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			Foreword: Dystopia Utopia
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			DYSTOPIA – a great place to visit but you wouldn’t want to live there. By visit we’re not talking literally, but rather just dipping into a good book or enjoying one of the many in-vogue film series, with plucky, perma-scowling teenagers railing against the system. 

			Because dystopia currently seems to be a by-word for coming of age dramas. The damaged and broken societies in The Hunger Games, The Divergent series, The Maze Runner, et al., could easily be seen as a metaphor for that eternal cry of the disaffected teen: “Nobody understands me!”

			It wasn’t always this way. Dystopian fiction has a long and noble history as the most nakedly political genre stretching all the way back to Plato’s Republic (380 BC). Hang on, you might be thinking, Republic is about a utopia, not a dystopia. You could also point out that the term ‘utopia’ wasn’t coined until 1516, when Thomas More used it as the title of his book; but by the modern understanding of the word, Republic clearly fits the bill. Plato was creating a fictional society which he felt would bring out the best in humanity, organised along lines that would make everybody’s lives happier. More’s Utopia had similar lofty ambitions. 

			The thing is, while a dictionary may have you believe that dystopia is the opposite of utopia, they aren’t really opposites. They’re more like Yin and Yang, or maybe Jekyll and Hyde; inextricably linked. One man’s utopia can easily be another’s dystopia.

			Because if Plato and More think their model societies are the answer to all humanity’s problems, that’s a massive act of hubris. It’s just as likely that if you had to live in the Republic or Utopia you’d soon be rebelling against their rather rigid stratification of roles and rules. 

			SO Utopian fiction began to morph into dystopian fiction as writers realised the potential drama in ‘perfect societies’ having rotten cores. Writers like Samuel Butler (in Erewhon, 1872) and Jonathan Swift (in the seminal Gulliver’s Travels, 1726) made use of dystopia for social commentary and satire. Once again, however, the genre precedes the term; the word ‘dystopia’ wasn’t coined until 1868, when J.S. Mill used it in a British parliamentary speech.

			Once the two great grandfathers of science fiction, Jules Verne and H.G. Wells (no mean political commentator himself) turned their attention to dystopias, the genre became a firm fixture of SF literature and, by a process of natural adaptation, film and TV. The twentieth century gave us the popular vision of dystopia we know today; grim future societies where the masses are downtrodden or kept docile by a small authoritarian, often corrupt elite. Aldous Huxley’s Brave New World (1932) and George Orwell’s Nineteen Eighty-Four (1949) remain the twin pillars supporting the genre; but other milestones like A Clockwork Orange (1962), A Handmaid’s Tale (1985) and the original YA dystopian classic The Chrysalids (1955) prove there’s infinite variation on the theme.

			As do the new short stories in this collection; from self-help groups to superheroes and reality TV, there’s always something new in society ripe for a dystopian makeover.

			Dave Golder

			@DaveGolder

			Publisher’s Note 

			OUR LATEST short story anthologies stride into bold futures and enigmatic pasts, with the topics of Swords & Steam and Dystopia Utopia. In Dystopia Utopia we soon found that many of the best examples of classic fiction were far longer than we would typically include; however rather than dismiss them, we have chosen a few extracts from the essential Utopian novels to feature here alongside the short stories. Tracing the origins of the genre from Thomas More’s Utopia through to works by the likes of William Morris, Mary Shelley and Jack London, and seeing how authors began to explore what happens in imperfect worlds too, has been a fascinating journey. Some of these stories will be familiar, but we hope to have uncovered seldom-read gems too.

			We received such a great response to our call for new submissions that choosing the final stories to include proved, as always, to be very difficult. Our editorial board thoroughly enjoyed discovering the many and various worlds on offer – from perfect people to devastating futures – and ultimately we feel that the stories which made the final cut were the best for this particular anthology. We’re thrilled to publish them here.” 
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			A Model Life

			Kim Antieau
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			Day One

			“It’s a month free trial,” Alexis said as they walked toward the office of Model Life. “Then we can live in paradise.”

			“James said. “I dunno if it’s my idea of paradise.”

			Alexis stopped on the sidewalk in front of the building and looked at him. “What about it could you possibly dislike? No one is killing anyone else. We can agree or disagree with someone without worrying about getting shot. We’ll be living amongst diverse people who have been seriously vetted.”

			“How do they enforce this paradise?” James asked. “With police? I was just stopped by the police yesterday, and they treated me like I was a perp. I don’t like being afraid.”

			“Welcome to my world twenty-four hours a day,” Alexis said. “Only it’s not just the police I’ve got to worry about. I’ve got to know who is behind me, in front of me, beside me. Where I park my car. What time of day or night it is. How I’m dressed. Etcetera. Try being a woman for twenty-four hours a day.”

			James shook his head. “I don’t want to listen to this feminist crap either.”

			“So when you’re in fear, when you’re intimidated, it’s a civil rights issue, but when I want to talk about how I have to be on the lookout twenty-four hours a day to make certain I’m safe, that’s feminist crap?” She put up her hand. “Let’s not have this conversation now. You agreed to this.”

			“Because I thought it would be a vacation in paradise,” he said.

			Alexis patted his arm. “It will be,” she said, “only there will be other people with us, and you might have to interact with them. The Model Life people will be watching us to see if we fit in before they’ll let us move on to the real thing. Look. You wouldn’t go to a therapist, and I’m tired of watching you sink further and further into depression. So we’re going try a vacation.”

			“You don’t even try to understand,” he said. “I was in a position of power. Now I’m just another black man without a job.”

			“You are a retired black man,” she said. “There’s a difference. I retired from my job early so I could be with you, so we could have a life of happiness for the second half of our lives. So suck it up. We’re trying this. Besides, maybe they’ll be looking for security for the real Model Paradise. You’ll be able to put on a badge and carry a gun again. You never know.”

			“This better not turn out to be an old folks’ home,” he said. “I may have to kill someone.”

			“Yes, that’s the right attitude to have when trying to join a peaceful community. You got it all out of your system now?”

			James shrugged. “Yeah, all right. Just show me the way to the beer and TV.”

			* * *

			Week One

			Alexis and James sat by the pool after dinner. James patted his stomach and leaned back in his deck chair. Alexis laughed. 

			“This place isn’t so bad, eh?” Alexis said. She flipped through her magazine and sipped on a margarita. “And this is just the model of the model. Wait until we get to the real thing.”

			“That’s when they send us to the factory,” Charlie said as he and Polly pulled up chairs at the table near James and Alexis. 

			“The factory?” James said.

			“Yeah, to make us into food,” Charlie said. “Soylent green.”

			Polly laughed. A little too loudly. James glanced at Alexis. She smiled and shrugged.

