In the Year 2889l n the Year 2889
by Jul es Verne

Editor's Notes by Bl ake Linton WIfong
In 1885, Janmes Cordon Bennett, Jr., owner of the New York Herald
(the sane man who sent Stanley to Africa to find Livingstone) asked
Jul es
Verne to wite a short story about life in the United States a thousand
years hence. Ironically, the resulting tale was not printed unti
1889--and not in the New York Herald.
It is an unusual work in every way. Verne wote few short
stories,
and no others first published in English. In contrast to his
conservati ve,
pl oddi ng SF novels, "In the Year 2889" dashes wildly fromone fancifu
extrapol ation to another. Experts believe Jules' son M chel may have
aut hored part of the story.
Many of the predictions for the year 2889 have al ready cone true.
Verne' s dystopian concept of one man brought to vast power and wealth
through widely distributed intellectual property brings to m nd nanes
like
Sanmuel Newhouse and Bill Gates. There are also glinmrerings of |ater
sci ence fiction themes, including suspended ani mati on and turning the
noon
around a la Arthur C. darke's Chil dhood's End (1953).
O course Verne al so nade m stakes, and sone of his predictions
simply have not come to pass. But give themtine: there are nearly nine
centuries left before the year 2889.

Little though they seemto think of it, the people of this 29th century live
continually in fairyland. Surrounded with marvels, they are indifferent to
marvel s. To themall seens natural. Could they but appreciate the refinenents
of

civilization in our day; could they but conpare the present with the past,
and

recogni ze the advances we have made! How nmuch fairer they would find our
noder n

towns, wth popul ati ons exceedi ng 10, 000, 000 soul s; steets 300 feet wi de,
houses

100 feet high; with a constant tenperature in all seasons; and lines of
aeria

| oconmotion crossing the sky in all directions! If they could but inmagine the
state of things that once existed, when through nmuddy streets runbling boxes
on

wheel s, drawn by horses--yes, horses!--were the only nmeans of conveyance.

Thi nk

of the railroads of old, and you will appreciate the pneumatic tubes through
whi ch today we travel at 100 miles an hour. Wuld not our contenporaries
prize

t he tel ephone and tel ephote nore, had they not forgotten the tel egraph?

Surprisingly, all these transformations rest on principles perfectly faniliar
to

our renote ancestors, which they disregarded. Heat, for instance, is as

anci ent

as man hinself; electricity was known 3000 years ago, and steam 1100. Nay, so
early as 10 centuries ago it was known that the differences between the



severa

chemi cal and physical forces depend on the node of vibration of etheric
particles, which is for each specifically different. Wen at |ast the kinship
of

all these forces was discovered, it is sinply astounding that 500 years stil
el apsed before nen could anal yze and describe the distinct nodes of vibration

that constitute these differences. Above all, it is amazing that the method
of

reproduci ng these forces directly fromone another, and of reproducing one
wi t hout the others, should have renained undi scovered till less than a
century

ago. Neverthel ess, such was the course of events, for it was not till the
year

2792 that the fampus Oswal d Nier nmade this discovery.

Truly was he a great benefactor of the human race. Hi s adm rabl e di scovery

| ed

to many others. Hence is sprung a pleiad of inventors, its brightest star our
great Joseph Jackson. To Jackson we are indebted those wonderfu

i nstrunments--the new accunul ators. Sone of these absorb and condense the
l'iving

force contained in the sun's rays; others, the electricity stored in our

gl obe;

ot hers again, energy from whatever source: waterfalls, streams, w nd, etc.
He,

too, invented the transforner, a nore wonderful contrivance still, which

t akes

the living force fromthe accunul ator, and, at the touch of a button, returns
it

to space in any formdesired, whether as heat, light, electricity, or
nmechani ca

force, after having first obtained fromit the work required. Fromthe day

t hese

two instruments were contrived should be dated the era of true progress. They
have put into the hands of man alnost infinite power. As for their
appl i cati ons,

they are nunberless. Mtigating the rigors of winter, by giving back to the
at nosphere the surplus heat stored up during the sumrer, they have

revol utioni zed agriculture. Supplying nmotive power for aerial navigation

t hey

have given to commerce a mighty inmpetus. To them we are indebted for the
conti nuous production of electricity without batteries or dynanos, of |ight
wi t hout combustion or incandescence, and for an unfailing supply of
nmechani ca

energy for the needs of industry.

