
   
      
   



Chapter 18
Mr. MARCY'S CANAL


THE twelve men and the one woman on board the Dipsey, now lying
at anchor in the polar sea, were filled with a warming and cheering
ardor as they began their preparations for the homeward journey,
although these preparations included what was to all of them a very
painful piece of work. It was found that it would be absolutely
necessary to disengage themselves from the electric cord which in
all their voyaging in these desolate arctic regions, under water
and above water, had connected them with the Works of Roland Clewe
at Sardis, New Jersey. A sufficient length of this cord, almost too
slight to be called cable, to reach from Cape Tariff to the pole,
with a margin adequate for all probable emergencies, had been
placed on board the Dipsey, and it was expected that on her return
these slender but immensely strong wires would be wound up, instead
of being let out, and so still connect the vessel with Mr. Clewe's
office.

But the Dipsey had sailed in such devious ways and in so many
directions that she had laid a great deal of the cable upon the
bottom of the polar sea, and it would be difficult, or perhaps
impossible, to sail back over her previous tracks and take it up
again; and there was not enough of it left for her to proceed
southward very far and still keep up her telegraphic communication.
Consequently it was considered best, upon starting southward, that
they should cut loose from all connection with their friends and
the rest of the world. They would have to do this anyway in a short
time. If they left the end of the wire in some suitable position on
the coast of the polar sea, it might prove of subsequent advantage
to science, whereas if they cut loose when they were submerged in
the ocean, this cable from Cape Tariff to the pole must always be
absolutely valueless. It was therefore determined to build a little
house, for which they had the material, and place therein a
telegraph instrument connected with the wire, and provided with one
of the Collison batteries, which would remain in working order with
a charge sufficient to last for forty years, and this, with a
ground-wire run down through the ice to the solid earth, might make
telegraphic communication possible to some subsequent visitor to
the pole.

But apart from the necessity of giving up connection with
Sardis, the journey did not seem like such a strange and solemn
progress through unknown regions as the northern voyage had been.
If they could get themselves well down into the deep sea at a point
on the seventieth line of longitude, they would sail directly south
with every confidence of emerging safely into Baffin's Bay.

The latest telegrams between Sardis and the polar sea were
composed mostly of messages of the warmest friendship and
encouragement. If Mr. Clewe and Mrs. Raleigh felt any fears as to
the success of the first part of the return journey, they showed no
signs of them, and Sammy never made any reference to his wife's
frequently expressed opinion that there was good reason to believe
that the end of this thing would be that the Dipsey, with everybody
on board of her, would suddenly, by one of those mishaps which
nobody can prevent, be blown into fine dust.

Mr. Marcy's plan was a very simple one. The Dipsey carried a
great store of explosive appliances of various patterns and of the
most improved kinds, and some of them of immense power, and Mr.
Marcy proposed that a long line of these should be laid over the
level ice and then exploded. The ice below them would be shivered
into atoms, and he believed that an open channel might thus be
made, through which the Dipsey might easily proceed. Then another
line of explosives would be laid ahead of the vessel, and the
length of the canal increased. This would be a slow method of
proceeding, but it was considered a sure one.

As to the progress over the snow and ice of those who were to
lay the lines of shells, that would be easy enough. It had been
supposed that it might be necessary for the party to make overland
trips, and for this purpose twenty or more electric-motor sledges
had been provided. These sledges were far superior to any drawn by
dogs or reindeer; each one of them, mounted on broad runners of
aluminium, was provided with a small engine, charged at the vessel
with electricity enough to last a week, and was propelled by means
of a light metal wheel with sharp points upon its outer rim. This
wheel was under the fore part of the sledge, and, revolving
rapidly, its points caught in the ice or frozen snow and propelled
the sledge at a good rate of speed. The wheel could be raised or
lowered, so that its points should take more or less hold of the
ice, according as circumstances demanded. In descending a declivity
it could be raised entirely, so that the person on the sledge might
coast, and it could at any time be brought down hard to act as a
brake.

As soon as it was possible to get everything in order, a party
of six men, on electric sledges, headed by Mr. Marcy, started
southward over the level ice, carrying with them a number of
shells, which were placed in a long line, and connected by an
electric wire with the Dipsey. When the party had returned and the
shells were exploded, the most sanguine anticipations of Mr. Marcy
were realized. A magnificent canal three miles long lay open to the
south.

Now the anchor of the Dipsey was weighed, and our party bade
farewell to the polar sea. The great ball buoy, with its tall pole
and weathervane, floated proudly over the northern end of the
earth's axis. The little telegraph-house was all in order, and made
as secure as possible, and under it the Dipsey people made a
"cache" of provisions, leaving a note in several languages to show
what they had done.

"If the whale wants to come ashore to get somethin' to eat and
send a message, why, here's his chance!" said Sammy; "but it
strikes me that if any human beings ever reach this pole again,
they won't come the way we came, and they'll not see this little
house, for it won't take many snow-storms—even if they are no worse
than some of those we have seen—to cover it up out o' sight."

"I don't believe the slightest good will ever result on account
of leaving this instrument here," said Mr. Gibbs; "but it seemed
the right thing to do, and I would not be satisfied to go away and
leave the useless end of the cable in these regions. We will set up
the highest rod we have by the little house, and then we can do no
more."

When the Dipsey started, everybody on board looked over the
stern to see if they could catch a glimpse of their old companion,
the whale. Nearly all of them were sorry that it was necessary to
go away and desert this living being in his lonely solitude. They
had not entered the canal when they saw the whale. Two tall
farewell spouts rose into the air, and then his tail with its
damaged fluke was lifted aloft and waved in a sort of gigantic
adieu. Cheers and shouts of good-bye came from the Dipsey, and the
whale disappeared from their sight.