			“You know,” Charlie said. “Soylent green. It’s people. Charlton Heston?”

			“No idea what you’re talking about,” James said.

			“In the movie Soylent Green, all the old people are turned into a food source called soylent green.” Charlie took a gulp of his beer. 

			“He was trying to make a joke,” Polly said. “That this place is really a food factory for the masses.” She smiled. She was always explaining things. “But I don’t think that’s actually true.”

			“No shit, Sherlock,” Charlie said, sarcastically. He smiled. James recognized that smile. It was the kind perps plastered on their faces when they were trying to get away with something.

			“Hey, how did you two end up here anyway?” Charlie asked.

			“For the peace and quiet,” Polly said, “and you’re not getting any with us hanging around.” She laughed, a little too loudly, and then covered her mouth with her hand.

			“We were one of the winners of the civil service lottery,” Alexis said. “It’s part of Model Life’s outreach.”

			“That’s right,” Charlie said. “You were a social worker and you were a cop. I did wonder how you could afford this place.”

			Alexis and James glanced at each other. 

			“We won the lottery, too,” Charlie said.

			“Really?” Alexis said.

			James groaned. No, not really, Alexis.

			“The good luck lottery,” Charlie said. “I was the CEO of Making a Fucking Lot of Money, Inc.” He laughed. Polly giggled.

			“Good for you,” James said. He didn’t mean it.

			“What you two did is very noble,” Polly said. “You tried to make a difference in the world.”

			“Hey, I tried to make a difference,” Charlie said. “I employed a lot of people, and I made a difference in our lives. My parents were not wealthy. They only owned one house and only got six weeks of vacation in the Bahamas every year.”

			“Charlie,” Polly said, “don’t be an asshole. Don’t mind him. He got canned, and now he’s turned into this. We didn’t make much difference in the world. And it’s too late now. Our kids are grown, we’ve got money in the bank, it’s time for vacation.”

			“But you’ve been on vacation your entire life,” Charlie said. “You stayed home, took care of the kids, and lived off my money. Not very modern of you.”

			“I think maybe we’ll turn in,” Alexis said. 

			“Why? The sun is still out!” Charlie said.

			“I don’t mind him,” Polly said. “I know the truth. He couldn’t tie his shoelaces without me. Has never made a meal in his life. Couldn’t do the laundry if someone was pointing a gun at his head. Which I was tempted to do many times.” 

			“James can’t do any of that stuff either,” Alexis said. “I blame myself. And his mother. So I not only took care of the kids and worked full-time, I did everything around the house. It was like having another kid.” 

			“Exactly,” Polly said.

			“It’s not that I couldn’t do it,” James said. “I just thought you liked doing it all. You were so good at it.”

			“I can’t believe I fell for that bullshit for so many years,” Alexis said.

			“Ain’t it the truth,” Polly said. “Let’s leave these dinosaurs and go play some tennis.” Polly got up from the table and reached her hand down to Alexis. Alexis took it, got up, and the women left the pool and soon disappeared around the corner of the building.

			“Women,” Charlie said as he slid onto the chaise lounge Alexis had just left. “You can’t live with them and you can’t kill ‘em.” He laughed. 

			James took a sip of his beer.

			“Wait,” Charlie said. “You were a cop. I better not say shit like that. You might arrest me. Only you’re not a cop now. Must be a relief. Did you ever shoot anyone?”

			James sighed. He wished Charlie would disappear from existence. Then he might consider this place paradise.

			“No, I never shot anyone,” James said.

			“Did you ever want to?” Charlie asked.

			James thought about his gun, hidden in his now empty suitcase in the back of the closet in their suite. Right now he wished he could shoot Charlie – not to kill him, just to get rid of him.

			“No,” James said. “I’ve seen what being shot looks like up close and personal. I wouldn’t wish that on anyone.”

			“There’s George and Marko.” Charlie waved to a group of men. “We’ve got a game. You want to join?” 

			“Poker?” James said.

			“Yep,” he said. “We smoke, drink, and talk about women, just like the good old days.”

			“The good old days?”

			“Yeah, yesterday and the day before.” Charlie laughed. “Come on. This is a woman’s world. It ain’t ours.”

			James looked around for Alexis and didn’t see her. What could a poker game hurt?

			“Are these guys all like you?” James asked.

			Charlie shook his head. “Naw. They’re all assholes. But their money is green.”

			* * *

			Week Three

			“You can’t stay inside all day watching baseball,” Alexis said. “It’s like you’re home. We’re supposed to be changing our lives!”

			James took a drink of beer.

			“You should go see a therapist,” Alexis said. “I told you that before we came here. At least talk to me about what’s going on with you.”

			James said nothing. Alexis sighed. 

			“The silent treatment again,” she said. She stood next to the couch. “It might have seemed mysterious when I was young, but now it’s just frustrating. Are you trying to punish me? If you don’t want to be here, leave. No one is keeping you prisoner.”

			“Are you sure?” James asked. 

			“What are you talking about?”

			He looked at the TV. 

			“James!”

			“If I don’t go along with this peace model life, or whatever you call it, you’ll leave me. Then I won’t have you. I won’t have my job. I might as well put a gun in my mouth.”

			Oops. He should not have said that out loud.

			“Good thing you didn’t bring your gun then, isn’t it?” 

			Christ. James had to be more careful. He couldn’t let Alexis know how he was feeling – or not feeling. He felt so dull. Numb. He kept waiting to come out of it. He would come out of it, right? Alexis didn’t know that he had actually stuck the gun in his mouth three times since they had retired. Each time he hadn’t been able to pull the trigger.

			He wasn’t sure if that was a good or bad thing.

			“Don’t put the responsibility for your emotional life on me. It’s not my fault you didn’t make deep friendships before. It’s not my fault you don’t have a rich inner life.”

			“What?” James said.

			“You were hanging out with those men for a while. You went to a couple poker games. I know it’s not the same as taking down the bad guys, but wasn’t it relaxing?”

			“They talk a lot about pussy,” he said, “and who they’d like to fuck. And how many times they get up to pee every night.”

			“I knew it,” Alexis said. “You told me all guys don’t talk like that, but they do, don’t they?”

			“These guys do.”

			“And your buddies on the police force didn’t?”

			He shrugged. “Yes, but that was a kind of bravado. You know, to get pumped up to go out into dangerous situations.”

			“Talking about women as pieces of meat, as body parts to fuck, as bitches to humiliate, got you pumped up to fight crime?”

			“No,” he said. “It didn’t mean anything.”

			“Oh really? What if a bunch of white cops were standing around talking about black folks and calling us all niggers? Would that mean nothing, just cops getting pumped up to go fight crime?”

			“It’s not the same,” James said.

			“It is exactly the same.”