Yes, the accumul ator and the transformer have wought all these wonders. And
can

we not to themalso trace, indirectly, this | atest wonder of all, the great
"Earth Chronicle" building on 253rd Avenue, which was dedi cated the ot her
day?

I f George Washington Snith, founder of the Manhattan "Chronicle", should cone
back to Iife today, what would he think when told that this place of narble
and

gol d belongs to his renote descendant, Fritz Napol eon Smth, who, after 30
generations, is owner of the sane newpaper that his ancestor established!
For George Washington Smith's newspaper has |ived generation after
gener ati on,

now passing out of the famly, anon coming back to it. \Wen, 200 years ago,
t he

political center of the United States was transferred from Washington to
Centropolis, the newspaper followed the governnment and assumed the nane of



Earth

Chronicle. Unfortunately, it was unable to maintain itself at the high | evel
of

its name. Pressed on all sides by nore nodern rival journals, it was
continually

i n danger of collapse. 20 years ago its subscription |ist contained but a few
hundred t housand nanmes, and then M. Fritz Napol eon bought it for a mere
trifle,

and originated tel ephonic journalism

Everyone is fanmiliar with Fritz Napoleon Smith's system-a system nmade
possi bl e

by the enornmous devel opment of tel ephony during the |last hundred years.

I nst ead

of being printed, the Earth Chronicle is every norning spoken to subscribers,
who, frominteresting conversations with reporters, statesmen and scientists,
| earn the news of the day. Furthernore, each subscriber owns a phonograph
and

to this instrunent he | eaves the task of gathering the news whenever he
happens

not to be in a nood to listen directly hinself. As for purchasers of single
copies, they can at a nominal cost learn all that is in the paper of the day
at

any of the innunerabl e phonographs set up nearly everywhere.

Fritz Napoleon Smith's innovation gal vani zed the old newspaper. In the course
of

a few years the nunber of subscribers grewto 85,000,000 and Smith's wealth
went

on growing, till now it reaches the al nost uni magi nable figure of

$10, 000, 000, 000. This lucky hit has enabled himto erect his new building, a
vast edifice with four facades, each 3250 feet in length, over which proudly
floats the hundred-starred flag of the Union. Thanks to the same |ucky hit,
he

i s today king of newspaperdom indeed, he would be king of America, too, if
Ameri cans could ever accept a king. You do not believe it? Well, then, | ook
at

the plenipotentiaries of all nations and our own m nisters thensel ves
crowdi ng

about his door, entreating his counsels, begging for his approbation

i mpl oring

the aid of his all-powerful organ. Add up the nunmber of scientists and
artists

he supports, of inventors under his pay.

Yes, a king is he. And in truth his is a royalty full of burdens. H's |abors
are

i ncessant, and, doubtless, in earlier tines any nan woul d have succunbed
under

the overpowering stress M. Smith endures. Fortunately for him thanks to the
progress of hygi ene, which, abating all the old sources of disease, has
lifted

human |ife expectancy from 37 up to 52 years, nmen have stronger constitutions
now t han heretofore. The discovery of nutritive air remains in the future,
but

in the neantine nmen today consunme food scientifically conpounded and

pr epar ed,

and breathe an atnosphere free of the mcrooganisns that once swarned in it;
hence they live longer than their forefathers and know nothing of the

i nnuner abl e ail ments of ol den tines.

