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THE BLINDMAN'S WORLD.

THE narrative to which this note is
introductory waa found among the pa-
pers of the lute Professor 8. Erastus
Larrabee, and, as an scquuintance of
the gentleman to whom they were be-
queathed, I was requested to prepare it
for publication. This turned out a very
easy task, for the docoment proved of
80 extraordinary % character that, if
pablished st &ll, it should obviously be
without change. It appesrs that the
professor did really, at one time in his
life, have an attack of vertige, or some-
thing of the sort, under circumstances
similar to those deseribed by him, and
to that extent his narrative may be
founded on fact. How soon it shifta
from that foundation, or whether it does
at all, the reader must conclude for him-
self. X. appears certain that the pro-
fessor never related to any one, while
living, the stranger features of the ex-
perience here marrated, but this might
have boen merely from fear that his

standinz as a man of seience would be
thereby 1njured.
Edwerd Hellamy.

THE PROFESSOR'S NARRATIVE.

At the time of the experience of
which [ am about to write, I was pro-
fessor of astronomy and higher mathe-
matics at Abercrombie Collage. Most
astronomers have a specialty, and mine
was the study of the planet Mars, cur
pearest neighbor but one in the Sun’s
little family. When po important celes-
tial phenomena in other quarters de-
manded attention, it was on the ruddy
dise of Mars that my telescope was of-
tenest focused. I was never weary of
tracing the outlines of its continents and
seas, ite caper and islands, its baya and
straits, its lnkes and mousntains. With
intense intarest I watched from week
to week of the Martial winter the ad-
vance of the polar ice-cap toward the
equator, and its corresponding retreat in
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the summer; testifying acroes the gulf
of space as plainly as written words to
the existence on that orb of a climate
like our own. A specialty is always in
danger of becoming an infatuation, apd
my interest in Mars, at the time of
which I write, had grown to be more
than strictly scientific. The impression
of the nearness of this planet, heightened
by the wonderful distinctness of its ge-
ography as seen through s powerful tel-
eseope, appeals strougly to the imagina-
tion of the astrgnomer. On fine cven-
ings I tsad to spand hours, not so much
critically observing as braoding over ite
radiant surface, tifl I could alwost per-
snade myscll that I saw the breskers
dashing on the bold shore of Kepler
land, and heard the muflled thunder of
avalanches descending the snow -elad
monntaing of Mitchell.  No earthly
landscape had the charm to hold my
gaze of that far-off planet, whose oceuns,
to the enpracticed eye, seem but darker,
and its continents lighter, spots and
bands.

Astronomers bave agreed in declaring
that Mars is undoubtedly habitable by
beings like ourseives. bui, as may be
aupposed, I was not in & mood to be
gatisfied with considering it merely hab-
itable. I allowed no sort of guestion
that it was inbabited. What manner
of beings these inhabitants might be I
found s fascinating speculation. The
variety of types appearing in mankind
even on this small Farth makes it most
presumpiucus to sssume that the deni-
zens of different plancts may not he
characterized by diversities far profound-
er. Wherein such diversities, coupled
with a general resemblance €o man,
might consist, whether iu mere physi-
eal differences or in different mental
laws, in the lzck of certain of the great
passional motors of men or the posses-
sion of qaite others, were weird themes
of never-failing attractions for my mind.
The El Dorado visions with which the
virgin mystery of the New World in-

The Blindman's World.

[November,

spired the early Spanisk explorers were
tame snd prosaie compared with the
gpeculationa which it was perfectly le-
gitimate to indulge, when the problem
was the conditions of life on another
planat.

It was the time of the year when Mars
is most favorably situated for observas
tipn, and, anxious mot to lose an hour
of the precious season, I had spent the
greater part of several successive nighta
in the cbservatory. I believed that I
had made some original cbservations as
w the trend of the cosst of Kepler
Land between Lagrange Peninsula and
Christie Bay, and it was to this spot
that my obeervations were particularly
directed.

On the fourth night other work de-
tained me from the ebserving-chair tiil
after midnight., When I had adjusted
the instrument and took my first look
at Mars, I remember being unable to
restrain a ory of admiration. The
planet was fairly dazzling. It seemed
nearer and larger than I had ever seen
it Defore, and its pecnliar ruddiness
more striking. In thirty years of ob-
servatione, I recgzll, in fact, no occasion
when the absence of exhalations in our
stmosphere has coincided with such
clondleseness in that of Mars ag on that
night. I ceuld plainly make ouat the
white masses of vapor at the apposite
edges of the lighted disc, which are the
mists of its dawn and evening. The
snowy meas of Moant Hall over against
Kepler Land stood out with wonderiul
clearness, and I counld wnmistakahly
detect the blue tint of the ocean of Da
La Rue, which washes jte base, — a feat
of vision often, indeed, accomplished by
star-gazers, though I had never done it
to my complete satiefaction hefore.