			“Why are we having this argument,” James said. “I’m not a cop any more. I’m not going to the poker games with those assholes any more.”

			“Did you ever call them on it?” Alexis said. “Did you ever say ‘I have a wife, a daughter, a mother, and I don’t appreciate you talking about women that way?’”

			James made a noise. 

			“I didn’t think so,” Alexis said. “I’m leaving. We’re going to look for a rare flower in the woods. Polly is coming. I like her.”

			“Charlie won’t leave me alone,” James said. “If I have to live with him the rest of my life, one of us won’t survive.”

			“There are Model Lifes all over the world,” Alexis said. “We can find one where Charlie isn’t.”

			“There are Charlies everywhere,” James said. 

			“Why don’t you just tell him he’s being a jerk?” Alexis said. “Be honest. Things would go a lot smoother in the world if men would talk to one another.”

			“You aren’t serious,” James said.

			“Of course I am,” Alexis said. “Talk about how you’re feeling, about what’s going on inside.” 

			James laughed. “Never in a million years. For one thing, I don’t know if there is anything going on inside.”

			“This conversation is exhausting.”

			“See,” James said. “Much better never to open one’s mouth.”

			“You know they’re constantly testing us,” Alexis said. “And we don’t know what’s a test and what isn’t. They want to see if this model is really right for us.”

			“I can answer that right now.”

			Alexis pressed her lips together. “I understand you’re unhappy. Can you try to think of it as a vacation, just so we can get through the month? Then we can leave. In the meantime, I’m having fun.”

			“Can I come with you?” he asked.

			“Of course,” she said. “You’re welcome on any of these outings. As long as you don’t expect me to entertain you or cater to your every need. You’d have to participate. Talk to people.”

			“Never mind. I want to see the end of this game.”

			“I figured,” she said. “You know, you’re gonna have to learn how to communicate with people even without the benefit of carrying a sidearm.”

			“Easy for you to say,” James said.

			“You were a peace officer, for Christ’s sake,” Alexis said. “Most of us go through our entire lives solving problems without having a gun.”

			“I’m not sure that’s true,” he said, “given the statistics.”

			“James! You know what I mean. You’re a good man, a smart man. You made a lot of difference when you were a police officer. Now what do you want to do with the rest of your life?”

			He didn’t say anything. Alexis shook her head and left. James went and stood by the window. Charlie was out by the pool, laughing and having a good time. What was that like: to be such an asshole and still be happy, healthy? James couldn’t stand looking throbbed. He felt slightly sick to his stomach. If this was paradise, what was hell like?

			* * *

			Week Four

			James tried tennis, golf, poker. He even went to the Men’s Group once. Charlie was there, sitting in the back. Every time someone said something, Charlie would grin at James and grab his crotch.

			 James should have never agreed to come here. It was too soon after he retired. Only a year. He still wasn’t used to it. Still didn’t know what he wanted to do with the rest of his life.

			He felt more and more silent, less and less useful, as the days went by. Maybe Alexis was right: He needed a therapist. But he didn’t want to talk about his childhood. Or his adulthood. He didn’t want to talk about anything.

			He supposed what he wanted was to be out on the streets again. Even though the job was difficult, he made a difference. He was somebody. And this here in this peaceful model, this model life, he was nothing.

			One morning when Alexis was out, James got his suitcase from the closet and dug out his gun. It felt cold and heavy in his hand. Maybe if he went out into the woods and shot off a few rounds, he would feel better.

			He untucked his shirt and put the gun in his waistband. Then he left their suite and wandered around until he found the path into the woods. It was a warm, sunny day. Seemed a strange day to commit suicide. 

			No. He was not going to kill himself. He was not going to be one of those cops who couldn’t make it as a civilian. It was this place. It was making him crazy. 

			He walked until he came to a small clearing amongst the pine trees and he stepped into it, onto the brown needles scattered everywhere. He pulled out his gun and pointed it at one of the trees. His hand shook slightly. What was that all about? He let his arm fall to his side. The tree hadn’t done anything to him; he couldn’t shoot it.

			“Hey, buddy.”

			James turned around. Charlie was standing ten feet from him. 

			“Whatcha doing?” Charlie said. “You brought in a gun? You is in big trouble.” He grinned. “Can I see?”

			“No,” James said. “Go away.”

			“I am so bored here,” Charlie said. “I just fucked my wife, but even that was boring. After all these years. You want to swap? I bet your wife is a nice piece –”

			James raised his gun and pointed it at Charlie.

			“Don’t talk about my wife that way,” James said. “Don’t talk about her any way at all. And don’t talk about your wife to me that way.”

			Charlie put up his hands. “Hey, I was only joking. Alexis is a very nice girl.”

			James shook the gun at Charlie. “I told you not to talk about her. She’s not a girl. She’s a woman. And you need to keep your fucking mouth shut about her.”

			“OK,” Charlie said. “Message heard, loud and clear. You could have told me all that without pointing a gun at me. Sheesh. You’re not going to shoot me, are you?”

			The world seemed to fade from James’s vision. He felt the gun in his hand. Knew the gun was all that was left of him.

			James said, “No, I’m not going to kill you.”

			He put the barrel of the gun in his mouth and pulled the trigger.

			He heard a click. Waited for the end.

			Nothing happened. 

			He let go of the gun. It fell to the ground. 

			He looked up at Charlie.

			“You didn’t think we’d really let you in here with a loaded gun?” Charlie said.

			“What? I loaded it myself.” 

			Charlie smiled. He looked completely different. His face, his demeanor.

			“And we unloaded it. Put something else in it that couldn’t hurt even close up.”

			“You work here?”

			Charlie nodded.

			He came and put his hand on James’s shoulder. “This world here isn’t for you, is it? We have another model. In it, you can carry a gun.”

			“Really?” James said. 

			“Is that what you want?”

			“I’d be like a security person?” James asked.

			“No,” Charlie said. “You’d be the law. It’s a kind of apocalyptic world. You’d have to keep the populace in line.”

			“What about Alexis?”

			“She couldn’t come,” Charlie said. 

			“I don’t want to live in the apocalypse,” James said.

			“But think of the power you’d have,” he said. “The authority. Just you and a few others. The law, your law, would be the last word.”

			James shook his head. “No, I just wanted to do good.”

			Charlie nodded. “You would be doing good. This world is filled with illegal immigrants, druggies, the homeless. All those people you dealt with your entire working life. Only you could do with them whatever you wanted.

			“What?”

			“If you accidentally shot one of them,” Charlie said. “No one would care. Even if you were just burning off steam.”

			James stared at him.

			“Um, thanks, Charlie. I – uh – I need to talk to Alexis first. I’ll get back to you.”

			James hurried away, stumbling down the path. Where was Alexis? Christ. They had to get out of here. Now. 