"I hope he won't come up under us," said Mrs. Block. "But I
don't believe he will do that. He always kept at a respectful
distance, and as long as we are goin' to sail in a canal, I
wouldn't mind in the least if he followed us. But as for goin'
under water with him—I don't want anybody to speak of it."

Our exploring party now found their arctic life much more
interesting than it had lately been, for, from time to time, they
were all enabled to leave the vessel and travel, if not upon solid
land, upon very solid ice. The Dipsey carried several small boats,
and even Sarah Block frequently landed and took a trip upon a motor
sledge. Sometimes the ice was rough, or the frozen snow was piled
up into hillocks, and in such cases it was easy enough to walk and
draw the light sledges; but as a general thing the people on the
sledges were able to travel rapidly and pleasantly. The scenery was
rather monotonous, with its everlasting stretches of ice and snow,
but in the far distance the mountains loomed up in the beautiful
colors given them by an arctic atmosphere, and the rays of the sun
still brightened the landscape at all hours. Occasionally animals,
supposed to be arctic foxes, were seen at a great distance, and
there were those in the company who declared that they had caught
sight of a bear. But hunting was not encouraged. The party had no
need of fresh meat, and there was important work to be done which
should not be interfered with by sporting expeditions.

There were days of slow progress, but of varied and often
exciting experiences, for sometimes the line of Mr. Marcy's canal
lay through high masses of ice, and here the necessary blasting was
often of a very startling character. They expected to cease their
overland journey before they reached the mountains, which on the
south and west were piled up much nearer to them than those in
other quarters, but they were surprised to find their way stopped
much sooner than they had expected it would be by masses of
icebergs, which stood up in front of them out of the snowy
plain.

When they were within a few miles of these glittering eminences
they ceased further operations and held a council. It was perfectly
possible to blow a great hole in the ice and descend into the sea
at this point, but they would have preferred going farther south
before beginning their submarine voyage. To the eastward of the
icebergs they could see with their glasses great patches of open
water, and this would have prevented the making of a canal around
the icebergs, for it would have been impossible to survey the route
on sledges or to lay the line of bombs.

A good deal of discussion followed, during which Captain Hubbell
strongly urged the plan of breaking a path to the open water, and
finding out what could be done in the way of sailing south in
regular nautical fashion. If the Dipsey could continue her voyage
above water he was in favor of her doing it, but even Captain Jim
Hubbell could give no good reason for believing that if the vessel
got into the open water the party would not be obliged to go into
winter-quarters in these icy regions; for in a very few weeks the
arctic winter would be upon them. Once under the water, they would
not care whether it was light or dark, but in the upper air it
would be quite another thing.

So Captain Hubbell's plan was given up, but it was generally
agreed that it would be a very wise thing, before they took any
further steps, to ascend one of the icebergs in front of them and
see what was on the other side.

The mountain-climbing party consisted of Mr. Gibbs, Mr. Marcy,
and three of the most active of the men. Sammy Block wanted to go
with them, but his wife would not allow him to do it.

"You can take possession of poles, Sammy," said she, "for that
is the thing you are good at, but when it comes to slidin' down
icebergs on the small of your back you are out of place; and if I
get that house that Mr. Clewe lives in now, but which he is goin'
to give up when he gets married, I don't want to live there alone.
I can't think of nothin' dolefuler than a widow with a polar
rheumatism, and that's what I'm pretty sure I'm goin' to have."

The ascent of the nearest iceberg was not such a difficult piece
of work as it would have been in the days when Sammy Block and
Captain Hubbell were boys. The climbers wore ice-shoes with leather
suckers on the soles, such as the feet of flies are furnished with,
so that it was almost impossible for them to slip; and when they
came to a sloping surface, where it was too steep for them to
climb, they made use of a motor sledge furnished with a wheel
different from the others. Instead of points, this wheel had on its
outer rim a series of suckers, similar to those upon the soles of
the shoes of the party. As the wheel, which was of extraordinary
strength, revolved, it held its rim tightly to whatever surface it
was pressed against, without reference to the angle of said
surface. In 1941, with such a sledge, Martin Gallinet, a Swiss
guide, ascended seventy-five feet of a perpendicular rock face on
Monte Rosa. The sledge, slowly propelled by its wheel, went up the
face of the rock as if it had been a fly climbing up a pane of
glass, and Gallinet, suspended below this sledge by a strap under
his arms, was hauled to the top of the precipice.

It was not necessary to climb any such precipices in ascending
an iceberg, but there were some steep slopes, and up these the
party were safely carried, one by one, by what they called their
Fly-foot Sledge.

After an hour or two of climbing, our party safely reached the
topmost point of the iceberg, and began to gaze about them. They
soon found that beyond them there were other peaks and pinnacles,
and that it would have been difficult to make a circuit which would
enable them to continue Mr. Marcy's plan of a canal along the level
ice. Far beyond them, to the south, ice hills and ice mountains
were scattered here and there.

Suddenly Mr. Gibbs gave a shout of surprise.

"I have been here before," said he.

"Of course you have," replied Mr. Marcy. "This is Lake Shiver.
Don't you see, away over there on the other side of the open water
below us, that little dark spot in the icy wall? That is the frozen
polar bear. Take your glass and see if it isn't."










Chapter 11
THEY BELIEVE IT IS THE POLAR SEA


WITH no intention of ascending again into any accidental holes
in the ice above them, the voyagers on the Dipsey kept on their
uneventful way, until, upon the third day after their discovery of
the lake, the electric bell attached to the heavy lead which always
hung suspended below the vessel, rang violently, indicating that it
had touched the bottom. This sound startled everybody on board. In
all their submarine experiences they had not yet sunk down low
enough to be anywhere near the bottom of the sea.

Of course orders were given to ascend immediately, and at the
same time a minor search-light was directed upward through the deck
skylight. To the horror of the observers, ice could plainly be seen
stretching above them like an irregular, gray sky.