Neverthel ess, Fritz Napoleon Snmith's node of life may well astonish one. H's
iron constitution is taxed to the utnost by the heavy strain upon it. Vain

t he



attenpt to estinmate the amount of | abor he undergoes; only an exanple can

gi ve

an idea of it. Let us go about with himfor one day as he attends to his

mul tifarious concerns. What day? That matters little; it is the sanme every
day.

Let us take at random Septenber 25th of this present year 2889.

This morning M. Fritz Napol eon Smith awakes in very bad hunmor. His wife left
for France eight days ago; he feels disconsolate. Incredible though it seens,
in

the 10 years since their nmarriage, this is the first tine Ms. Edith Smth,

t he

pr of essi onal nodel, has been so | ong absent from honme; two or three days
usual |y

suffice for her frequent trips to Europe. The first thing M. Smth does is
activate his phonotel ephote, the wires of which conmunicate with his Paris
mansi on. The tel ephote! Here is another great triunph of nodern science. The
transm ssion of speech is an old story; the transnission of inmages by neans
of

sensitive mrrors connected by wires is a thing but of yesterday. A valuable
i nvention indeed; M. Smith this norning is full of blessings for the

i nvent or,

when by its aid he is able distinctly to see his wife despite her great

di st ance.

Ms. Smith, weary after the ball or the visit to the theater the preceding
night, is still abed, though it is near noontime at Paris. She is asleep, her
head sunk in the |l ace-covered pillows. Wat? She stirs? Her |ips nove. She
dreans, perhaps? Yes. She is tal king, pronouncing a name--his nanme--Fritz!
The

delightful vision gives a happier turn to M. Snmith's thoughts. And now, at

t he

call of inperative duty, he lightheartedly springs fromhis bed and enters
hi s

nmechani cal dresser.

Two minutes later the machi ne deposits himall dressed at the threshol d of
hi s

of fice. The round of journalistic work begins. First he enters the hall of
novel i sts, a vast apartnent crowned with an enornous transparent cupola. In
one

corner is a tel ephone, through which a hundred Earth Chronicle litterateurs
in

turn recount to the public in daily installnments a hundred novels. Snith
addresses one of these authors awaiting his turn: "Capital! Capital, ny dear
fellow, your last story. The scene where the village maid di scusses

i nteresting

phi | osophi cal problems with her |over shows your acute power of observation
Never have the ways of country fol k been better portrayed. Keep on, mny dear
Archi bal d, keep on! Since yesterday, thanks to you, there is a gain of 5000
subscri bers. "

"M . John Last," he begins again, turning to a new arrival, "I amnot as

pl eased

wi th your work. Your story is not a picture of life; it lacks the elenents of
truth. And why? Sinply because you run straight on to the end; because you do
not anal yze. Your heroes do this thing or that fromthis or that notive,

whi ch

you assign wi thout ever a thought of dissecting their nental and nora
nat ur es.

Qur feelings, you nmust renmenber, are far nore conmplex. In real life every act
is

the result of a hundred thoughts that come and go, and these you nust study,
one



by one, if you would create a living character. 'But,' you will say, 'in

or der

to note these fleeting thoughts one nust know them nust be able to foll ow

t hem

in their capricious nmeanderings.' Wiy, any child can do that, as you know.
Simply nake use of hypnotism electrical or human, which gives one a twofold
being, setting free the w tness-personality so it may see, understand and
renenber the reasons which determ ne the personality that acts. Just study
yourself as you live fromday to day, ny dear Last. Imitate your associate who
I

conplimented a nonent ago. Let yourself be hypnotized. Wat's that? You have
tried it already? Not sufficiently, then, not sufficiently!"