I was impressed with the idea that if
I ever made an original discovery in
regard to Mars, it would be on that
evening, and I believed that I should do
it. T trembled with mingled exnltation
and anxiety, and was obliged to pause
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to recover my selfontrol. Finally, I
placed my eye to the aye-piece, and di-
rected my gaze upon the porticn of the
planet in which I was especially inter-
ested. My attention socn beceme fixed
snd abscrbed much beyond my wont,
when observing, and that itself implied
no ordinary degree of absiraction. To
all mental intents &od purposes I was
ot Mars. Fvery faculty, every suscep-
tibility of sense and intellect, seemed
gradually to pass into the eye, and be-
come concentrated in the act of gazing.
Every atom of nerva and will power
combined in the straiu to see a little,

and yet a little, and yet a little, clearer,
farther, deeper.

The pext thing I knew I was on the
hed that stood in a corner of the ohserv-
ing-room, half raised on an elbow, and
gazing intently at the deor. It was
broad daylight. Half a dozen men, in-
eluding several of the professors and
a doctor from the village, were around
me. Some were trying to make me lie
down, others were asking me what I
wantad, whila the doctor was urging me
to drink some whiskey. Mechanically
repelling their offices, I pointed to ths
door and ejaculated, © IPresident Byzbes
—- coming,” piving expression to the
one idea which my dazed mind at that
motment contained. And sure enoogh,
even as I spoke the door opened, and
the venerable head of the college, some-
what blown with climbing the steep
stairway, stood on the threshold. With
a sensation of prodigious relief, I fell
back on my pillow.

It appeared that I had ewooned while
in the observing-chair, the night before,
and had been found by the janitor in
the morning, my head fallen forward on
the talescope, us if still observing, but
my body eold, rigid, pulseless, and ap-
parently dead.

In a couple of days I was all right
again, and ehonld soon have forgotien
the episode but for a very interssting
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conjectare which had suggested itself in
connection with it. This was nothing
less than that, while I lay in that swoon,
I wae in a conscious state ouiside and
independent of the body, and in that
state received impressions and exercised
perceptive powers. For this extraordi-
pary theory I had no other evidence
than the fact of my knowledge in the
moment of awaking that President Byx-
bee was coming up the stairs. Bat
slight as this clus was, it seemed to me
unmistakable in its significance. That
knowledge was certaioly iu my mind on
the instant of arousing from the swoon.
It ecertainly could not have been there
before I fell into the swoon. I must
therefore have gained it in the mean
time; that is to say, I must have been
in a conscious, percipient state while my
body was insensible.

If such had been the ease, I reasoned
that it was altogether unlikely that the
trivial impression as to President Byx-
bee had been the only one which I had
received in that state. It was far more
probable that it had remained over in
my mind, on waking from the swoon,
merely because it was the lutest of a
geries of impressions received while out-
aide the body. That these impressious
wers of & kind mest strange and star-
tling, seeing that they were thase of
a disembodied seul exercising facnliies
more epiritual than those of the body,
I could not doubt. The desire to know
what they had been grew upon me, till
it hecame s longing which left me no
reposa. It seemed intolerable that I
should have secrets from myself, that
my soul shonld witbhold its experiences
irom my intellect. I would gladly have
consented that the acquisitious of balf
my waking lifetime should be blotied
out, if so bhe in exchange I might be
ghown the record of what I had seen
and known daring those hours of which
my waking memory showed 1o trace.
None the less for tha conviction of its
hopelesaness, but rather &1l the more, as
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the perversity of our human patnre will
have it, the longing for this ferbidden
lore grew on me, till the hunger of Eve
in the Garden was mine.

Constantly broodiug over a desire
that 1 felt to be vain, tautalized by the
possession of a elue which ouly wocked
me, my physical coudition became 2t
length atfected. Ay health was dis-
turbed and my reat at night was brokeu,
A habit of walking in my sleep, from
which I had not saffered since childhood,
recurred, and caused me frequent ingon-
venience.  Such lad been, in goneral,
my condition l(or sowme time, when I
awoke one moraing with the strangely
weary scnsstion by which my body
usually betrayed the secret of the iinpo-
sitions put vpou it in sleep, of which
otherwise 1 should olten have suspected
nothing. In geing into the study con-
nected with my chamber, I found a
number ol freshly written sheets on the
desk. Astonished that any one should
have been in my rooms while T slept, I
was astounded, on locking more closely,
to observe that the handwriting was my
own. How mnch more than astounded I
was on reading the matter that had been
set down. the reader may judge if he
shall peruse it. Ifor these written sheets
appuarently contained the longed-for but
despaired-of record of those liours when
1 waa ahsent from the body. They
wera the lost chapter of my life; or
rather, vot lost at all, far it had been po
part of my waking life, but a stolen
cbhapter,—stolen from thai sleep-mem-
ory on whose mysterions tablets may
well be inseribed tales ag much more mar-
velous than this as this is stranger than
reost atories.