			He slowed as he neared the buildings, didn’t want anyone to be suspicious of him. This place was crazy. Crazier than he was standing out in the woods with a gun in his mouth.

			James hurried into their suite.

			Alexis was there.

			Thank god.

			He put his arms around her and held her close. 

			“What’s wrong, baby?” she asked.

			“We gotta go,” he said. He took her hand.

			“We’ve only got a few more days.”

			“Now,” he said. “I can’t explain yet. Just we gotta go.”

			“Let me pack.”

			“Please, honey. Leave it all.”

			James kept a hold of Alexis’s hand as they hurried out of the suite and down the walk. They went through the office, down another corridor, and then out into the parking lot. He waited for someone to stop them. No one did. They got to their car. James unlocked it. They got inside and he started the engine.

			Suddenly the car was surrounded by people: Charlie, Polly, George, Veronica, Talia, Peter, the office staff.

			“Get out of my way,” James shouted. “We’re leaving!” He started to put the car into gear, but Alexis put her hand on his arm. He looked at her.

			“It’s OK,” Alexis said. 

			“You don’t know who these people are!” James said.

			“I do know,” she said.

			She turned off the car and took the keys. Stunned, James couldn’t move. Alexis got out of the car and stood with the others. 

			They all began to clap. Alexis reached for James’s hand through the open window and helped him out of the car. People were whistling and cheering.

			“I don’t understand,” James said.

			“This was all for you,” Alexis said. “We didn’t win a lottery. I dipped into our savings. You wouldn’t go to a therapist.” She shrugged. “All this is a kind of new therapy. They help people figure out what they want to do with the rest of their lives.”

			“What?” James said. “You mean there is no Model Life? There is no place where they shoot homeless people and immigrants?”

			Charlie smiled. “There is Model Life, but there are no model communities where anyone is killed or any communities where people just live in peace. We help troubled people re-engage with the world, and we help pair them with volunteer organizations.”

			“You thought I’d want to be a part of some apocalyptic nightmare?”

			Polly said, “We had to show you what you didn’t want. We had to know you would stick up for what is right.”

			“I did that my whole career,” James said.

			“You needed to remember that,” Alexis said.

			“You did all of this for me?” James asked.

			“Of course,” Charlie said. “You matter to Alexis and to us. You had to matter to yourself again.”

			“I put a gun in my mouth and pulled the trigger,” James said.

			“Yes, you might need additional therapy,” Charlie said. “Let’s go back to my office and we’ll discuss.”

			* * *

			First Day

			James jumped out of the helicopter. Feet planted firmly on the ground, grasping his gun tightly, he followed the line of men. He felt a rush of adrenaline as they ran for the tall grass. The helicopter was too loud, but soon enough it was gone, becoming a faraway bird in the pale blue sky. 

			It was so hot out, James could taste his blood. The man at the head of the line put up his hand for them to stop. James breath was ragged as they waited. 

			He wondered how Alexis was doing. She was with a group of women in another part of Africa helping local women secure micro-loans. Later in the year, she and her group were going to help build wells in African villages. He bet she was happy as a clam.

			One of the men pointed. In the near distance, a herd of elephants walked in a line across the plain. James sucked in his breath. The earth shook slightly beneath his feet as the elephants moved. The man ahead of James turned and grinned at him, patted him on the back. Then he said in broken English, “This is who you came to save, my man. Are they not magnificent? Fills my heart with joy.”

			James smiled. Joy. That was what he was feeling, too.

			“Yes,” James said, putting his arm across the man’s shoulders, “it is a happy day again.” 
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			Author’s Preface

			Historical Section Shawmut College, Boston, 

			December 26, 2000

			Living as we do in the closing year of the twentieth century, enjoying the blessings of a social order at once so simple and logical that it seems but the triumph of common sense, it is no doubt difficult for those whose studies have not been largely historical to realize that the present organization of society is, in its completeness, less than a century old. No historical fact is, however, better established than that till nearly the end of the nineteenth century it was the general belief that the ancient industrial system, with all its shocking social consequences, was destined to last, with possibly a little patching, to the end of time. How strange and well nigh incredible does it seem that so prodigious a moral and material transformation as has taken place since then could have been accomplished in so brief an interval! The readiness with which men accustom themselves, as matters of course, to improvements in their condition, which, when anticipated, seemed to leave nothing more to be desired, could not be more strikingly illustrated. What reflection could be better calculated to moderate the enthusiasm of reformers who count for their reward on the lively gratitude of future ages!

			The object of this volume is to assist persons who, while desiring to gain a more definite idea of the social contrasts between the nineteenth and twentieth centuries, are daunted by the formal aspect of the histories which treat the subject. Warned by a teacher’s experience that learning is accounted a weariness to the flesh, the author has sought to alleviate the instructive quality of the book by casting it in the form of a romantic narrative, which he would be glad to fancy not wholly devoid of interest on its own account.

			The reader, to whom modern social institutions and their underlying principles are matters of course, may at times find Dr. Leete’s explanations of them rather trite – but it must be remembered that to Dr. Leete’s guest they were not matters of course, and that this book is written for the express purpose of inducing the reader to forget for the nonce that they are so to him. One word more. The almost universal theme of the writers and orators who have celebrated this bimillennial epoch has been the future rather than the past, not the advance that has been made, but the progress that shall be made, ever onward and upward, till the race shall achieve its ineffable destiny. This is well, wholly well, but it seems to me that nowhere can we find more solid ground for daring anticipations of human development during the next one thousand years, than by ‘Looking Backward’ upon the progress of the last one hundred.

			That this volume may be so fortunate as to find readers whose interest in the subject shall incline them to overlook the deficiencies of the treatment is the hope in which the author steps aside and leaves Mr. Julian West to speak for himself.

			Chapter I

			I first saw the light in the city of Boston in the year 1857. “What!” you say, “eighteen fifty-seven? That is an odd slip. He means nineteen fifty-seven, of course.” I beg pardon, but there is no mistake. It was about four in the afternoon of December the 26th, one day after Christmas, in the year 1857, not 1957, that I first breathed the east wind of Boston, which, I assure the reader, was at that remote period marked by the same penetrating quality characterizing it in the present year of grace, 2000.