M. Smith continues his round and enters the reporters' hall. Here 1500
reporters, in their respective places, facing an equal nunber of tel ephones,
are

conmuni cating to the subscribers the news of the world as gathered during the
ni ght. The organi zation of this matchl ess service has often been descri bed.
Besi des hi s tel ephone, each reporter, as the reader is aware, has in front of
hima set of commutators, which enable himto conmunicate with any desired
tel ephotic line. Thus the subscribers not only hear the news but see the
occurrences. Wen an incident is described that is already past, photographs
of

its main features are transmitted with the narrative. And there is no

conf usi on

withal. The reporters' items, just like the different stories and all the

ot her

conponent parts of the journal, are classified automatically according to an
i ngeni ous system and reach the hearer in due succession. Furthernore, the
hearers are free to listen only to what interests them They nay at pleasure
pay

attention to one editor and ignore another

M. Smith next addresses one of the ten reporters in the astronomni ca
department--a departnent still in the enbryonic stage, but which will yet

pl ay

an inportant part in journalism

"Well, Cash, what's the news?"

"W have phototel egrans from Mercury, Venus, and Mars."

"Are those from Mars of any interest?"

"Yes, indeed. There is a revolution in the Central Enmpire."

"And what of Jupiter?" asks M. Smth.

"Not hing as yet. W cannot quite understand their signals. Perhaps ours do
not

reach them"

"That's bad," exclains M. Smith, as he hurries away, not in the best of
hunor ,

toward the hall of scientific editors. Heads bent over their electric
conmput ers,

30 scientific men are absorbed in transcendental calculations. M. Smith's
arrival is like the falling of a bonb anong them

"Well, gentlemen, what is this | hear? No answer fromJupiter? Is it always
to

be thus? Come, Cool ey, you have worked now 10 years on this problem and
yet--"

"True enough," replies the man addressed. "Qur science of optics is stil
defective, and though our mle-and-three-quarter telescopes--"

"Listen to that, Peer," breaks in M. Smith, turning to a second scientist.
"Optical science defective! Optical science is your specialty. But," he
continues, again addressing WIlliam Cooley, "failing with Jupiter, are we



getting any results fromthe noon?"

"The case is no better there."

"This time you cannot lay the blanme on the science of optics. The noon is

i measurably closer than Mars, yet with Mars our conmunication is fully
established. | presune you will not say you |l ack tel escopes?"

"Tel escopes? Ch no, the trouble here is about--inhabitants!"”

"That's it," adds Peer.

"So, then, the noon is positively uninhabited?" asks M. Snith.

"At least," answers Cool ey, "on the face which she presents to us. As for the
opposite side, who knows?"

"Ah, the opposite side! You think, then," remarks M. Smth, nusingly, "that
if

one could but--"

"Coul d what ?"

"Why, turn the noon about-face."

"Ah, there's sonething in that," cry the two nmen at once. And indeed, so
confident is their air, they seemcertain of the success of such an
undert aki ng.

"Meanwhil e," asks M. Snith, after a monent's silence, "have you no news of

i nterest today?"

"I ndeed we have," answers Cooley. "The el enents of A ynpus are definitely
settled. That great planet gravitates beyond Neptune at a mean di stance of
11, 400, 799,642 nmiles fromthe sun, and to traverse its vast orbit takes 1311
years, 294 days, 12 hours, 43 mnutes, 9 seconds.”

"Way didn't you tell me that sooner?" cries M. Smith. "Informthe reporters
of

this straightway. You know how eager public curiosity is about these
astronom cal questions. That news nust go into today's issue."

Then, the two nen bowing to him M. Smth passes into the next hall, an
enornous gallery upward of 3200 feet |ong, devoted to atnospheric

adverti sing.

Everyone has noticed those enornmous advertisenments reflected fromthe cl ouds,
so

| arge they may be seen by the popul ations of whole cities or even entire
countries. This, too, is one of M. Fritz Napoleon Smth's ideas, and in the
Earth Chronicle building a thousand projectors are constantly engaged in

di spl aying on the cl ouds these mamrmot h adverti senents.