Here was a condition of things which had not been anticipated.
The bottom below and the ice above were approaching each other. Of
course it might have been some promontory of the rocks under the
sea against which their telltale lead had struck; but there was an
instrument on board for taking soundings by means of a lead
suspended outside and a wire running through a water-proof hole in
the bottom of the vessel, and when the Dipsey had risen a few
fathoms, and was progressing very slowly, this instrument was used
at frequent intervals, and it was found that the electric lead had
not touched a rock projecting upward, and that the bottom was
almost level.

Mr. Gibbs's instrument gave him an approximate idea of the
vessel's depth in the water, and the dial connected with the
sounding apparatus told him hour by hour that the distance from the
bottom, as the vessel kept forward on the same plane, was becoming
less and less. Consequently he determined, so long as he was able
to proceed, to keep the Dipsey as near as possible at a median
distance between the ice and the bottom.

This was an anxious time. So long as they had felt that they had
plenty of sea-room the little party of adventurers had not yet
recognized any danger which they thought sufficient to deter them
from farther progress; but if the ice and the bottom were coming
together, what could they do? It was possible, by means of
explosives they carried, to shatter the ice above them; but action
of this kind had not been contemplated unless they should find
themselves at the pole and still shut in by ice. They did not wish
to get out into the open air at the point where they found
themselves; and, moreover, it would not have been safe to explode
their great bombs in such shallow water. A consultation was held,
and it was agreed that the best thing to do was to diverge from the
course they had steadily maintained, and try to find a deeper
channel leading to the north. Accordingly they steered
eastward.

It was not long before they found that they had judged wisely;
the bottom descended far out of the reach of their electric lead,
and they were enabled to keep a safe distance below the overhanging
ice.

"I feel sure," said Mr. Gibbs, "that we came near running
against some outreaching portion of the main Western Continent, and
now we have got to look out for the foundations of Greenland's icy
mountains." He spoke cheerily, for he wished to encourage his
companions, but there was a very anxious look upon his face when he
was not speaking to any one.

The next day every one was anxious, whether he spoke or was
silent. The bottom was rising again, and the Dipsey was obliged to
sail nearer and nearer to the ice above. Between two dangers,
constricted and trammelled as they were, none of them could help
feeling the terrors of their position, and if it had not been for
the encouraging messages which continually came to them from
Sardis, they might not have been able to keep up brave hearts.

After two days of most cautious progress, during which the water
became steadily shallower and shallower, it was discovered that the
ice above, which they were now obliged to approach much more
closely than they had ever done before, was comparatively thin, and
broken in many places. Great cracks could be seen in it here and
there, and movements could be discerned indicating that it was a
floe, or floating mass of ice. If that were the case, it was not
impossible that they were now nearing the edge of the ice under
which they had so long been sailing, and that beyond them was the
open water. If they could reach that, and find it the unobstructed
sea which was supposed to exist at this end of the earth's axis,
their expedition was a success. At that moment they were less than
one hundred miles from the pole.

Whether the voyagers on the Dipsey were more excited when the
probable condition of their situation became known to them, or
whether Roland Clewe and Margaret Raleigh in the office of the
Works at Sardis were the more greatly moved when they received that
day's report from the arctic regions, it would be hard to say. If
there should be room enough for the little submarine vessel to
safely navigate beneath the ice which there was such good reason to
believe was floating on the edge of the body of water they had come
in search of, and on whose surface they might freely sail, what
then was likely to hinder them from reaching the pole? The presence
of ice in the vicinity of that extreme northern point was feared by
no one concerned in the expedition, for it was believed that the
rotary motion of the earth would have a tendency to drive it away
from the pole by centrifugal force.

The little thermometer-boat which during the submarine voyage of
the Dipsey had constantly preceded her to give warning of the
sunken base of some great iceberg, was now drawn in close to the
bow; there was so much ice so near that its warnings were constant,
and therefore unneeded.

The electric lead-line was shortened to the length of a few
fathoms, and even then it sometimes suddenly rang out its alarm.
After a time the bottom of the sea became visible through the stout
glass of a protected window near the bow, and a man was placed
there to report what he could see below them.

It had now become so light that in some parts of the vessel the
electric lamps were turned out. Fissures of considerable size
appeared in the ice above, and then, to the great excitement of
every one, the vessel slowly moved under a wide space of open
water; but the ice could be seen ahead, and she did not rise. The
bottom came no nearer, and the Dipsey moved cautiously on. Nobody
thought of eating; they did not talk much, but at every one of the
outlooks there were eager faces.

At last they saw nothing above them but floating fragments of
ice. Still they kept on, until they were plainly moving below the
surface of open water. Then Mr. Gibbs looked at Sammy.

"I think it is time to rise," said he; and Sammy passed the word
that the Dipsey was going up into the upper air.

When the little craft, so long submerged in the quiet depths of
the Arctic Sea, had risen until she rested on the surface of the
water, there was no general desire, as there had been when she
emerged into Lake Shiver, to rush upon the upper deck. Instead of
that, the occupants gathered together and looked at each other in a
hesitating way, as if they were afraid to go out and see whether
they were really in an open sea, or lying in some small ice-locked
body of water.

Mr. Gibbs was very pale.

"My friends," said he, "we are going on deck to find out whether
or not we have reached the open polar sea, but we must not be
excited, and we must not jump to hurried conclusions; we may have
found what we are in search of, and we may not have found it yet.
But we will go up and look out upon the polar world as far as we
can see it, and we shall not decide upon this thing or that until
we have thoroughly studied the whole situation. The engines are
stopped, and every one may go up, but I advise you all to put on
your warmest clothes. We should remember our experience at Lake
Shiver."