			These statements seem so absurd on their face, especially when I add that I am a young man apparently of about thirty years of age, that no person can be blamed for refusing to read another word of what promises to be a mere imposition upon his credulity. Nevertheless I earnestly assure the reader that no imposition is intended, and will undertake, if he shall follow me a few pages, to entirely convince him of this. If I may, then, provisionally assume, with the pledge of justifying the assumption, that I know better than the reader when I was born, I will go on with my narrative. As every schoolboy knows, in the latter part of the nineteenth century the civilization of today, or anything like it, did not exist, although the elements which were to develop it were already in ferment. Nothing had, however, occurred to modify the immemorial division of society into the four classes, or nations, as they may be more fitly called, since the differences between them were far greater than those between any nations nowadays, of the rich and the poor, the educated and the ignorant. I myself was rich and also educated, and possessed, therefore, all the elements of happiness enjoyed by the most fortunate in that age. Living in luxury, and occupied only with the pursuit of the pleasures and refinements of life, I derived the means of my support from the labor of others, rendering no sort of service in return. My parents and grand-parents had lived in the same way, and I expected that my descendants, if I had any, would enjoy a like easy existence.

			But how could I live without service to the world? you ask. Why should the world have supported in utter idleness one who was able to render service? The answer is that my great-grandfather had accumulated a sum of money on which his descendants had ever since lived. The sum, you will naturally infer, must have been very large not to have been exhausted in supporting three generations in idleness. This, however, was not the fact. The sum had been originally by no means large. It was, in fact, much larger now that three generations had been supported upon it in idleness, than it was at first. This mystery of use without consumption, of warmth without combustion, seems like magic, but was merely an ingenious application of the art now happily lost but carried to great perfection by your ancestors, of shifting the burden of one’s support on the shoulders of others. The man who had accomplished this, and it was the end all sought, was said to live on the income of his investments. To explain at this point how the ancient methods of industry made this possible would delay us too much. I shall only stop now to say that interest on investments was a species of tax in perpetuity upon the product of those engaged in industry which a person possessing or inheriting money was able to levy. It must not be supposed that an arrangement which seems so unnatural and preposterous according to modern notions was never criticized by your ancestors. It had been the effort of lawgivers and prophets from the earliest ages to abolish interest, or at least to limit it to the smallest possible rate. All these efforts had, however, failed, as they necessarily must so long as the ancient social organizations prevailed. At the time of which I write, the latter part of the nineteenth century, governments had generally given up trying to regulate the subject at all.

			By way of attempting to give the reader some general impression of the way people lived together in those days, and especially of the relations of the rich and poor to one another, perhaps I cannot do better than to compare society as it then was to a prodigious coach which the masses of humanity were harnessed to and dragged toilsomely along a very hilly and sandy road. The driver was hunger, and permitted no lagging, though the pace was necessarily very slow. Despite the difficulty of drawing the coach at all along so hard a road, the top was covered with passengers who never got down, even at the steepest ascents. These seats on top were very breezy and comfortable. Well up out of the dust, their occupants could enjoy the scenery at their leisure, or critically discuss the merits of the straining team. Naturally such places were in great demand and the competition for them was keen, every one seeking as the first end in life to secure a seat on the coach for himself and to leave it to his child after him. By the rule of the coach a man could leave his seat to whom he wished, but on the other hand there were many accidents by which it might at any time be wholly lost. For all that they were so easy, the seats were very insecure, and at every sudden jolt of the coach persons were slipping out of them and falling to the ground, where they were instantly compelled to take hold of the rope and help to drag the coach on which they had before ridden so pleasantly. It was naturally regarded as a terrible misfortune to lose one’s seat, and the apprehension that this might happen to them or their friends was a constant cloud upon the happiness of those who rode.

			But did they think only of themselves? you ask. Was not their very luxury rendered intolerable to them by comparison with the lot of their brothers and sisters in the harness, and the knowledge that their own weight added to their toil? Had they no compassion for fellow beings from whom fortune only distinguished them? Oh, yes; commiseration was frequently expressed by those who rode for those who had to pull the coach, especially when the vehicle came to a bad place in the road, as it was constantly doing, or to a particularly steep hill. At such times, the desperate straining of the team, their agonized leaping and plunging under the pitiless lashing of hunger, the many who fainted at the rope and were trampled in the mire, made a very distressing spectacle, which often called forth highly creditable displays of feeling on the top of the coach. At such times the passengers would call down encouragingly to the toilers of the rope, exhorting them to patience, and holding out hopes of possible compensation in another world for the hardness of their lot, while others contributed to buy salves and liniments for the crippled and injured. It was agreed that it was a great pity that the coach should be so hard to pull, and there was a sense of general relief when the specially bad piece of road was gotten over. This relief was not, indeed, wholly on account of the team, for there was always some danger at these bad places of a general overturn in which all would lose their seats.

			It must in truth be admitted that the main effect of the spectacle of the misery of the toilers at the rope was to enhance the passengers’ sense of the value of their seats upon the coach, and to cause them to hold on to them more desperately than before. If the passengers could only have felt assured that neither they nor their friends would ever fall from the top, it is probable that, beyond contributing to the funds for liniments and bandages, they would have troubled themselves extremely little about those who dragged the coach.

			I am well aware that this will appear to the men and women of the twentieth century an incredible inhumanity, but there are two facts, both very curious, which partly explain it. In the first place, it was firmly and sincerely believed that there was no other way in which Society could get along, except the many pulled at the rope and the few rode, and not only this, but that no very radical improvement even was possible, either in the harness, the coach, the roadway, or the distribution of the toil. It had always been as it was, and it always would be so. It was a pity, but it could not be helped, and philosophy forbade wasting compassion on what was beyond remedy.

			The other fact is yet more curious, consisting in a singular hallucination which those on the top of the coach generally shared, that they were not exactly like their brothers and sisters who pulled at the rope, but of finer clay, in some way belonging to a higher order of beings who might justly expect to be drawn. This seems unaccountable, but, as I once rode on this very coach and shared that very hallucination, I ought to be believed. The strangest thing about the hallucination was that those who had but just climbed up from the ground, before they had outgrown the marks of the rope upon their hands, began to fall under its influence. As for those whose parents and grandparents before them had been so fortunate as to keep their seats on the top, the conviction they cherished of the essential difference between their sort of humanity and the common article was absolute. The effect of such a delusion in moderating fellow feeling for the sufferings of the mass of men into a distant and philosophical compassion is obvious. To it I refer as the only extenuation I can offer for the indifference which, at the period I write of, marked my own attitude toward the misery of my brothers.

			In 1887 I came to my thirtieth year. Although still unmarried, I was engaged to wed Edith Bartlett. She, like myself, rode on the top of the coach. That is to say, not to encumber ourselves further with an illustration which has, I hope, served its purpose of giving the reader some general impression of how we lived then, her family was wealthy. In that age, when money alone commanded all that was agreeable and refined in life, it was enough for a woman to be rich to have suitors; but Edith Bartlett was beautiful and graceful also.