It will be remembered thst my last
recollection before awaking in my bed,
o0 the morping after the swoon, was of
contemplating the coast of Kepler Land
with an unwenal conceatration of atten-
tion. As well as I can jndge, — and
that iz no better than any one else, —
i is with the moment that my bodily
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powers suecumbed and I hecams wncon-
scions that the narvative which I fonnd
or my desk begins.

THE NOCUMENT FOUND ON MY DEJKE

Even had I 1ot come as straight and
swift ag tha heam of light that made my
path, a glapce abont wounld have told
me to what part of the universae I had
fared. No earthly lendseape could have
been more familiar. I stood on the high
coast of Kepler Land where it trends
southward. A brisk westerly wind was
blowing and the waves of the ocean of
I}e La Rue were thundering at my feet,
while the broad blue waters of Clhiristie
Bay stretched away to the southwest.
Against the northern horizon, rising
out of the ogean like a summer thun-
der-head, for which at first 1 mistook
it, towered the {ar-distznt, snowy swn-
mit of Mount Hall.

KEven had the configoration of lapd
and sea been less familiar, I should
none the less have known that 1 stoed
on the planet whose ruddy hoe iz at
once the admiration and puzele of as-
tronomers. [ts explanation | now ree-
ognized in the tint of the atmogphere,
a coloring comparable to the haze of
Indian summer, except that its hue was
a faint rose iustead of purple. Like the
Indian summer haze, it was impalpable,
gpad without impeding the view bathed
all objects near and far in a glamour not
to be described. As the gaze turned
upward, however, the deep blue of space:
s0 far overcame the roseate tint that
one might fancy he were siill on Earth.

As I locked about me I eaw many
men, women, and children. They were
in no respect dissimilar, so far as I conld
see, to the men, women, and childres of
the Earth, save for gomething almoest
childlike in the untroubled serenity of
their faces, unfurrowed as they were
by any trace of care, of fear, or of
anriety. This extracedinary yonthful-
ness of aspect made it diffienlt, indeed,
save by careful scrutiny, to distinguish
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the young from the widdle-aged, matu-
rity from advanced years, Time seemed
to have no tooth on Mars.