"It wouldn't be a bad idea," said Sammy Block, "to throw out a
lot of tarpaulins to stand on, so that none of us will get frozen
to the wet deck, as happened before."

When the hatch was opened a man with a black beard pushed
himself forward towards the companionway.

"Keep back here, sir," said Mr. Marcy, clapping his hand upon
the man's shoulder.

"I want to be ready to spread the tarpaulins, sir," said he,
with a wriggling motion, as if he would free himself.

"You want to be the first to see the polar sea, that is my
opinion," said Mr. Marcy; "but you keep back there where you
belong." And with that he gave the eager Rovinski a staggering push
to the rear.

Five minutes afterwards Margaret Raleigh and Roland Clewe,
sitting close together by the telegraph instrument in the Works at
Sardis, received the following message:

"We have risen to the surface of what we believe to be the open
polar sea. Everybody is on deck but me. It is very cold, and a wind
is blowing. Off to our left there are high mountains, stretching
westward as far as we can see. They are all snow and ice, but they
look blue and green and beautiful. From these mountains there comes
this way a long cape, with a little mountain at the end of it. Mr.
Gibbs says this mountain, which is about twenty miles away, must be
just about between us and the pole, but it does not cut us off. Far
out to the right, as far as we can see, there is open water shining
in the sun, so that we can sail around the cape. On the right and
behind us, southward, are everlasting plains of snow and ice, which
we have just come from under. They are so white that it dazzles our
eyes to look at them. In some places they are smooth, and in some
places they are tumbled up. On the very edge of the sky, in that
direction, there are more mountains. There are no animals or people
anywhere. It is very cold, even inside the vessel. My fingers are
stiff. Now that we are out on the water, in regular shipshape,
Captain Jim Hubbell has taken command. We are going to cruise
northward as soon as we can get things regulated for outside
sailing.


                                       "SAMUEL BLOCK."










Chapter 16
THE TRACK OF THE SHELL


DURING the course of his inventive life Roland Clewe had become
accustomed to disappointments; he was very much afraid, indeed,
that he was beginning to expect them. If that really happened,
there would be an end to his career.

But when he spoke in this way to Margaret, she almost scolded
him.

"How utterly absurd it is," she said, "for a man who has just
discovered the north pole to sit down in an arm-chair and talk in
that way!"

"I didn't discover it," he said; "it was Sammy and Gibbs who
found the pole. As for me—I don't suppose I shall ever see it."

"I am not so sure of that," she said. "We may yet invent a
telescope which shall curve its reflected rays over the rotundity
of the earth and above the highest icebergs, so that you and I may
sit here and look at the waters of the pole gently splashing around
the great buoy."

"And charge a dollar apiece to all other people who would like
to look at the pole, and so we might make much money," said he.
"But I must really go and do something; I shall go crazy if I sit
here idle."

Margaret knew that the loss of the shell was the greatest blow
that Roland had ever yet received. His ambitions as a scientific
inventor were varied, but she was well aware that for some years he
had considered it of great importance to do something which would
bring him in money enough to go on with his investigations and
labors without depending entirely upon her for the necessary
capital. If he could have tunnelled a mountain with this shell, or
if he had but partially succeeded in so doing, money would have
come to him. He would have made his first pecuniary success of any
importance.

"What are you going to do, Roland?" said she, as he rose to
leave the room.

"I am going to find the depth of the hole that shell has made.
It ought to be filled up, and I must calculate how many loads of
earth and stones it will take to do it."

That afternoon he came to Mrs. Raleigh's house.

"Margaret," he exclaimed, "I have lowered a lead into that hole
with all the line attached which we have got on the place, and we
can touch no bottom. I have telegraphed for a lot of sounding-wire,
and I must wait until it shall arrive before I do anything
more."

"You must be very, very careful, Roland, when you are doing that
work," said Margaret. "Suppose you should fall in!"

"I have provided against that," said he. "I have laid a floor
over the hole with only a small opening in it, so there is no
danger. And another curious thing I must tell you-our line is not
wet: we have struck no water!"

When Margaret visited the Works the next day she found Roland
Clewe and a number of workmen surrounding the flooring which had
been laid over the hole. They were sounding with a windlass which
carried an immense reel of wire. The wire was extremely thin, but
the weight of that portion of it which had already been unwound was
so great that four men were at the handles of the windlass.

Roland came to meet Margaret as she entered.

"The lead has gone down six miles," he said, in a low voice,
"and we have not touched the bottom yet."

"Impossible!" she cried. "Roland, it cannot be! The wire must be
coiling itself up somewhere. It is incredible! The lead cannot have
gone down so far!"

"Leads have gone down as far as that before this," said he.
"Soundings of more than six miles have been obtained at sea."

She went with him and stood near the windlass. For an hour she
remained by his side, and still the reel turned steadily and the
wire descended into the hole.

"Shall you surely know when it gets to the bottom?" said
she.

"Yes," he answered. "When the electric button under the lead
shall touch anything solid, or even anything fluid, this bell up
here will ring."

She stayed until she could stay no longer. She knew it would be
of no use to urge Roland to leave the windlass. Very early the next
morning a note was brought to her before she was up, and on it was
written:

"We have touched bottom at a depth of fourteen and an eighth
miles."

When Roland came to Mrs. Raleigh's house, about nine o'clock
that morning, his face was pale and his whole form trembled.

"Margaret," he cried, "what are we going to do about it? It is
wonderful; I cannot appreciate it. I have had all the men up in the
office this morning and pledged them to secrecy. Of course they
won't keep their promises, but it was all that I could do. I can
think of no particular damage which would come to me if this thing
were known, but I cannot bear that the public should get hold of it
until I know something myself. Margaret, I don't know
anything."

"Have you had your breakfast?" she asked.

"No," he said; "I haven't thought of it."

"Did you eat anything last night?"