When M. Smith today enters the sky-advertising departnent, he finds the
operators sitting with folded arnms at their notionless projectors, and

i nquires

as to the cause of their inaction. In response, the man addressed sinply
poi nt s

to the sky, which is a pure blue. "Yes," nutters M. Smth, "a cloudl ess sky!
That's too bad, but what's to be done? Shall we produce rain? That we m ght
do,

but is it of any use? Wiat we need is clouds, not rain. Go," says he,

addr essi ng

t he head engi neer, "go see M. Sanuel Mrk, of the meteorological division in
the scientific departnment, and tell himfor ne to go to work in earnest on

t he

qgquestion of artificial clouds. It will never do for us to be always at the
nercy

of cloudl ess skies!"

M. Smith's daily tour through the several departnents of his newspaper is
now

finished. Next, fromthe advertisenment hall he passes to the reception
chanber,

where the anbassadors accredited to the American government await a word of



counsel or advice fromthe all-powerful editor. A discussion is going on as
he

enters. "Your Excellency will pardon me,’
t he

Russian, "but | see nothing in the nmap of Europe that requires change. 'The
North for the Slavs?' Wy, yes, of course; but the South for the Latins. Qur
common frontier, the Rhine, it seens to me, serves very well. Besides, ny
government, as you rust know, will firmy oppose every novement, not only
against Paris, our capital, or our two great prefectures, Rome and Madrid,
but

al so agai nst the kingdom of Jerusalem the dom nion of Saint Peter, of which
France nmeans to be the trusty defender."

"Well said!'" exclainms M. Smith. "Howis it," he asks, turning to the Russian
anbassador, "that you Russians are not content with your vast enpire, the
nost

extensive in the world, stretching fromthe banks of the Rhine to the

Cel esti al

Mount ai ns and t he Kara-Korum whose shores are washed by the Frozen Qcean

t he

Atlantic, the Mediterranean, and the Indian Ocean? And what use are threats?
I's

war possible in view of nbdern inventions--asphyxiating shells capabl e of
bei ng

projected a distance of 60 mles, an electric spark of 90 mles, that can at
one

stroke annihilate a battalion; to say nothing of the plague, the cholera, the
yel low fever, that the belligerents m ght spread anong their antagonists
mutual Iy, and which would in a few days destroy the greatest armes?"
"True," answered the Russian, "but we Russians, pressed on our eastern
frontier

by the Chinese, nust at any cost put forth our strength for an effort toward
t he

west . "

"Let's solve your problemat the source,” said M. Smith. "I will speak to

t he

Secretary of State about this. The attention of the Chi nese governnent will
be

brought to the matter, and the situation corrected.”

"Under these conditions, of course--" And the Russian anbassador decl ares

hi msel f sati sfi ed.

"Ah, Sir John, what can | do for you?" asks M. Smith as he turns to the
representative of the people of Geat Britain, who till now has remai ned
silent.

the French Anmbassador is saying to

"A great deal," conmes the reply. "If the Earth Chronicle would but open a
canpai gn on our behal f--"

"And for what object?"

"Sinmply for the annul ment of the Act of Congress annexing to the United

St ates

the British islands."

By a just turnabout, Great Britain has becone a colony of the United States,
but

the English are not yet reconciled to their status. At regular intervals they
are ever addressing to the Anerican governnent vain conpl aints.

"A campai gn agai nst the annexation that has been an acconplished fact for 150
years!" exclains M. Snith. "How can you believe I would do anything so
unpatriotic?"

"We at hone think your people must now be sated. The Monroe Doctrine is fully
applied; the whole of Anerica belongs to the Americans. Wat nore do you
want ?



Besi des, we will pay for what we ask."

"I ndeed!" answers M. Smith, without manifesting the slightest irritation
"Well, you English will ever be the same. No, no, Sir John, don't count on ne
for help. Gve up our fairest province, Britain? Wy not ask France
generously

to renounce possession of Africa, that magnificent colony the conplete

conquest
of which cost her the |abor of 800 years? You will be well received!"
"You decline! Al is over then!" the British agent nmurrmurs sadly. "The United

Kingdomfalls to the share of the Anericans; the Indies to that of--"

"The Russians," M. Smith conpletes the sentence.