I was gazing about me, adwiring this
erimson-lighted world, and thess people
who appeared to hold happiness by &
tenure 80 mach firmer than men's, when
I heard the words, “ You are welcome,”
and, turping, saw that I had beea ac-
costed by a man with the stature and
bearing of middle age, though his conn-
tenance, like the other faces whieh I
lad nofed, wonderfuliy combined tho
strength of a man’s with the sereuity
of » child’s. I thanked him, and said,
“ You do not geem surprised to see me,
thongh I certainly sm to find myseli
here.” ¢ Assuredly not,” ha avswered.
“ I knew, of course, that I was to meet
you to-day. And not only that, but I may
say | am already in a senpe acquainted
with yon, through a mutual friend,
FProfessor Edgerly. e was here last
month, aad I met him st that time, We
talked of you acd your interest in our
planet. T told him I expected you”
“ Edgerly ! ” I exelaimed. * Ltisstrange
that be has said nothing of this to me.
1 meet him every day.” But I was re-
minded that it was in & dream that
Edgerly, like myself, had visited Mars,
and on awakiog had recalled nothing of
his experience, just as I should recall
nothing of mine. When will man learn
te interragate the dresm soul of the
marvels it sees in its wanderings 7 Then
he will no longer need to improve his
talescopes to find out the secrets of the
universe. “ Ii¢ your people wvisit the
Earth in the same manner?"” 1 asked
my companion. * Certainly,” he re-
plied ; ¢ bat there wa find no one able to
recognize ns and converse with s as I
am converging with yon, although my-
eelf in the waking state. You, as yet,
lack the knowledge weo possess of the
spiriteal side-of the haman nature whith
we share with yon.” ¢ That knowledge
must have enabled yoa to lears much
more of the Earth than wa know of
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you,” I said. * Indeed it has,” he re-
plied. # From visitora such as you, of
whom we entertain a concourse conatant-
ly, we have acquired familiarity with
your civilization, your history, your wa-
ners, and even your literature aud lan-
guages. Eave you not noticed that I
am talking with you in English, which
is certainly vet a tougne indigenous to
this planet 7 “ Among so many wou-
ders [ scarcely observed thas,” I an-
swered.  *f For ages,” pursued my com-
panion, * we have becn waiting for you
to mprove your telescopes so as to ap-
proximate the power of ours, after which
communication hbotween  tha pla.neta
would bo easily established. The prog-
ress which you make is, bowever, so
slow that we expect to wait ages yet.”
i Inrewd, E fear you will have to,” T re-
plied.  Our opticians already talk of
having reached the limits of their art.”
“ Do not imagine that I spoke In any
apirit of petulance,” my companion re-
sumed. * The slowness of your progress
iz not so remarkable to us as that you
make auy at uil, burdened ns you sre by
a disability so erushing that if we were
in your place T fear we shonld sit down
in niter despair.”  “To what disability
do you refer?” I asked. “ You secm
to ba men like wns.”  “ And s0 we gre,’”
was the reply, “save in one particolar,
hot there the difference iz tremendous.
Endowed otherwice like us, you are des-
titute of the faculty of foresight, with-
out which we should think our other
faculties well-nigh valoeless.” % Fore-
gight1” I repeated. * Certainly you
cannol mean that it iz given your te
know the future?” It in given not
only to us,” was the zoawer, “ buot, s0 far
as we know, to all other intelligent be-
ings of the mniverse except yourselves.
Qur positive knowledge extends only
to our syatem of moons and planeis and
some of the nearer foreign systems, and
it is conceivable that the remoter parts
of the universe may herbor other blind
races like your own; but it certainly
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seems unlikely that so strange and lam-
entable a spectacle should be duplicated.
One such illustration of the extraerdi-
nary deprivations under which a rational
existence may still be possible ought to
guffice for the universe” ¢ Bt no one
can know the future except by inspira-
tion of God,” I sald. % All our faculties
are hy inspiration of God,” was the re-
ply, © but there is surely nothiog in fore-
sight to cause it to be so regarded more
than any other. Think 2 moment of
the physical analogy of the case. Your
eyes are placed In the Trout of your
heads. You would deem it an odd mis-
tuke if they were placed behind. That
would appeur to you an arrangement eal-
culated to defeat thoir purpose. Daocs
it not zeem equally rational that the
mental vision should range forward, as
it does with us, illuminating the path
g¢ne it to tuke, rather than backward, as
with you, vevealing only the course yon
have slready trodden, and therefore have
ne wore coheery with?  DBut it is po
doubt a merciful provision of Providence
-that renders yon unable to realize the
grotesqueness of your predicament, as it
appears to uws” Y But the luture is
eternal ! " I exclaimed. ¢ How can a
finite mind grasp it? " « Qur foreknowl-
edge implies only human faculties,” was
the reply. * Lt is Jimited to our indi-
vidual careers on this planet. Each of
ns forescez the course of his own life,
but naot that of other lives, except so
far as they are involved with his.”
% That such a power as you describe
eould be combined with merely human
facalties is more than our philosophers
have ever dared to dream,” T said. * And
yet wha shall eay, after ull, that it is not
in merey that God has denied it to us?
If it is & happiness, as it must be, to fore-
sée one's happiness, it must be most de-
pressing to foresee one's sorrows, fail-
ures, yas, and even one's death. For if
you foresee your lives to the end, you
must aniicipate the koer and manner of
yonr death, —is it not g0 #” % Most ae-
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suredly,” was the reply. * Living wonld
be a very precarious buriness, were we
uninformed of ita limit. Your igno-
rance of the time of your death im-.
presses us as one of the eaddest fea-
tures of your condition.” * And by us,”
1 answered, it is held to be ooe of the
most merciful.” “ Foreknowledge of
your death would not, indeed, prevent
your dying once,” continued my com-
panion, *bat it would deliver you from
the thousand deaths you suffer through
uncertainty whether yom can safely
count on the passing day. Lt is not the
death you die, but these many deathe
you do not die, which shadow your ex-
iastence. Foor blindfolded creaturas that
you are, cringing at every step in appre-
hension of the airoke that perhaps is
not to fall till old age, never raising
a cup to your lips with the knowledge
that you will live to guaif it, never surs
that you will meet again the friend you
part with for an hour, from whose
hearts no happiness euffices to banish
the chill of an ever-present dread, what
idea can you form of the God-like secu-
rity with which we enjoy omr lives and
the lives of those we love! You have
a saying on earth, * To-morrow belongs
to God;” but here to-morrow helongs
to us, even as to-day. To you, for
some inscrutable purpose, he sees fit to
dole out life moment by moment, with
no assurance that each is not to be the
last. To us he gives a lifetime st once,
fifty, sixty, seventy years,— a divine
gift indeed. A life such as yoars would,
1 fear, seem of little value to us; for
such a life, however long, is but & mo-
ment long, since that is all you can count
on. % And yet,” I anawered, ¢ though
knowledge of the duration of your lives
may give you an enviable feeling of con-
fidance while the ead is far off, is that
not more than offset by the daily grow-
ing weight with which the expectation
of the end, as it drasws near, most prees
upon your windsf” “On the ocon-
trary,” was the response, “ death, never