"I don't remember," he answered.

"Now I want you to come into the dining-room," said she. "I had
a light breakfast some time ago, and I am going to eat another with
you. I want you to tell me something. There was a man here the
other day with a patent machine for making button-holes—you know
the old-fashioned button-holes are coming in again—and if this is a
good invention it ought to sell, for nearly everybody has forgotten
how to make button-holes in the old way."

"Oh, nonsense!" said Roland. "How can you talk of such things? I
can't take my mind—"

"I know you can't," she interrupted. "You are all the time
thinking of that everlasting old hole in the ground. Well, I am
tired of it; do let us talk of something else."

Margaret Raleigh was much more than tired of that phenomenal
hole in the earth which had been made by the automatic shell; she
was frightened by it. It was something terrible to her; she had
scarcely slept that night, and she needed breakfast and change of
thought as much as Roland.

But it was not long before she found that it was impossible to
turn his thoughts from that all-absorbing subject. All she could do
was to endeavor to guide them into quiet channels.

"What are you going to do this morning?" she asked, towards the
close of the breakfast.

"I am going to try to take the temperature of that shaft at
various points," said he.

"That will be an excellent thing," she answered; "you may make
valuable discoveries; but I should think the heat at that great
depth would be enough to melt your thermometers."

"It did not melt my lead or my sounding-wire," said he. And as
he said these words her heart fell.

The temperature of this great perforation was taken at many
points, and when Roland brought to Margaret the statement of the
height of the mercury at the very bottom she was astounded and
shocked to find that it was only eighty-three degrees.

"This is terrible!" she ejaculated.

"What do you mean?" he asked in surprise. "That is not hot. Why,
it is only summer weather."

But she did not think it terrible because it was so hot; the
fact that it was so cool had shocked her. In such temperature one
could live! A great source of trust and hope had been taken from
her.

"Roland," she said, sinking into a chair, "I don't understand
this at all. I always thought that it became hotter and hotter as
one went down into the earth; and I once read that at twenty miles
below the surface, if the heat increased in proportion as it
increased in a mine, the temperature must be over a thousand
degrees Fahrenheit. Your instrument could not have registered
properly; perhaps it never went all the way down; and perhaps it is
all a mistake. It may be that the lead did not go down so far as
you think."

He smiled; he was becoming calmer now, for he was doing
something: he was obtaining results.

"Those ideas about increasing heat at increasing depths are
old-fashioned, Margaret," he said. "Recent science has given us
better theories. It is known that there is great heat in the
interior of the earth, and it is also known that the transmission
of this heat towards the surface depends upon the conductivity of
the rocks in particular locations. In some places the heat comes
very near the surface, and in others it is very, very far down.
More than that, the temperature may rise as we go down into the
earth and afterwards fall again. There may be a stratum of
close-grained rock, possibly containing metal, coming up from the
interior in an oblique direction and bringing the heat towards the
surface; then below that there may be vast regions of other rocks
which do not readily conduct heat, and which do not originate in
heated portions of the earth's interior. When we reach these, we
must find the temperature lower, as a matter of course. Now I have
really done this. A little over five miles down my thermometer
registered ninety-one, and after that it began to fall a little.
But the rocks under us are poor conductors of heat; and, moreover,
it is highly probable that they have no near communication with the
source of internal heat."

"I thought these things were more exact and regular," said she;
"I supposed if you went down a mile in one place, you would find it
as hot as you would in another."

"Oh no," said he. "There is nothing regular or exact in nature;
even our earth is not a perfect sphere. Nature is never
mathematically correct. You must always allow for variations. In
some parts of the earth its heated core, or whatever it is, must be
very, very far down."

At this moment a happy thought struck Margaret.

"How easy it would be, Roland, for you to examine this great
hole! I can do it; anybody can do it. It's perfectly amazing when
you think of it. All you have to do is to take your Artesian, ray
machine into that building and set it over the hole; then you can
light the whole interior, all the way down to the bottom, and with
a telescope you can see everything that is in it."

"Yes," said he; "but I think I can do it better than that. It
would be very difficult to transfer the photic borer to the other
building, and I can light up the interior perfectly well by means
of electric lights. I can even lower a camera down to the very
bottom and take photographs of the interior."

"Why, that would be perfectly glorious!" cried Margaret,
springing to her feet, an immense relief coming to her mind with
the thought that to examine this actual shaft it would not be
necessary for anybody to go down into it.

"I should go to work at that immediately," said he, "but I must
have a different sort of windlass—one that shall be moved by an
engine. I will rig up the big telescope too, so that we can look
down when we have lighted up the bottom."

It required days to do all that Roland Clewe had planned. A
great deal of the necessary work was done in his own establishment,
and much machinery besides was sent from New York. When all was
ready many experiments were made with the electric lights and
camera, and photographs of inexpressible value and interest were
taken at various points on the sides of this wonderful
perpendicular tunnel.

At last Clewe was prepared to photograph the lower portion of
the shaft. With a peculiar camera and a powerful light five
photographs were taken of the very bottom of the great shaft, four
in horizontal directions and one immediately below the camera. When
these photographs were printed by the improved methods then in
vogue, Clewe seized the pictures and examined them with eager
haste. For some moments he stood silent, his eyes fixed upon the
photographs as if there was nothing else in this world; but all he
saw on each was an irregular patch of light. He thrust the prints
aside, and in a loud, sharp voice he gave orders to bring the great
telescope and set it up above the hole. The light was still at the
bottom, and the instant the telescope was in position Clewe mounted
the stepladder and directed the instrument downward. In a few
moments he gave an exclamation, and then he came down from the
ladder so rapidly that he barely missed falling. He went into his
office and sent for Margaret. When she came he showed her the
photographs.