			My lady readers, I am aware, will protest at this. “Handsome she might have been,” I hear them saying, “but graceful never, in the costumes which were the fashion at that period, when the head covering was a dizzy structure a foot tall, and the almost incredible extension of the skirt behind by means of artificial contrivances more thoroughly dehumanized the form than any former device of dressmakers. Fancy any one graceful in such a costume!” The point is certainly well taken, and I can only reply that while the ladies of the twentieth century are lovely demonstrations of the effect of appropriate drapery in accenting feminine graces, my recollection of their great-grandmothers enables me to maintain that no deformity of costume can wholly disguise them.

			Our marriage only waited on the completion of the house which I was building for our occupancy in one of the most desirable parts of the city, that is to say, a part chiefly inhabited by the rich. For it must be understood that the comparative desirability of different parts of Boston for residence depended then, not on natural features, but on the character of the neighboring population. Each class or nation lived by itself, in quarters of its own. A rich man living among the poor, an educated man among the uneducated, was like one living in isolation among a jealous and alien race. When the house had been begun, its completion by the winter of 1886 had been expected. The spring of the following year found it, however, yet incomplete, and my marriage still a thing of the future. The cause of a delay calculated to be particularly exasperating to an ardent lover was a series of strikes, that is to say, concerted refusals to work on the part of the brick-layers, masons, carpenters, painters, plumbers, and other trades concerned in house building. What the specific causes of these strikes were I do not remember. Strikes had become so common at that period that people had ceased to inquire into their particular grounds. In one department of industry or another, they had been nearly incessant ever since the great business crisis of 1873. In fact it had come to be the exceptional thing to see any class of laborers pursue their avocation steadily for more than a few months at a time.

			The reader who observes the dates alluded to will of course recognize in these disturbances of industry the first and incoherent phase of the great movement which ended in the establishment of the modern industrial system with all its social consequences. This is all so plain in the retrospect that a child can understand it, but not being prophets, we of that day had no clear idea what was happening to us. What we did see was that industrially the country was in a very queer way. The relation between the workingman and the employer, between labor and capital, appeared in some unaccountable manner to have become dislocated. The working classes had quite suddenly and very generally become infected with a profound discontent with their condition, and an idea that it could be greatly bettered if they only knew how to go about it. On every side, with one accord, they preferred demands for higher pay, shorter hours, better dwellings, better educational advantages, and a share in the refinements and luxuries of life, demands which it was impossible to see the way to granting unless the world were to become a great deal richer than it then was. Though they knew something of what they wanted, they knew nothing of how to accomplish it, and the eager enthusiasm with which they thronged about any one who seemed likely to give them any light on the subject lent sudden reputation to many would-be leaders, some of whom had little enough light to give. However chimerical the aspirations of the laboring classes might be deemed, the devotion with which they supported one another in the strikes, which were their chief weapon, and the sacrifices which they underwent to carry them out left no doubt of their dead earnestness.

			As to the final outcome of the labor troubles, which was the phrase by which the movement I have described was most commonly referred to, the opinions of the people of my class differed according to individual temperament. The sanguine argued very forcibly that it was in the very nature of things impossible that the new hopes of the workingmen could be satisfied, simply because the world had not the wherewithal to satisfy them. It was only because the masses worked very hard and lived on short commons that the race did not starve outright, and no considerable improvement in their condition was possible while the world, as a whole, remained so poor. It was not the capitalists whom the laboring men were contending with, these maintained, but the iron-bound environment of humanity, and it was merely a question of the thickness of their skulls when they would discover the fact and make up their minds to endure what they could not cure.

			The less sanguine admitted all this. Of course the workingmen’s aspirations were impossible of fulfillment for natural reasons, but there were grounds to fear that they would not discover this fact until they had made a sad mess of society. They had the votes and the power to do so if they pleased, and their leaders meant they should. Some of these desponding observers went so far as to predict an impending social cataclysm. Humanity, they argued, having climbed to the top round of the ladder of civilization, was about to take a header into chaos, after which it would doubtless pick itself up, turn round, and begin to climb again. Repeated experiences of this sort in historic and prehistoric times possibly accounted for the puzzling bumps on the human cranium. Human history, like all great movements, was cyclical, and returned to the point of beginning. The idea of indefinite progress in a right line was a chimera of the imagination, with no analogue in nature. The parabola of a comet was perhaps a yet better illustration of the career of humanity. Tending upward and sunward from the aphelion of barbarism, the race attained the perihelion of civilization only to plunge downward once more to its nether goal in the regions of chaos.

			This, of course, was an extreme opinion, but I remember serious men among my acquaintances who, in discussing the signs of the times, adopted a very similar tone. It was no doubt the common opinion of thoughtful men that society was approaching a critical period which might result in great changes. The labor troubles, their causes, course, and cure, took lead of all other topics in the public prints, and in serious conversation.

			The nervous tension of the public mind could not have been more strikingly illustrated than it was by the alarm resulting from the talk of a small band of men who called themselves anarchists, and proposed to terrify the American people into adopting their ideas by threats of violence, as if a mighty nation which had but just put down a rebellion of half its own numbers, in order to maintain its political system, were likely to adopt a new social system out of fear.

			As one of the wealthy, with a large stake in the existing order of things, I naturally shared the apprehensions of my class. The particular grievance I had against the working classes at the time of which I write, on account of the effect of their strikes in postponing my wedded bliss, no doubt lent a special animosity to my feeling toward them.

			Chapter II

			The thirtieth day of May, 1887, fell on a Monday. It was one of the annual holidays of the nation in the latter third of the nineteenth century, being set apart under the name of Decoration Day, for doing honor to the memory of the soldiers of the North who took part in the war for the preservation of the union of the States. The survivors of the war, escorted by military and civic processions and bands of music, were wont on this occasion to visit the cemeteries and lay wreaths of flowers upon the graves of their dead comrades, the ceremony being a very solemn and touching one. The eldest brother of Edith Bartlett had fallen in the war, and on Decoration Day the family was in the habit of making a visit to Mount Auburn, where he lay.

			I had asked permission to make one of the party, and, on our return to the city at nightfall, remained to dine with the family of my betrothed. In the drawing-room, after dinner, I picked up an evening paper and read of a fresh strike in the building trades, which would probably still further delay the completion of my unlucky house. I remember distinctly how exasperated I was at this, and the objurgations, as forcible as the presence of the ladies permitted, which I lavished upon workmen in general, and these strikers in particular. I had abundant sympathy from those about me, and the remarks made in the desultory conversation which followed, upon the unprincipled conduct of the labor agitators, were calculated to make those gentlemen’s ears tingle. It was agreed that affairs were going from bad to worse very fast, and that there was no telling what we should come to soon. “The worst of it,” I remember Mrs. Bartlett’s saying, “is that the working classes all over the world seem to be going crazy at once. In Europe it is far worse even than here. I’m sure I should not dare to live there at all. I asked Mr. Bartlett the other day where we should emigrate to if all the terrible things took place which those socialists threaten. He said he did not know any place now where society could be called stable except Greenland, Patagonia, and the Chinese Empire.” “Those Chinamen knew what they were about,” somebody added, “when they refused to let in our western civilization. They knew what it would lead to better than we did. They saw it was nothing but dynamite in disguise.”

