've never been in-
toxicated; and so, vur tonpues having pever been loosens
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ed, we have not grown verbose, we've remained sober
and dumb.™

“You speak of your virtue of sobriety with such
pride that 1 take it you hold vireue dear,” 1 remarked.
“Tell me then if you fish have other virtues in which
you excel men. For I suspect you regard yourselves as
vur superiors in this respect.”

“Indeed, we have our good points, and we know
and appreciate them, Because of our virtues we fish
were sparcd i the great floods of antiquity when all
men perished.”

“Frankly, 1 can’t imagine what other virtues you
have in addition to sobriety,” | challenped him,

“Anun shall enlighten you then,” Anun replied,
“concerning this virtue alzo; that we fsh never wore
stup our goldlsh. They are insignificant among us.
We pay no attention to them or to their glitter, whilst
you men worship gold and those who have it.”

" “There is another touch, my friend,” exclaimed At
tavokib. “Try and refute this,”

“But what would you say of a human who possess-
ed both of your virtues—one who drank nought but
warer and had neither gold nor love for it?” 1 demanded
of Anun.

“We should be obliped to call him 2 poor fish, and
e would deserve the appellation.™

I was highly amused ag the pood humor of the jolly
lietle fhch. He had a ready response fos everything, I
led him on.

*] =ee you are inclined to swim with every tide,
Do you now hold that we humans should have both
epirits and geld?™

“Of course you may have them,” Anun replied,
"t not to the extent of letting them intoxicate you.
That i= the mistake your ancestor Moah made. As soon
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a5 he left our watery home for dry land he made himsclf
golden wine and got drunk on it. He should have learned
from us never to swallow too big a [ish at one time ™

“You fish don't realize that wine brings merri-
ment,” 1 suggested, “and you don’t know the value of
gold because you know nnzlgng about business.”

“Haven't you seen us fishes leap and make merry
with somersaults on pure water? And as to business,
we know what it is; but unlike you men we have only
honest scales!™

“You are a smart little fish, and a pood wir,” | re-
plied. *I concede with pleasure, my finny friend, that
you've been to a good school, and 1 have enjoyed my
conversation with you."

With this I finally lefe the zoo in company with
my hosts and their puests. Attarolab announced that
he and I must go on, but Sing-Song and Sun-Set would
not hear of it. They had prepared a Little feast for us,
and they begged us to partake yet for a few minutes of
their hospitality, We could not refuse.

qs. The little feast was a sumptuous banquet in the
artificial garden under the palace, with musical entertain-
ment by many birds of brilliant plomage whose songs
from the trees around were as simple to understand as a
felksong, and with a constant, lively discussion, Dozens
of unobtrusive white servants served a large variety of
delicacies of rare palatability, which we consumed sit-
ting on fine carpets around a table only a foot high, sur-
rounded by gorgeous beds of fragrant flowers.

Our conversation, after a while, turned to my own-
self. Many of my fellow guests freely expressed their
wonderment that [ should have succeeded in reaching
the land between Earth and the stars while my clay

396



MIGEANTS OF THE STARS

body yet breathed. They knew that I had come by way
of Nimikahara, They told me much about the wise
people of that island.

Someone asked me what thing in Earthlife scemed
tu me most to be wondered at in the light of what I had
seen in Niames, To this 1 replied, after some hesitation,
that the thing most to be wondered at on Earth is that
80 little of the truth about Wiames is known on Earth,
that the Earthmen do no suspect themselves to be mi-
grants of the stars, and that the Creator of the universe
tolerates throughout thousands of years that billions of
peaple should accuse him of having created a world like
Earth, hlled with sorrow and suffering and injustice and
fear of death when in fact the universe is filled with
happiness and striving for greater happiness.

One of the beautilul ladics who sat opposite me
remarked, in reply to this, that I was in error to suppose
the Creator must suffer this state of ignorance on the
part of the Earthmen for thousands of years, since every
seventy-five years or so the entire population of Earth
&EE place to a new population, and the old generation

ms the truth. “In fact” she concluded, “every day
a complete generation arrives in Atomelot and learns
the truth about itself, rediscovering the knowledge of
which it was deprived cnly for a brief while.™

[ was conflessing my surprise that 1 had not realized
this truth mysell when suddenly 1 received a message.

“Win-‘Wing to Sepsafem: Be greeted, my guest.
My house is honored to entertain you, and its master
sorrows for not being present in person to make you wel-
come.