Fi
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an object of fear, 8s it draws nearer be-
comes more and more a matter of in-
difference to the moribund. It is be-
cguse you live in the past that death is
grievous to you. All your kpewledge,
all your affections, all your interests, ara
rooted in the pest, aud on that accouat,
aa life lengthens, it strengthens its hold
on you, aud memory becomes a more
precious possession. We, oz the con-
trary, despise the past, sud never dwell
upon it. Memory with us, far from be-
ing the morbid and monstrous growth it
15 with you, is scarcely more than a
redimentary facolty. We live wholly
in the future and the present. What
with foretaste and metual taste, our ex-
periences, whether pleasant or palninl,
are exhausted of ingerest by the time
they are past. The accumulated treas-
ures of wemory, which you relingnish so
painfully in death, we count no loss at
all. Our minds being fed whelly from
the future, we think and feel only as wo
antieipate ; and so, as the dying man's
future eontracts, there is less and less
about which be can gecupy his thoughts.
His interest in life diminishes as the
ideas which it suggests grow fewer, ull
at the laet death finds him with hiz mind
a tadulz rasa, as with you at birth. In
a word, his eoncern with Mfe is redosed
to a vanishing point before lie ia called
on to giveit ap. Indying he leaves noth-
ing behind.” “ And the after-death,”
1 asked, — “is thare no fear of that?™
4 Surely,” was the reply, *it is not nee-
eggary for me fo say that a fear which
sffecie ooly the more igoorsnt oo Earth
is not known at al! to us, and wozld be
counted blasphemous. Moreover, as I
have aaid, our foresight is limited ‘to onr
lives on this planet. Any specalation
boyord them wouid be purely comjec-
tural, and our minds are repelled by
the slightest taint of uncertainty. To
u# the conjestursl and the anthinkable
may be eslied almoat the same.”

“But even if yan do not fear death
for iteslf,” 1 said, #yon have hearts to
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break. Is there oo pain when the ties
of love are sundered?” ¢ Love and
death are wmot foes on our planet,’” was
the reply.  There are no tears by the
bedsides of ourdying. The same beuefis
cant law whick makes it =0 easy for us
to give up life forbids ns to moarn the
friends we leave, or them to mourn us,
With you it is the intercourse yon
have had with (riends that iz the souree
of your tenderness for them, With us
it is tho anticipative of the intercourse
we shall enjoy which i3 the foundation
of fonduess. As our firiends wvanish
from our future with the approach of
their death, the effect on our thoughts
snd affections is ay it would be with yon
if you forgot them by lapse of time,
Agr our dying friends grow more and
more indifferent to us, we, by operation
of the same law of our wature, become
indifferent to them, till at the last we
are gearcely more than kindly and sym-
pathetic watchers about the beds of these
who regard us equally without keen emo-
tions. 8o at last (God gently unwinds
instead of breaking the bands that bind
our hearts together, and makes death as
paiuless to the surviving as to the dying.
Relations meant to produce our hnppi-
ness are not the means also of torturing
us, a8 with you. Love means joy, and
that alone, to us, instead of blessing our
livea for a while ouly to desclate them
later on, compelling us to pay with a dis-
tinet and separate pang for every thrill
of tenderngss, exacting a tear for every
smile.” ¢ Thore are other partings than
those of death, Are these, too, without
sorrow foryou? ”’ Tasked. * Assuredly,”
was the reply. “ Cau vou not see that so
it must needs be with beings freed by
foresight from the dizease of memory?
All the sorrow of parting, as of dying,
cpmesz with you from the backward
vision which precludes you irom bebold-
ing your happiness till it is past. Sup-
pose yonr life deetined to be blessed
by a bhappy friendship. If yom could
know it beforehand, it would be & joy-
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ous expeotation, brightening the inter-
vening years and cheering yon as you
traversed desolate pericds.  But no; not
till you meet the ome who is to be yoar
friend do you know of him. Nor de
you puess aven then what he is to be to
you, that you may cmbrace him at first
gight. Your meeting is eold and indif-
ferent. 1t is long belore the fire 1s fair-
Iy kindled between you, and then it is
already tiwe for purting-  Now, odeed,
the fire burus well, but henceforth it
must consums your heurt,  Not till they
are dead or gone do yon fully realize how
dear your friends were and how sweet
was their companicnship.  But we — we
see our friends afar off coming to meet
us, smtling alrendy in our eyes, years
before gur ways meet.  We greet them
at first meeting, not coldly, not uncer-
tuinly, but with exoltant kisses, in an ec-
stasy of joy. They enter at once inte
the full possession of hearts long warized
and lizhted for them. We meet with
hat delirium of tenderness with which
vou pait. And when to us at last the
time of parting comes, it only meaus
that we are to contribuie to each other's
happiness no longer. We are not
dvomed, like you, in parting, te take
away with us the delight we brought
our friends, leaving the ache of bereave-
ment in its place, 30 that their last state
Is worse than their first. Parting here
s like meeting with you, calm and up-
impassioned. The joys of anticipation
and posseseion are the only food of
love with ws, and therefore Love always
weare 4 smiling face. With you he
feeds on dead joys, past happiness.
which are likewise the sustenance of
sorrow. No wouder love and sorrow
ara so moach alike on earth. It iz a
common saying among us that, were it
not for the spectacle of the sarth, the
rest of the worlds would be unable to
appreciate the goodness of God to them :
and who can say that thiz iz not the res-
son the pitecus aight is set before us 7