"Australia--"

"Has an i ndependent governnent."

"Then nothing at all remains for us!" sighs Sir John, downcast.

"Not hi ng?" asks M. Smith, laughing. "Well, now, there's Gbraltar!"

Wth this sally the audi ence ends. The clock is striking 12, the hour of
breakfast. M. Snmith returns to his chanber. \Were the bed stood in the
nor ni ng

a table all spread comes up through the floor. For M. Smith, being above al
a

practical man, has reduced the problem of existence to its sinplest terns.
For

him instead of the endl ess suites of apartnents of yesteryear, one room
fitted

wi t h i ngeni ous mechani cal contrivances is enough. Here he sl eeps, takes his
nmeal s--in short, lives.

He seats hinself. In the mrror of the phonotel ephote is visible the sane
chanmber at Paris which appeared in it this nmorning. A table furnished forth
is

i kewi se in readiness here, for notw thstanding the difference in hours, M.
Smith and his wife have arranged to take their neals sinultaneously. It is
delightful thus to breakfast tete-a-tete with someone 3000 nmiles or so away.
Just now, Ms. Smith's chanber has no occupant.

"She is latel Wman's punctuality! Progress everywhere except there!" nutters
M. Smith as he turns the tap for the first dish. For like all wealthy folk
in

our day, M. Smith has done away with the donestic kitchen and is a

subscri ber

to the Grand Alinmentati on Conpany, which sends through a vast network of

t ubes

to subscribers' residences all sorts of dishes, as a varied assortnment is

al ways

i n readi ness. A subscription costs nmoney, to be sure, but the cuisine is of
t he

best, and the system has this advantage, that it does away with the pestering
race of the cordons bleus. M. Smith receives and eats, all alone, the hors
d' oeuvres, entrees, roast neat, and | egumes that constitute the repast. He is
just finishing the dessert when Ms. Smith appears in the tel ephote mrror
"Why, where have you been?" asks M. Smith through the tel ephone.

"What! You are already at the dessert? Then | amlate," she exclains, with
wi nsone nai vete. "Where have | been, you ask? Wy, at ny dressnmaker's. The
hat s

are just lovely this season! | suppose | forgot to note the tinme, and so am a
little late."”

"Yes, a little," growws M. Smth; "so little that | have already quite

fini shed

breakfast. Excuse ne if | |eave you now, but |I rmust be going."

"Ch certainly, ny dear; goodbye till evening."

Smith steps into his air-coach, which awaits himat a w ndow. "Were do you
wi sh



to go, sir?" inquires the coachnman.

"Let me see; | have three hours,” M. Smith nuses. "Jack, take ne to ny
accunul ator works at Ni agara."

For M. Smith has obtained a | ease of the great falls of Niagara. For ages
t he

energy devel oped by the falls went unutilized. Smith, applying Jackson's

i nvention, now collects this energy, and sells it. His visit to the works
t akes

| onger than anticipated. It is four o' clock when he returns home, just in
tine

for the daily audience he grants to callers.

One readily understands how a man in Smith's situati on nust be beset with
requests of all kinds. Now it is an inventor needing capital; then it is sone

vi sionary who cones to advocate a brilliant schene which nmust surely yield
mllions in profits. A choice nmust be made between these projects, rejecting
t he

wort hl ess, exani ning the questionable, accepting the meritorious. To this
wor k

M. Smith devotes two full hours a day.

The callers are fewer today than usual--just 12. O these, eight have only

i mpracticabl e schenes to propose. In fact, one of themwants to revive

pai nti ng,

an art fallen into desuetude owing to the progress made in col or photography.
Anot her, a physician, boasts that he has discovered a cure for nasal catarrh!
These inmpracticalities are dism ssed in short order. O the four projects
favorably received, the first is that of a young nan whose broad forehead

bet okens his intellectual power.