1 understood at once that this was the son of Sing-
Song and SunSet, greeting me from the distant land
where he was staying. | I'r:phll'ii'.d appropriately, express-
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ing my regret that [ could not mest him

here was some communication between Win- mg :md
his other guests and his parents. And then Arttarokib
deciared that we must be on our way. Qur friends no
longer ofiered to detain us but merrily bade us farewell.

As we scared away ] caught a glmpse of this
pleasant company. They had formed themselves in a
very pretty dance-formation, and they did not keep to
the ground of the parden but performed charming bird-
like maneuvers in the air.

“Sepsalem to Attarokib: By the way, I did not
quite understand what the relationship between husband
and wife is here, ] have seen ever &0 many evidences of
a strong attachment which exists between the Kuramalan
mates, but I don’t understand what motivates any couple
here to unite.”

“Atrtarokib to Sepsafem: If I asked you to explain
instead the meaning of love on Barth I am sure you
would be quite helpless to do it. That's because no one
can understand the meaning of love theoretically; and
it i3 useless to discuss it academically. I can only tell
you that, compared with love as experienced here, the
thing so called on Earth is enly a shadowy yeaming for
the realicy.”

Though this did not help me to understand the na-
ture of the affection between the mates of Kuramala, I
had to concede the justice of my. giide’s assertion that it
would be vain to discuss a subject which can be under-
stood only by experience.

6. Much as 1 would have liked to go down and

examine in detail many of the places over which we pass-

ed, Attarckib restrained me. He tock me on 2 long,

half roundabout flight over many Kuramalan lands, over
308



MIGRANTS OF THE STARS

the countries of modern peoples, of the semi-civilized
Earthmen, and of the uncivilized. In spite of the rapid-
ity of our tour I was able to see a good deal of the life
of the Kuramalans, of the individual charm of each land,
and of the happiness of the people, in which was mingled
a grain of anxiety en account of their kinsfolk on Barth.

Among the many curious things that T came across
in the lands of the ancient peoples who have disappear
ed as units from Earth were large floral sipn-posts urg
ing vizitors from modern lands not to fail to warn their
kinemen on Earth, through the Bignalling Seation, to take
heed of the dire consequences which followed upen the
mutually destructive policies, the wars and international
hrstilities, of the peoples of antiquity. These consequen:
ces, to be sure, were not in evidence in Kuramala; if
anything, the lands of the peoples of antiquity were more
beautilul than those of the modems. But they exist on
Farth i the form of a heritage of many evils; and in
the hearts of the Kuramalan wnits of the responsible
peoples they survive in the form of a profound feeling
of blameworthiness which causes them to spend as much
time as they are permitted in the Industrial Center where
they labor to recall the replicas of the evils they left be-
hind them. .

My greatest surprise came when we arrived in the
lands of the black peoples—black an Earth enly, of
course, for in Kuramala-their forms are like those of any
cther people. Their lands, T found, were perhaps the
mnzt beautiful and interesting of all; certainly none of
the lands of the modern peoples could equal them. Tt is
a matter of wide regret throughout Kuramala that so
few have earncd the right of honorary citizenship in
the:e lands of the Nerraes, Attarckib told me, when T ex-
pressed the opinien thar the peoples who were inclay
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ed in colored bodies were at a disadvantapge against their
fellirws, that this was a voluntary arrangement peces-
sary fc carry out the Earth-system properly, and that in
different Earth-periods the various star-peoples change
roles in being inclayed in the variously pigmented bod-
1E5,

Certainly among all the Kuramalan peoples 1 did
not find anywhere one that could be called in any sense
inferior. They were different in their character, and
these differences manifested themselves in all their arts;
but in their capacities as individuals and peoples they
were equals in every respect.

We had passed a long way over the coasts of many
Adrican Kurmmalan lands, and 1 was lost in my admira-
tion of the palaces, the parks, the pardens, the rivers,
and the beautiflul inhabitants, when suddenly Attarokib
signaled that we were to descend. T followed him down
with alacrity, in the meantime extending my sight over
the particular land which my guide had chosen to visit,
and wondering at the cause of his selection, Was it the
extraordinary loveliness of the place? 1 do not know to
what people of the universe 1 belong, though T believe it
to be the Englich, nor in which land of Kuramala T am
likely to be a citizen if | ever po there: but it seemed that
if I had my choice [ would probably clect this land on the
merits of its scenic attractions. Magmificent palaces and
charming homez of endless variety—houses in the shape
of trees, houses in the ehape of birds of porpeous phim:
age. houses in countless fantastic desiens were sot in
parcdens of matchless beauty, Public conters of recrea-
tion, of culture and amuscment rose numerously in the
midst of vast parks laid cur to delioht and enrapture the
senscs. Here and there, the stately forests were brok-
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en by rivers and streams of faintly redolent perfumes
sparkling in a myriad colors,

Mot for long could 1 enjoy this glorious vista. As
we alighted Attarokib pﬂintﬁcﬁ?] a group of the inhabi-
tants who were specdily approaching us.