"See!" he said. "What I have found is nothing; even a camera
shows nothing, and when I look down through the glass I see
nothing. It is just what the Artesian ray showed me; it is nothing
at all!"

"I should think," said she, speaking very slowly, "that if your
sounding-lead had gone down into nothing, it would have continued
to go down indefinitely. What was there to stop it if there is
nothing there?"

"Margaret," said he, "I don't know anything about it. That is
the crushing truth. I can find out nothing at all. When I look down
through the earth by means of the Artesian ray I reach a certain
depth and then I see a void; when I look down through a perfectly
open passage to the same depth, I still see a void."

"But, Roland," said Margaret, holding in her hand the view taken
of the bottom of the shaft, "what is this in the middle of the
proof? It is darker than the rest, but it seems to be all covered
up with mistiness. Have you a magnifying-glass?"

Roland found a glass, and seized the photograph. He had
forgotten his usual courtesy.

"Margaret," he cried, "that dark thing is my automatic shell! It
is lying on its side. I can see the greater part of it. It is not
in the hole it made itself; it is in a cavity. It has turned over,
and lies horizontally; it has bored down into a cave, Margaret—into
a cave—a cave with a solid bottom—a cave made of light!"

"Nonsense!" said Margaret. "Caves cannot be made of light; the
light that you see comes from your electric lamp."

"Not at all!" he cried. "If there was anything there, the light
of my lamp would show it. During the whole depth of the shaft the
light showed everything and the camera showed everything; you can
see the very texture of the rocks; but when the camera goes to the
bottom, when it enters this space into which the shaft plainly
leads, it shows nothing at all, except what I may be said to have
put there. I see only my great shell surrounded by light, resting
on light!"

"Roland," said Margaret, "you are crazy! Perhaps it is water
which fills that cave, or whatever it is."

"Not at all," said Roland. "It presents no appearance of water,
and when the camera came up it was not wet. No; it is a cave of
light."

He sat for some minutes silently gazing out of the window.
Margaret drew her chair closer to him. She took one of his hands in
both of hers.

"Look at me, Roland!" she said. "What are you thinking
about?"

He turned his face upon her, but said nothing. She looked
straight into his eyes, and she needed no Artesian ray to enable
her to see through them into his innermost brain. She saw what was
filling that brain; it was one great, overpowering desire to go
down to the bottom of that hole, to find out what it was that he
had discovered.

"Margaret, you hurt me!" he exclaimed, suddenly. In the
intensity of the emotion excited by what she had discovered, her
finger-nails had nearly penetrated through his skin. She had felt
as if she would hold him and hold him forever, but she released his
hand.

"We haven't talked about that button-hole machine," she said. "I
want your opinion of it." To her surprise, Roland began immediately
to discuss the new invention of which she had spoken, and asked her
to describe it. He was not at all anxious now to tell Margaret what
he was thinking of in connection with the track of the shell.










Chapter 23
THE LAST DIVE OF THE DIPSEY


WHEN the engines of the Dipsey had stopped, and she was quietly
floating upon the smooth surface of Lake Shiver, Mr. Gibbs greatly
desired to make a connection with the telegraphic cable which was
stretched at the bottom of the ocean, beneath him, and to thus
communicate with Sardis, But when this matter was discussed in
council, several objections were brought against it, the principal
one being that the cable could not be connected with the Dipsey
without destroying its connection with the little station near the
pole; and although this means of telegraphic communication with
regions which might never be visited again might well be considered
as possessing no particular value, still it was such a wonderful
thing to lay a telegraph line to the pole that it seemed the
greatest pity in the world to afterwards destroy it.

The friends of this exploring party had not heard from it since
it left the polar sea, but there could be no harm in making them
wait a little longer. If the return voyage under the ice should be
as successfully accomplished as the first submarine cruise, it
would not be very many days before the Dipsey should arrive at Cape
Tariff. She would not proceed so slowly as she did when coming
north, for now her officers would feel that in a measure they knew
the course, and moreover they would not be delayed by the work of
laying a cable as they progressed.

So it was agreed that it would be a waste of time and labor to
stop here and make connection with the cable, and preparations were
made for a descent to a safe depth beneath the surface, when they
would start southward on their homeward voyage. Mrs. Sarah Block,
wrapped from head to foot in furs, remained on deck as long as her
husband would allow her to do so. For some time before her eyes had
been slowly wandering around the edge of that lonely piece of
water, and it was with an unsatisfied air that she now stood gazing
from side to side. At last Sammy took her by the arm and told her
she must go below, for they were going to close up the
hatchways.

"Well," said Sarah, with a sigh, "I suppose I must give 'em up;
they were the warmest and most comfortable ones I had, and I could
have thawed 'em out and dried 'em so that they would have been as
good as ever. I would not mind leavin' 'em if there was a human
bein' in this neighborhood that would wear 'em; but there ain't,
and it ain't likely there ever will be, and if they are frozen
stiff in the ice somewhere, they may stay here, as good as new, for
countless ages!"

Of course everybody was very happy, now that they were returning
homeward from a voyage successful beyond parallel in history, and
even Rovinski was beginning to assume an air of gratified
anticipation. He had been released from his confinement and allowed
to attend to his duties, but the trust which had been placed in him
when this kindness had been extended to him on a previous occasion
was wanting now. Everybody knew that he was an unprincipled man,
and that if he could gain access to the telegraph instrument at
Cape Tariff he would make trouble for the real discoverer of the
north pole; so it was agreed among the officers of the vessel that
the strictest watch must be kept on him and no shore privileges be
allowed him.

The southward voyage of the Dipsey was an easy one and without
notable incident; and at last a lookout who had been posted at the
upper skylight reported light from above. This meant that they had
reached open water southward of the frozen regions they had been
exploring, and the great submarine voyage, the most peculiar ever
made by man, was ended. Captain Jim Hubbell immediately put on a
heavy pea-jacket with silver buttons, for as soon as the vessel
should sail upon the surface of the sea he would be in command.