“You have told me marvelons
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things,” I said, after I had reflected.
« 1t is, indeed, but reasovabla that such -
& race as yours shonid look down with
wondering pity on the Earth, And yet,
before I grant so much, I want to ask
you one question. There js known
in our world a certain sweet madness,
under the influenca of which we for-
met all that is untoward in our lot, and
would not change it for a god’s. So
fur js this sweet madness regarded by
men as a cormpensation, and mere than a
compensatien, for all their miseries that
if you kpow not love as we koow it, if
this logs be the price you have paid for
your divine foresight. we think ourselves
more favored of God than you. Con-
fess that love, with its reserves, its sur-
prises, its mysteries, ite revelations, i
necessarily incompatible with a fores
sight which weighs and measures every
gxperience in advance,” “ {f love’s sur-
prises we certainly koow nothing,” was
the reply, “ It is believed by our phi-
losaphers that the slightest surprise
would kill beiugs of cur counstitntion like
lightuing ; though of coorse this is mere-
1y theory, for it is only by the study of
earthly conditions that we are able to
form an idea of what surprise is like.
Your power to endore the constant bui-
fetings of the unexpected is & matter of
supreme amazement to us; nor, accord-
ing to our ideas, is there any difference
hetween what you eall pleasant angd pain-
fol surprises. You see, then, tha: we
cannot envy you these surprises of love
which you find so sweet, for to us they
world be fatal. For the rest, there is
no form of happiness which foresight is
so well calewlated to enhamce as that of
love. Lat me explain to you how this
befalls. As the growing boy begins to
be sensible of the charms of woman, he-
finds himself, as T dara say it iz with
you, preferring some type of face and
form to others. He dreams oftenest of
fair heir, or may be of dark, of bine eyes.
or brown. Ans the years go on, his fan-
cy, brooding -over what seems to it the:



1886.)

best and loveliast of every type, is con-
stantly adding to this dream-face, this
shadowy form, traits and lineaments,
haes and econtours, till at last the pica
ture is complete, and he becomes aware
that on his heart thua subily has been
depicted the likeness of the maiden des-
tined for bis arme,

“Iit may be years before he iz to see
her, but mow beging with him cne of
the sweetest offices of love, ane to you
unknown. Youth on earth is a stormy
period of passion, chafing in restraing or
rioting In excess. But the very pas-
ston whose awaking makes this time so
critical with yon is here a reforming and
educating influence, to whose gentle
and potent sway we pladly confide our
children. The temptationa which lead
your young tnen astray have no hold
on a youth of onr happy planet. He
hoards the tremsures of his heart for
its coming mistress, Of her alone he
thinks, and to her all his vows are
made, The thought of license woull
be treason to his sovereign lady, whase
right to all the revenues of his being
he joyfully owns. To rob her, to abate
her high prerogatives, would he 1o im-
peverish, to insult, himseli: for she is
to be his, and ber honor, her glory, are
his owo. Through all this (ime that he
drenms of her by night and day, the ex-
quisite reward of his devotion is the
knowledga that she i aware of him as
he of her, and that in the inmost shrine
of a maiden heart hizs image is 2et np
to receive the incense of a f{enderness
$hat needs not to restrain itself through
fear of poesible crogs or separation.