			After this, I remember drawing Edith apart and trying to persuade her that it would be better to be married at once without waiting for the completion of the house, spending the time in travel till our home was ready for us. She was remarkably handsome that evening, the mourning costume that she wore in recognition of the day setting off to great advantage the purity of her complexion. I can see her even now with my mind’s eye just as she looked that night. When I took my leave she followed me into the hall and I kissed her good-by as usual. There was no circumstance out of the common to distinguish this parting from previous occasions when we had bade each other goodbye for a night or a day. There was absolutely no premonition in my mind, or I am sure in hers, that this was more than an ordinary separation.

			Ah, well!

			The hour at which I had left my betrothed was a rather early one for a lover, but the fact was no reflection on my devotion. I was a confirmed sufferer from insomnia, and although otherwise perfectly well had been completely fagged out that day, from having slept scarcely at all the two previous nights. Edith knew this and had insisted on sending me home by nine o’clock, with strict orders to go to bed at once.

			The house in which I lived had been occupied by three generations of the family of which I was the only living representative in the direct line. It was a large, ancient wooden mansion, very elegant in an old-fashioned way within, but situated in a quarter that had long since become undesirable for residence, from its invasion by tenement houses and manufactories. It was not a house to which I could think of bringing a bride, much less so dainty a one as Edith Bartlett. I had advertised it for sale, and meanwhile merely used it for sleeping purposes, dining at my club. One servant, a faithful colored man by the name of Sawyer, lived with me and attended to my few wants. One feature of the house I expected to miss greatly when I should leave it, and this was the sleeping chamber which I had built under the foundations. I could not have slept in the city at all, with its never ceasing nightly noises, if I had been obliged to use an upstairs chamber. But to this subterranean room no murmur from the upper world ever penetrated. When I had entered it and closed the door, I was surrounded by the silence of the tomb. In order to prevent the dampness of the subsoil from penetrating the chamber, the walls had been laid in hydraulic cement and were very thick, and the floor was likewise protected. In order that the room might serve also as a vault equally proof against violence and flames, for the storage of valuables, I had roofed it with stone slabs hermetically sealed, and the outer door was of iron with a thick coating of asbestos. A small pipe, communicating with a wind-mill on the top of the house, insured the renewal of air.

			It might seem that the tenant of such a chamber ought to be able to command slumber, but it was rare that I slept well, even there, two nights in succession. So accustomed was I to wakefulness that I minded little the loss of one night’s rest. A second night, however, spent in my reading chair instead of my bed, tired me out, and I never allowed myself to go longer than that without slumber, from fear of nervous disorder. From this statement it will be inferred that I had at my command some artificial means for inducing sleep in the last resort, and so in fact I had. If after two sleepless nights I found myself on the approach of the third without sensations of drowsiness, I called in Dr. Pillsbury.

			He was a doctor by courtesy only, what was called in those days an ‘irregular’ or ‘quack’ doctor. He called himself a ‘Professor of Animal Magnetism.’ I had come across him in the course of some amateur investigations into the phenomena of animal magnetism. I don’t think he knew anything about medicine, but he was certainly a remarkable mesmerist. It was for the purpose of being put to sleep by his manipulations that I used to send for him when I found a third night of sleeplessness impending. Let my nervous excitement or mental preoccupation be however great, Dr. Pillsbury never failed, after a short time, to leave me in a deep slumber, which continued till I was aroused by a reversal of the mesmerizing process. The process for awaking the sleeper was much simpler than that for putting him to sleep, and for convenience I had made Dr. Pillsbury teach Sawyer how to do it.

			My faithful servant alone knew for what purpose Dr. Pillsbury visited me, or that he did so at all. Of course, when Edith became my wife I should have to tell her my secrets. I had not hitherto told her this, because there was unquestionably a slight risk in the mesmeric sleep, and I knew she would set her face against my practice. The risk, of course, was that it might become too profound and pass into a trance beyond the mesmerizer’s power to break, ending in death. Repeated experiments had fully convinced me that the risk was next to nothing if reasonable precautions were exercised, and of this I hoped, though doubtingly, to convince Edith. I went directly home after leaving her, and at once sent Sawyer to fetch Dr. Pillsbury. Meanwhile I sought my subterranean sleeping chamber, and exchanging my costume for a comfortable dressing-gown, sat down to read the letters by the evening mail which Sawyer had laid on my reading table.

			One of them was from the builder of my new house, and confirmed what I had inferred from the newspaper item. The new strikes, he said, had postponed indefinitely the completion of the contract, as neither masters nor workmen would concede the point at issue without a long struggle. Caligula wished that the Roman people had but one neck that he might cut it off, and as I read this letter I am afraid that for a moment I was capable of wishing the same thing concerning the laboring classes of America. The return of Sawyer with the doctor interrupted my gloomy meditations.

			It appeared that he had with difficulty been able to secure his services, as he was preparing to leave the city that very night. The doctor explained that since he had seen me last he had learned of a fine professional opening in a distant city, and decided to take prompt advantage of it. On my asking, in some panic, what I was to do for some one to put me to sleep, he gave me the names of several mesmerizers in Boston who, he averred, had quite as great powers as he.

			Somewhat relieved on this point, I instructed Sawyer to rouse me at nine o’clock next morning, and, lying down on the bed in my dressing-gown, assumed a comfortable attitude, and surrendered myself to the manipulations of the mesmerizer. Owing, perhaps, to my unusually nervous state, I was slower than common in losing consciousness, but at length a delicious drowsiness stole over me.

			Chapter III

			“He is going to open his eyes. He had better see but one of us at first.”

			“Promise me, then, that you will not tell him.”

			The first voice was a man’s, the second a woman’s, and both spoke in whispers.

			“I will see how he seems,” replied the man.

			“No, no, promise me,” persisted the other.

			“Let her have her way,” whispered a third voice, also a woman.

			“Well, well, I promise, then,” answered the man. “Quick, go! He is coming out of it.”

			There was a rustle of garments and I opened my eyes. A fine looking man of perhaps sixty was bending over me, an expression of much benevolence mingled with great curiosity upon his features. He was an utter stranger. I raised myself on an elbow and looked around. The room was empty. I certainly had never been in it before, or one furnished like it. I looked back at my companion. He smiled.

			“How do you feel?” he inquired.

			“Where am I?” I demanded.

			“You are in my house,” was the reply.

			“How came I here?”