When the dripping Dipsey rose from the waters of the arctic
regions, it might have been supposed that the people on board of
her were emerging into a part of the world where they felt
perfectly at home. Cape Tariff, to which they were bound, was a
hundred miles away, and was itself a lonely spot, often
inaccessible in severe weather, and they must make a long and
hazardous voyage from it before they could reach their homes; but
by comparison with the absolutely desolate and mysterious region
they had left, any part of the world where there was a possibility
of meeting with other human beings seemed familiar and
homelike.

But when the Dipsey was again upon the surface of the ocean,
when the light of day was shining unobstructed upon the bold form
of Captain Hubbell as he strode upon the upper deck—being careful
not to stand still lest his shoes should freeze fast to the planks
beneath him—the party on board were not so-well satisfied as they
expected to be. There was a great wind blowing, and the waves were
rolling high. Not far away, on their starboard bow, a small
iceberg, tossing like a disabled ship, was surging towards them,
impelled by a biting blast from the east, and the sea was so high
that sometimes the spray swept over the deck of the vessel, making
it impossible for Captain Hubbell and the others with him to keep
dry.

Still the captain kept his post and roared out his orders, still
the Dipsey pressed forward against wind and wave. Her engines were
strong, her electric gills were folded close to her sides, and she
seemed to feel herself able to contend against the storm, and in
this point she was heartily seconded by her captain.

But the other people on board soon began to have ideas of a
different kind. It seemed to all of them, including the officers,
that this vessel, not built to encounter very heavy weather, was in
danger, and even if she should be able to successfully ride out the
storm, their situation must continue to be a very unpleasant one.
The Dipsey pitched and tossed and rolled and shook herself, and it
was the general opinion, below decks, that the best thing for her
to do would be to sink into the quiet depths below the surface,
where she was perfectly at home, and proceed on her voyage to Cape
Tariff in the submarine fashion to which she was accustomed.

It was some time before Captain Hubbell would consent to listen
to such a proposition as this, but when a wave, carrying on its
crest a lump of ice about the size of a flour barrel, threw its
burden on the deck of the vessel, raking it from stem to stern, the
captain, who had barely been missed by the grating missile, agreed
that in a vessel with such a low rail and of such defective naval
principles, it would be better perhaps to sail under the water than
on top of it, and so he went below, took off his pea-jacket with
the silver buttons, and retired into private life. The Dipsey then
sank to a quiet depth and continued her course under water, to the
great satisfaction of everybody on board.

On a fine, frosty morning, with a strong wind blowing, although
the storm had subsided, the few inhabitants of the little
settlement at Cape Tariff saw in the distance a flag floating over
the water. The Dipsey had risen to the surface some twenty miles
from the Cape and now came bravely on, Captain Hubbell on deck, his
silver buttons shining in the sun. The sea was rough, but everybody
was willing to bear with a little discomfort in order to be able to
see the point of land which was the end of the voyage on the
Dipsey, to let their eyes rest as early as possible upon a wreath
of smoke arising from the habitation of human beings, and to catch
sight of those human beings themselves.

As soon as the Dipsey arrived in the harbor, Sammy and most of
the officers went on shore to open communication with Sardis. Sarah
Block stayed on the vessel. She had been on shore when she had
arrived at Cape Tariff in the Go Lightly, and her disgust with the
methods of living in that part of the world had been freely
expressed. So long as she had perfectly comfortable quarters on
board the good ship she did not wish to visit the low huts and
extremely close quarters in which dwelt the people of the little
colony. Rovinski also remained on board, but not because he wanted
to do so. A watch was kept upon him; but as the Dipsey was anchored
some distance from the landing-place, Mr. Marcy was of the opinion
that if he attempted to swim ashore it might be well to let him do
so, for if he should not be benumbed in the water into which he
would plunge he would certainly be frozen to death as soon as he
reached the shore.

The messages which came from Sardis as soon as news had been
received of the safe return of the explorers were full of hearty
congratulations and friendly welcome, but they were not very long,
and Sammy said to Mr. Gibbs that he thought it likely that this was
one of Mr. Clewe's busy times. The latter telegraphed that he would
send a vessel for them immediately, and as she was now lying at St.
John's they would not have to wait very long.

The fact was that the news of the arrival of the Dipsey at Cape
Tariff had come to Sardis a week after Clewe's descent into the
shaft, and he was absorbed, body and soul, in his underground
discoveries. He was not wanting in sympathy, or even affection, for
the people who had been doing his work, and his interest in their
welfare and their achievements was as great as it ever had been,
but the ideas and thoughts which now occupied his mind were of a
character which lessened and overshadowed every other object of
consideration. Most of the messages sent to Cape Tariff had come
from Margaret Raleigh.










Chapter 24
ROVINSKI COMES TO THE SURFACE


WHEN Sammy Block and his companion explorers had journeyed from
Cape Tariff to Sardis, they found Roland Clewe ready to tender a
most grateful welcome, and to give full and most interested
attention to the stories of their adventures and to their
scientific reports. For a time he was willing to allow his own
great discovery to lie fallow in his mind, and to give his whole
attention to the wonderful achievement which had been made under
his direction.

He had worked out his theory of the formation and present
constitution of the earth; had written a full and complete report
of what he had seen and done, and was ready, when he thought the
proper time had arrived, to announce to the world his theories and
his facts. Moreover, he had sent to several jewelers and
mineralogists some of the smaller fragments which he had picked up
in the cave of light, and these specialists, while reporting the
material of the specimens purest diamond, expressed the greatest
surprise at their shape and brilliancy. They had evidently not been
ground or cut, and yet their sharp points and glittering surfaces
reflected light as if they had been in the hands of a
diamond-cutter. One of these experts wrote to Clewe asking him if
he had been digging diamonds with a machine which broke the gems to
pieces.