“In due time their converging lives
come together. The lovers meet, gaze
s moment info each other’s eyes, then
throw themselves each on the other’
breast. The maiden hag all the charms
that ever stirred the blood of an earth-
Iy lover, but there is another glamour
over her which the ayes of earthly lov-
ers are shot .to,—the glamour of the
futare. Inm the blushing girl her lover
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seas the fond and faithful wife, in the
blithe maiden the patient, pain-conse-
crated mother. On the virgin’s bresst
he beholds his children. He is presci-
ent, even as his lips take the firat-fruits
of hers, of the future ycars doring
which sha is to be his companion, lhis
ever-present sclace, his chief portion of
(zod's goodness. We have read rome
of your romances describing love as you
know it ou Earth, and I must coufess,
my friend, we find them very doll.

“[ hope,” he added, as 1T did not at
once spenk, “ that 1 shall not offend you
by paying we find them alse olbjection-
able.  Yoor literature possesses in gen-
eral an interest for us iu the pictare it
presents of the curionsly inverted life
which the luck ol foresight eompels yoo
to lead. Tt is a study especiully prized
for the development of the imagivation,
on account of the difienliy of counceiv-
ing conditions 40 opposed o these of -
tellipent beingy in general.  llat onr
women do nod read your romanees, The
notion that a man or woman should ever
conceive the itdea of marrying a person
other than the one whose hushand or
wile he or she is destined to be is pro-
foundly shocking to our habits of thonght.
No doubt you will say that suel in-
EtADCES are raro among you, bat if your
novels are faithinl pictures of your life,
they are at least not unknown. That
these aituations are inevitable under the
conditiens of earthly iife we arc well
awarte, and judge you accordingly ; but it
is needless that the minds of our maid-
ens should be pained by the knowleidge
that there anywhere exists a world
where such travesties upon the sacred-
neas of marriage are possible.

“Thera v, however, anather reasoh
why we discourage the use of your
books by our young people, and that is
the profound effect of sadneass, to a race
accustomed to view all things in the
morning glow of the futare, of a litera-
tare written ¥ the past tense and relat-
ing exclasively to things that are ended.”
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# And how do you write of things that
ars psst except in the past temse?” I
asked. “We write of the past when
it is still the foture, and of course in the
fature tense,” was the reply. “If our
historians were to wait till after the
avents to deseribe them, not alone would
nobody eare to read about things aiready
done, but the Listories themselves would
probably be lvacenrate; for mewmory, as
I have said, is a very slightly developed
faculty with ns, and guite too indistinet
to be trustworthy. Should the Earth
ever establish communiestion with us,
you will find our histories of iuterest;
for cur planet, being smaller, eooled and
was peopled ages befors yours, and our
astronomics] records contain minnte ac-
counts of the earth from the time it was
a fluid muzs, Your geologists and biol-
ogists may yet find a mine of informa-
tion here.”

In the course of our further conversa-
lion it came out that, as a eonsequence
of foresight, some of the commaouest
emotions of human pature sre unknown
oy Mara. They for whom the fniure hag
no mystery can, of course, kuow neither
hope uwor fear, Moreover, every one
being azsured what he shall attain to
and what not, thers can ba wo such
thiog as rivalship, or emulation, ar any
sort of competition in any respect; and
therefore all the brood of heart-burnings
and latreds, engendered on Earth by
the strife of man with man, is unknown
to the people of Mars, save from the
study of our planet. When I ansked if
there were not, after all, a lack of spon-
taneity, of sense of freedom, in leading
lives fixed in all details beforehand, I
was reminded that there was no difer-
ence in that respect between the lives of
the people of Earth and of Mars, both
alike being aceording to God's will in
every particalar. We knew that will
only after the event, they before, - that
waa all.  For the rest, God moved them
through their wills aa he did us, so that
thay had uo more sense of compnision
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in what thay did than we on Earth have
in carrying out an anticipated line of
action, in cases where our anticipations
chance to be correct, Of the absorbing
interest which the study of the plan of
their futore lives possessed for the peo-
ple of Mars, my compsnion spoke elo-
quently. It was, he said, like the fas.
cinaticn to a mathematician of a most
elaborate apd exgjuisite demonstrution,
u perfect algebraical eqnation, with the
glowing realities of life in place of fig-
ures and symbola.

When I asked if it never oecurred to
them to wish their futures different, he
replied that soch a question could ornly
have been usked by one from the earth.
No one conld have foresight, or clearly
believe that God had it, withont realiz-
ing that the future iz as Incapable of
being changed as the pasi. And not
only this, but to foresee events was {o
foresee their logical necessity so clearly
that to desire them different was as im-
pussible as seriously to wish that two
and two made five instead of four. No
person  could ever theughtfnlly wish
anything different, for so closely are all
things, the small with the great, woven
together by God that to draw out the
smallest thread would unravel creation
through all eternity.