"Sir, | ama chemst," he begins, "and as such | come to you."

"Wl

"Once the elementary bodies," says the young chemist, "were held to be 62 in
nunber; a century ago they were reduced to 10; now only three remain

irresol vable, as you are aware."

"Yes, yes."

"Well, sir, these also | will showto be conposite. In a few nonths, a few
weeks, | shall have succeeded in solving the problem Indeed, it may take only
a

few days."

"And t hen?"

"Then, sir, | shall sinply have determ ned the absolute. Al | want is nobney

enough to carry my research to a successful conclusion."

"Very well," says M. Smith. "And what will be the practical outcone of your
di scovery?"

"The practical outcone? Wiy, that we shall be able to produce easily al

bodi es

what ever - - st one, wood, netal, fibers--"

"And flesh and bl ood?" interrupts M. Smith. "Do you pretend that you expect
to

manuf acture a hunman bei ng out and out ?"

"Why not ?"

M. Smth advances $100, 000 to the young chemnist, and engages his services
for

the Earth Chronicle | aboratory.

The second of the four successful applicants, starting from experinments nmade
so

I ong ago as the 19th century and again and agai n repeated, has conceived the
i dea of nmoving an entire city all at once fromone place to another. H s
particular interest is the city of Ganton, situated, as everyone knows, sone
15

mles inland. He proposes transporting the city on rails, turning it into a
beachfront resort. The profit, of course, would be enormous. M. Smth,



captivated by the schenme, buys a half-interest init.

"As you are aware, sir," begins applicant No. 3, "by the aid of our solar and
terrestrial accurul ators and transformers, we are able to nmake all the
seasons

the sane. | propose to do sonething better still. Transforminto heat a
portion

of the surplus energy at our disposal; send this heat to the poles; then the
pol ar regions, relived of their snowcaps, will becone a vast territory

avail abl e

for man's use. Wat think you of the schene?"

"Leave your plans with ne, and cone back in a week. | will have them examn ned
in

the nmeantine."”

Finally, the fourth announces the inmm nent solution of a weighty scientific
probl em Everyone renenbers the bold experi nent nade 100 years ago by Dr.
Nat hani el Fai thburn. The doctor, being a firm believer in human

hi bernation--in

ot her words, the possibility of our suspending our vital functions and of
calling theminto action again after a tinme--resolved to subject the theory to
a

practical test. To this end, having first made his last will and pointed out
t he

proper nethod of awakening hinm having also directed that his sleep was to
continue a hundred years to a day fromthe date of his apparent death, he
unhesitatingly put the theory to the proof in his own person. Reduced to the
condition of a numy, Dr. Faithburn was coffined and laid in a tonb. Tine
went

on. Septenber 25th, 2889 being the day set for his resurrection, it is

pr oposed

that M. Smith permt the second part of the experiment to be perforned at
hi s

resi dence this evening.

"Agreed. Be here at 10 o'clock,” answers M. Smith; and with that the day's
audi ence i s cl osed.

Left to hinself, feeling tired, he lies down on an extension chair. Then
touching a knob, he establishes comrunication with the Central Concert Hall
whence our greatest mmestros send out to subscribers their delightfu
successi ons of accords deternined by recondite al gebraic fornulas. N ght
approaches. Entranced by the harmony, forgetful of the hour, Smith does not
notice that it is growing dark. Indeed, it is quite dark when the sound of a
door opening arouses him "Wo is there?" he asks, touching a commutat or
Suddenl y, in consequence of the vibrations produced, the air becones

[ um nous.

The roomfills with [ight, and Smith recognizes his visitor

"Ah! You, Doctor?"

"Yes," is the reply. "How are you?"

"I amfeeling well."

"Good! Let me see your tongue. Al right! Your pulse. Regular! And your
appetite?"

"Only passably good."

"Yes, the stomach. There's the rub. You are overworked. |If your stomach is
out

of repair, it nmust be nmended. That requires study. W nust think about it."