			“We will talk about that when you are stronger. Meanwhile, I beg you will feel no anxiety. You are among friends and in good hands. How do you feel?”

			“A bit queerly,” I replied, “but I am well, I suppose. Will you tell me how I came to be indebted to your hospitality? What has happened to me? How came I here? It was in my own house that I went to sleep.”

			“There will be time enough for explanations later,” my unknown host replied, with a reassuring smile. “It will be better to avoid agitating talk until you are a little more yourself. Will you oblige me by taking a couple of swallows of this mixture? It will do you good. I am a physician.”

			I repelled the glass with my hand and sat up on the couch, although with an effort, for my head was strangely light.

			“I insist upon knowing at once where I am and what you have been doing with me,” I said.

			“My dear sir,” responded my companion, “let me beg that you will not agitate yourself. I would rather you did not insist upon explanations so soon, but if you do, I will try to satisfy you, provided you will first take this draught, which will strengthen you somewhat.”

			I thereupon drank what he offered me. Then he said, “It is not so simple a matter as you evidently suppose to tell you how you came here. You can tell me quite as much on that point as I can tell you. You have just been roused from a deep sleep, or, more properly, trance. So much I can tell you. You say you were in your own house when you fell into that sleep. May I ask you when that was?”

			“When?” I replied, “When? Why, last evening, of course, at about ten o’clock. I left my man Sawyer orders to call me at nine o’clock. What has become of Sawyer?”

			“I can’t precisely tell you that,” replied my companion, regarding me with a curious expression, “but I am sure that he is excusable for not being here. And now can you tell me a little more explicitly when it was that you fell into that sleep, the date, I mean?”

			“Why, last night, of course; I said so, didn’t I? That is, unless I have overslept an entire day. Great heavens! That cannot be possible; and yet I have an odd sensation of having slept a long time. It was Decoration Day that I went to sleep.”

			“Decoration Day?”

			“Yes, Monday, the 30th.”

			“Pardon me, the 30th of what?”

			“Why, of this month, of course, unless I have slept into June, but that can’t be.”

			“This month is September.”

			“September! You don’t mean that I’ve slept since May! God in heaven! Why, it is incredible.”

			“We shall see,” replied my companion; “you say that it was May 30th when you went to sleep?”

			“Yes.”

			“May I ask of what year?”

			I stared blankly at him, incapable of speech, for some moments.

			“Of what year?” I feebly echoed at last.

			“Yes, of what year, if you please? After you have told me that I shall be able to tell you how long you have slept.”

			“It was the year 1887,” I said.

			My companion insisted that I should take another draught from the glass, and felt my pulse.

			“My dear sir,” he said, “your manner indicates that you are a man of culture, which I am aware was by no means the matter of course in your day it now is. No doubt, then, you have yourself made the observation that nothing in this world can be truly said to be more wonderful than anything else. The causes of all phenomena are equally adequate, and the results equally matters of course. That you should be startled by what I shall tell you is to be expected; but I am confident that you will not permit it to affect your equanimity unduly. Your appearance is that of a young man of barely thirty, and your bodily condition seems not greatly different from that of one just roused from a somewhat too long and profound sleep, and yet this is the tenth day of September in the year 2000, and you have slept exactly one hundred and thirteen years, three months, and eleven days.”

			Feeling partially dazed, I drank a cup of some sort of broth at my companion’s suggestion, and, immediately afterward becoming very drowsy, went off into a deep sleep.

			When I awoke it was broad daylight in the room, which had been lighted artificially when I was awake before. My mysterious host was sitting near. He was not looking at me when I opened my eyes, and I had a good opportunity to study him and meditate upon my extraordinary situation, before he observed that I was awake. My giddiness was all gone, and my mind perfectly clear. The story that I had been asleep one hundred and thirteen years, which, in my former weak and bewildered condition, I had accepted without question, recurred to me now only to be rejected as a preposterous attempt at an imposture, the motive of which it was impossible remotely to surmise.

			Something extraordinary had certainly happened to account for my waking up in this strange house with this unknown companion, but my fancy was utterly impotent to suggest more than the wildest guess as to what that something might have been. Could it be that I was the victim of some sort of conspiracy? It looked so, certainly; and yet, if human lineaments ever gave true evidence, it was certain that this man by my side, with a face so refined and ingenuous, was no party to any scheme of crime or outrage. Then it occurred to me to question if I might not be the butt of some elaborate practical joke on the part of friends who had somehow learned the secret of my underground chamber and taken this means of impressing me with the peril of mesmeric experiments. There were great difficulties in the way of this theory; Sawyer would never have betrayed me, nor had I any friends at all likely to undertake such an enterprise; nevertheless the supposition that I was the victim of a practical joke seemed on the whole the only one tenable. Half expecting to catch a glimpse of some familiar face grinning from behind a chair or curtain, I looked carefully about the room. When my eyes next rested on my companion, he was looking at me.

			“You have had a fine nap of twelve hours,” he said briskly, “and I can see that it has done you good. You look much better. Your color is good and your eyes are bright. How do you feel?”

			“I never felt better,” I said, sitting up.

			“You remember your first waking, no doubt,” he pursued, “and your surprise when I told you how long you had been asleep?”

			“You said, I believe, that I had slept one hundred and thirteen years.”

			“Exactly.”

			“You will admit,” I said, with an ironical smile, “that the story was rather an improbable one.”

			“Extraordinary, I admit,” he responded, “but given the proper conditions, not improbable nor inconsistent with what we know of the trance state. When complete, as in your case, the vital functions are absolutely suspended, and there is no waste of the tissues. No limit can be set to the possible duration of a trance when the external conditions protect the body from physical injury. This trance of yours is indeed the longest of which there is any positive record, but there is no known reason wherefore, had you not been discovered and had the chamber in which we found you continued intact, you might not have remained in a state of suspended animation till, at the end of indefinite ages, the gradual refrigeration of the earth had destroyed the bodily tissues and set the spirit free.”

			I had to admit that, if I were indeed the victim of a practical joke, its authors had chosen an admirable agent for carrying out their imposition. The impressive and even eloquent manner of this man would have lent dignity to an argument that the moon was made of cheese. The smile with which I had regarded him as he advanced his trance hypothesis did not appear to confuse him in the slightest degree.

			“Perhaps,” I said, “you will go on and favor me with some particulars as to the circumstances under which you discovered this chamber of which you speak, and its contents. I enjoy good fiction.”

			“In this case,” was the grave reply, “no fiction could be so strange as the truth. You must know that these many years I have been cherishing the idea of building a laboratory in the large garden beside this house, for the purpose of chemical experiments for which I have a taste. Last Thursday the excavation for the cellar was at last begun. It was completed by that night, and Friday the masons were to have come. Thursday night we had a tremendous deluge of rain, and
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