While wa had talked the aftermoon
Lad waned, and the sun had sonk below
the horizon, the reseate atmosphere of
the plapnet impsarting a splendor io the
cloud coloring, and a glory to the land
and sea ecape, never paralleled by an
earthly sunset. Alveady the familiar
constellations appearing in the sky re-
minded ms how near, after all, I was to
the Earth, for with tke unsssisted oye ¥
could not detect the elightast variation in
their position. Navertbeloss, thare was
one wholly novel feature in the heav-
ens, for many of the host of astercids
which circle in the zone between Mars
and Jopiter were vividly visible to the
naksd eye. But the spectacle that chisi-
Iy held my gaze waa the Earth, swite--
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ming low on the verge of the horizon.
Its disc, twice as Iarge as that of any
star or planet as seeu from the earth,
flashed with a brilliancy like that of
Veous. * It i, indeed, a lovely sight,”
sald my companicn, *although to me
always a melancholy one, from the rcan-
trast snggested between the radianee oi
the orl aud the becizhted condition of
its inhabitants. We call it * The Blind-
man's World,”” As he spoke be turned
toward a curlouns structure which stood
near ns, thoogh [ had not befors par-
ticularly observed it. * What iz that? ™
I asked. ‘It is one of oor telescopes,”
he replied. “I am going to let you
take a look, If you chouse, st your home,
aod test for yourself the powers of
which I have boasted ;" and havipg
adjusted the Instrument to his satisfac-
tion, he showed me where to apply my
eye to what answered to the eye-plece.
1 could not repress an exclamation of
amazement, for truly he bad exagger-
ated nothing, The little college towu
which was oy home lay spread out be-
fore me, seemingly almost as near ag
when 1 looked down upesn it from my
cbeervatory windows, It was early
morning, and the village was waking
up. The milkmen were going their
rounds, and workmen, with their diuner-
pails, were hurrying along the streeta.
Tha early train was just leaving Lhe
railroad station. I could see the puffs
from the smoke-stack, aud the jets from
the eylinders. It was strange not to
hear the hissing of the steam, sc near I
seemed. There were the college build-
ings on the hill, the long rows of win-
dowe flasbing back the level aunbeams.
I epunld tell the time hy the college
clock. It strock me that there was an
wvnusual bustle around the buildings,
considering the earliness of the hour.
A crowd of men stood about the door
of the observatory, and many others
wate hurrying across the campns in
that direotion. Among them I recog-
vized President Byzbee, accompanied
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by the eoliege janitor. Az I gazed they
reached the observutory, and, passing
through the group about the door, en-
tered the building, ‘The president was
evidently going up to my quarters, At
this it flashed over me quite suddenly
that wll this bustle was ou my aceouut.
I recalled how it was that I came to be
on Mars, and in what condition I had
left affairs in the observatery., It was
high timee I were back there to look
after myseif.

Here abruptly ended the extrazordi-
nary document which 1 fonad that morn-
ing on my desk. That it is the anthen-
tic record of the conditicns of life in
another world which it purports to be
I de not exipect the reader 1o believe.
IIe will no deubt explain it as another
of the corious freaks of somnambulism
set down in the books. Probably it
was merely that, possibly it was some-
thing more. [ do not pretend to decide
the question. [ have told ull the facts
of the case, and have vo better means
for forming an opinion than the reader.
Nor de I know, even il I fully believed
it the true account it seems to be, that
it would have affected my imagination
much more strongly than it has. Thst
story of another world has, in a word,
put me out of joint with ours. 'Fhe
readiness  with which my mind has
adapted itself to the Martial point of
view conceruing the Karth has been a
singular experience. ‘The lack of fore-
sight among the human facnlties, a lack
I had scarcely thought of before, now
impresses me, ever more deeply, as a
fact out of harmony with the rest of our
natare, belying its promise, —a moral
mutilation, a deprivation arbitrary and
unaccountable. The epsctacis of & race
doomed to walk backward, beholding
only what has pona by, sesured only of
what iz past and dead, comes over me
from time to time with o sedly faniasti-
cal effect which I cannot describe. I
dream of a world where love always
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wears a smile, where the purtings are happy sphere, fancied though it may
a8 tearless as our meetings, and death is  be, represen: the ideal and normal type
kivg no more. I bave a fancy, which of our race, as perhaps it once was, as
I like to cherigh, that the pecple of that perhaps it may yet be again.

8. Brastus Loarrabes.
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