"In the meantinme," says M. Snmith, "you will dine with ne."
As in the norning, the table rises out of the floor. Again, as in the
nor ni ng,

t he food-pi pes supply soup, roast, ragouts, and | egunes. Toward the cl ose of
t he

nmeal , phonot el ephotic conmunication is made with Paris. Smith sees his wife,
seated al one at the dinner table, |ooking anything but pleased at her



| onel i ness.

"Pardon me, ny dear, for having left you alone,” he says through the

t el ephone.

"Dr. Wlkins is here."

"Ah, the good doctor!" remarks Ms. Smith, her countenance |ighting up.
"Yes. But, pray, when are you com ng hone?"

"Thi s evening."

"Very well. Do you cone by tube or by air-train?"
"Ch, by tube."

"Yes; and at what hour will you arrive?"

"About el even, | suppose.”

"El even by Centropolis tinme, you nmean?"

"Yes."

"Goodbye, then, for a little while," says M. Smth as he severs
conmmuni cat i on

with Paris.

D nner over, Dr. WIlkins wishes to depart. "I shall expect you at ten," says
M.

Smith. "Today, it seems, is the day for the return to life of the fanous Dr.
Fai t hburn. You did not think of it, | suppose. The awakening is to take place
here in ny house. You nust cone and see. | shall depend on your being here."
"I will return,” answers Dr. WIKins.

Left alone, M. Smith busies hinself with exam ning his accounts--a task of
vast

magni tude, the transactions involving a daily expenditure of over $800, 000.
Fortunately, indeed, the stupendous progress of mechanic art in nodern tines
makes it comparatively easy. Thanks to the Piano El ectro-Reckoner, the nost
conpl ex cal cul ati ons can be made in a few seconds. In tw hours M. Snith
conpletes his task--and just in tine. Scarcely has he turned the |ast page
when

Dr. WIlkins arrives. After himconmes Dr. Faithburn's body, escorted by a
nuner ous conpany of men of science. They comnmence work at once. The casket is
laid in the mddle of the room the tel ephote readi ed. The outer world,

al r eady

notified, is anxiously expectant, for the whole world will w tness the
performance. A reporter neanwhile, |ike the chorus in an ancient drang,
expl ai ns

it all viva voce through the tel ephone.

"They are opening the casket," he explains. "Now they are taking Faithburn
out--a veritable mumy, yellow, hard and dry. Strike the body and it resounds
like a block of wood. They are now applying heat; now electricity. No result.
These experinments are suspended for a noment while Dr. WIkins makes an

exam nation of the body. Dr. WIlkins, rising, declares the man to be dead.
'Dead!' exclainms everyone present. 'Yes,' answers Dr. WIkins, 'dead!' 'And
how

| ong has he been dead?' Dr. WIkins rmakes another exam nation. 'A hundred
years,' he replies.”

So it is. Faithburn is dead, quite certainly dead! "Here is a method that
needs

i nprovenent,"” remarks M. Smith to Dr. WIkins, as the scientific committee
on

hi bernation carries the casket out. "So nmuch for that experiment. But if poor

Faithburn is dead, at least he is sleeping," he continued. "I wish | could
get
some sleep. | amtired out, Doctor, quite tired out! Don't you think a bath

woul d refresh me?"
"Certainly. But you nust wap yourself up well before you go out into the
hal | way. You nust not expose yourself to cold.”



"Hal | way? Why, Doctor, as you well know, everything is done by nachinery

her e.

It is not for ne to go to the bath; the bath will come to nme. Just |ook!" He
presses a button. After a few seconds a faint runbling is heard, grow ng

| ouder

and | ouder. Suddenly the door opens, and the tub appears.

Such, in the year 2889, is the history of one day in the life of the editor
of

the Earth Chronicle. And the history of that one day is the history of 365
days

every year, except |leap years, and then of 366 days--for as yet no nmeans has
been found of increasing the length of the terrestrial year