"Attarokib to Scpsafem: Here comes a committee
to welcome vg, my friend, and they shall have some sur-
prising news for you, as [ have heard this last minute
from the Hall of Current Intelligence—news which you
will underseand better of 1 tell you that we are now
in the Kuramakn land of the black people whem you
govern on Earth.™

There was no time to reflect or to reply, for al-
ready the committce of the natives was standing beside
us. Their leader, having expressed his gladness that At-
tarokib and I were visiting their country, assured us that
the occasion of my visit was especially opportune be-
canse a convention of their people was then mezting to
diszuss st important recent developments in the Earth
land of their kinsmen, The Kuramalan chieftain of their
people had sent this committee to invite me to attend the
mecting and o ercort me within.

Though uneasy at this intellipence, I assumed a
calm befitting the occasion, thanked my welcomers for
their courtesy, and expressed my readiness o follow
them at once. We arrived shortly at a prand hall of
council where quite a few million of the inhabitants of
the land were present. In my momentary excitement, in
my eagerness to know the exact reasons for this meaning:
ful event, 1 gave lictle attention to the beautiful interior
of the hall. With Attarokib at my side T approached the
presiding chieftain, who exchanged courteous preetings
with us. In a few moments T was informed of the oc-
casion of this convention.
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An uprising of the natives had taken place in my
colony during my fateful absence. Ammunition had
been stolen from the arsenal. Armed with the white
man’s instruments of death the natives had surrounded
the post and threatened to exterminate every soul in
it.

The Kuramalans had gathered to discuss what they
might do to save their savage kinsfolk from the crime
they contemplated and to save them from the inevitable
vengeance of the British government. This was no up-
rising of the oppressed against tyranny, no quest of
freedom to justify at least the ambition of the rebels: it
was only a union of the warriors of many villages for
the purpose of plunder and ravishment. Being informed
of my presence in the land, the convention had summon-
ed me; and now its president appealed to me as the per-
son who could act most effectively in checking the hostil-
ities and preventing the unnecessary bloodshed, since 1
had always enjoyed the friendship and respect of the na-
tives of my colony.

I had been sitting peacefully at the foot of a moun-
tain in the calm of a beautiful day when suddenly an
avalanche crashed down upon me with imperuous force;
this was the effect of the news I heard in the hall of
council. Duty to mankind, no less than duty to country,
ealled me to abandon my plorious adventure in Miames
even as it was becoming most interesting. There was
nothing for me to do but to go back immediately and
try to save my men, and the civilian men, women and
children dependent upon them, and the blackskinned
natives of my colony. The thought that my possibly
treasonable absence from my post might be whelly or
partially responsible for the uprising contributed a sharp
degree of anguish to my ferlings at that moment,
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To this was added another shock when 1 recalled
suddenly that only recently in Mikahes I had sent forth
a message in the Signalling Station for a fellow-worker
addressed to someone named Langley, Was this not
Captain Langley upon whom the command of the post
devolved in my absence? [ had not realized the sigrufi-
eance of that message to myself! And the meeting of the
men in the post, which | had seen in the map-room of
Win-Wing's castle—was this not a council of defence?

As all these things connected themselves in my
mind 1 locked to my puide for advice. He, as usual,
understood all that 1 felt, and he assured me that he
would see me restored to my friends on Nimikahara at
once. It was a great blow to me that I should have to
give up the NMiamesian journcy 5o suddenly; 1 knew there
was much yet to be seen. But 1 thought the sacrifice
would be cheap if my immediate return to Earth would
be the means of saving the people of my colony.

Briefly 1 thanked the Kuramalans for their courtesy
and for their trust in me. They in turn wished me God-
speed, and invited me to partake of their hospitality,
should occasion offer again, under happier circumstances.

Attarokib and I took our departure then, and we
{lew at a speed faster than any 1 had yet experienced.
1 should not wonder if our rate exceeded fifty thousand
miles to the hour. We did not stop until we saw before
us the great port of Niames. Here a number of very
brief formalities were passed through quickly, Attarckib
speaking for me in every instance, Finally all was ready.

€7 “Attarckib to Sepeafem: It has been delightful
to help you through the various parts of Niames. I only
wish you could have seen more of it, But it marters not.
Perhaps we shall have ymu4|;u;ith us again.”



MIGRANTS OF THE STARS

"Sepsafem to Attarokib: And what shall T say to
you, gracious friend? Shall 1 thank you as if you had
courtzously told me the time of day?”

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: No, de not thank me, 1
know no greater happiness than to guide one like you
through the mysteries of Niames.”

“Sepsafem to Actarokib: Then, may I ask you to
give me a parting gift? | mean some contribution of your
vwn to my store of knowledge, sume morsel of truth
which 1 may recall every time that I will think of you.”

“Attarckib to Sepsafem: 1 would gladly do it, but
what I would tell you will require more time than we
have, I am expecting 2 signal any moment from Nimika-
hara—we have set your friends here to signalling to
their chieftain Unataleus. When he replies you will
have to po, But T will give you three morscls of truth
which I heard 2 Kurminalan sending to his zon on Earth
while we were in the Signalling-Station. 1 commend
them to you, for they are excellent.

“First: If you cannot tell the truth, be dumb, and
let not your dog be your superior.

“Becond: Your heart is your timepiece; it should
move your hands only to the right.

“Third: Stand on your inzzs before the eow to
get its milk, but do not bow your head to it.”

“Sepsafem to Attarckib: These are delectable mor-
sels indeed; I am not likely to forget them.”

At that moment [ received the call from Earth.

“Unataleus to Sepzafem: Be greeted, my friend.
I am rt:'.d].r to welcome you back.”

Scp:::.i-:m to Unataleus: Greetings, wise chieftain.
I am coming.

“Attarokib to Sepsafem: Everything is ready for

your departure now. Only you may return this Little
404



MIGRANTS OF THE STARS

flighter to me, since you must not use it on Earth.”

1 removed my girdle and restored it to my guide.

“Sepsafem to Attarokib: MNow we are about to
part, for long perhaps, will you tell me first what is
your own status here in Miames? It has been on my
mind for some time,”

“Attarokib to Scpsafem: Did you not know it?
I am a stellarian; and some day 1 hope to receive you
upon my own planet. 1 take murns with many others in
guiding the very fow Earthmen who ever come here, be-
cwge it is my greatest happiness. You can't have faled
to noticc how keenly I enioyed the tour with you—
especially our visit to the planet Zuw.”

“Sepsafemn to Auarckib: How well 1 remember it!
And how proud 1 feel to have been your wife for a
short while!™

“Attarckib to Scpsafem: Really, you musn’t re-

~Jnind me of the frightful toothache I bad at that time!™
" Despite the constriction I felt in my heart on ac-
count of sur enforced parting—for this omniscient guide
had become a very dear friend to me—1I could not help
laughing at this witty reminder of our hazardrus adven-
ture on Zu. We exchanged a final sign of farewell, and
I seized the transportational current to which Attarokib
pointed. The next moment [ was plunging through space
toward Earth once more, leaving many mysteries of the
wonderful land of Niames atop, but still smiling at my
guide’s humorous reference to his unforgetable toothe
ache.
End of Major Sepsafem’s Record
of the Niamesian Adventure,
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EDITORS' NOTE

What happened to Major Sepsafem after his re-
turn from Niames?

A few concise entries in his diary reveal that he
zpent a day in Nimikahara while his balloon was repair-
cd; that he had a remarkably successful flight back 1o his
post; that his men were mightily astonished to see his
return, since they had taken him for dead; that he
struggled valiantly for five weeks, against odds, to pacify
the natives, or to restrain them until & ship would arrive
and frighten them off with the display of its additional
force; that he spent fifteen to eighteen hours daily mak-
ing a record of his adventure; and that, as he was pre-
paning to write a concluding chapter, the long-expected
onslaught of the natives was begun. The remainder of
the story is taken from various reports, chicfly those of
Captain Langley to the Colonial Office. The natives
were repulsed. The Major, determined to capture their
chieftains, st out in pursuit of them with twenty men
They were ambushed in sight of the fort, and the Major
was struck by a spear. But his body was never recovered,
The natives had carried it off.

The {ollowing day the ship of Captain Sir Howard
Banks arrived. As the Major’s uncle, he took his van-
ished relative’s effects with him when he sailed a month
later, Among these was the Major’s diary. He retired
from the service without an explanation within the year.

But one more detail. About six months after these
events some traders from the interior brought in a few
buttons which were identified as having belonged to the
Major’s uniform. They had obtained them, they report-
ed, from the wife of a young cannibal chief who had re-
fused to explain where or how he got them,

The End
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