So the soul of Roland Clewe was satisfied; it seemed to walk the
air as he himself once had trod what seemed to him a solid
atmosphere. There was now nothing that his ambition might point out
which would induce him to endeavor to climb higher in the field of
human achievement than the spot on which he stood. From this great
elevation he was perfectly willing to look down and kindly consider
the heroic performances of those who had reached the pole, and who
had anchored a buoy on the extreme northern point of the earth's
axis.

Mr. Gibbs's reports, and those of his assistants, were well
worked out, and of the greatest value to the scientific world, and
every one who had made that memorable voyage on the Dipsey had
stories to tell for which editors in every civilized land would
have paid gold beyond all former precedent.

But Roland Clewe did not care to say anything to the world until
he could say everything that he wished to say. It had been known
that he had sent an expedition into Northern waters, but exactly
what he intended to do had not been known, and what he had done had
not been communicated even to the telegraph-operators at Cape
Tariff. These had received despatches in cipher from points far
away to the north, but while they transmitted them to Sardis they
had no idea of their signification. When everything should be ready
to satisfy the learned world, as well as the popular mind, the
great discovery of the pole would be announced.

In the meantime there was a suspicion in the journalistic world
that the man of inventions who lived at Sardis, New Jersey, had
done something out of the common in the North. A party of people,
one of them a woman, had been taken up there and left there, and
they had recently been brought back. The general opinion was that
Clewe had endeavored to found a settlement at some point north of
Cape Tariff, probably for purposes of scientific observation, and
that he had failed. The stories of these people, however, would be
interesting, and several reporters made visits to Sardis. But they
all saw Sammy, and not one of them considered his communications
worth more than a brief paragraph.

In a week Mr. Gibbs would have finished his charts, his
meteorological, his geological, and geographical reports, and a
clear, succinct account of the expedition, written by Clewe himself
from the statements of the party, would be ready for publication;
and in the brilliantly lighted sky of discovery which now rested,
one edge upon Sardis and the other upon the pole, there was but one
single cloud, and this was Rovinski.

The ambitious and unscrupulous Pole had been the source of the
greatest trouble and uneasiness since he had left Cape Tariff.
While there he had found that he could not possibly get ashore, and
so had kept quiet; but when on board the vessel which had been sent
to them from St. John's, he had soon begun to talk to the crew, and
there seemed to be but one way of preventing him from making known
what had been done by the expedition before its promoters were
ready for the disclosure, and this was to declare him a maniac,
whose utterances were of no value whatever. He was put into close
confinement, and it was freely reported that he had gone crazy
while in the arctic regions, and that his mind had been filled with
all sorts of insane notions regarding that part of the world.

It had been intended to put him in jail on a criminal charge,
but this would not prevent him from talking; and so, when he
arrived in New Jersey, he was sent to an insane asylum, the
officers of which were not surprised to receive him, for, in their
opinion, a wilder-looking maniac was not, to be found within the
walls of the institution.

Early on the morning of the day before the world was to be
electrified by the announcement of the discovery of the pole, a man
named William Cunningham, employed in the Sardis Works, entered the
large building which had been devoted to the manufacture of the
automatic shell, but which had not been used of late and had been
kept locked. Cunningham was the watchman, and had entered to make
his usual morning rounds. He had scarcely closed the door behind
him when, looking over towards the engines which still stood by the
mouth of the shaft made by the automatic shell, he was amazed to
see that the car which had been used by Roland Clewe in his descent
was not hanging above them.

Utterly unable to understand this state of affairs, he ran to
the mouth of the shaft. He found the great trap-door which had
closed it thrown back, and the grating which had been made to cover
the orifice after the car had descended in its place. The engines
were not moving, and the chain on the windlass of one of them
appeared not to have been disturbed, but on the other windlass one
of the chains had been unwound. Cunningham was so astonished that
he could not believe what he saw. He had been there the night
before; everything had been in order, the shaft closed, and the
trap-door locked. He leaned over the grating and looked down; he
could see nothing but a black hole without any bottom. The man did
not look long, for it made him dizzy. He turned and ran out of the
house to call Mr. Bryce.

Ivan Rovinski was not perhaps a lunatic, but his unprincipled
ambition had made him so disregard the principles of ordinary
prudence when such principles stood in his way that it could not be
said that he was at all times entirely sane. He understood
thoroughly why he had been put in an asylum, and it enraged him to
think that by this course his enemies had obtained a great
advantage over him. No matter what he might say, it was only
necessary to point to the fact that he was in a lunatic asylum, or
that he had just come out of one, to make his utterances of no
value.

But to remain in confinement did not suit him at all, and, after
three days' residence in the institution in which he had been
placed, he escaped and made his way to a piece of woods about two
miles from Sardis, where, early that year, he had built himself a
rude shelter, from which he might go forth at night and study, so
far as he should be able, the operations in the Works of Roland
Clewe. Having safely reached his retreat, he lost no time in
sallying forth to spy out what was going on at Sardis.

He was cunning and wary, and a man of infinite resource. It was
not long before he found out that the polar discovery had not been
announced, but he also discovered from listening to the
conversations of some of the workmen in the village, which he
frequently visited in a guise very unlike his ordinary appearance,
that something extraordinary had taken place in the Sardis Works,
of which he had never heard. A great shaft had been sunk, the
people said, by accident; Mr. Clewe had gone down it in a car, and
it had taken him nearly three hours to get to the bottom. Nobody
yet knew what he had discovered, but it was supposed to be
something very wonderful.

The night after Rovinski heard this surprising news he was in
the building which had contained the automatic shell. As active as
a cat, he had entered by an upper window.

Rovinski spent the night in that building. He had with him a
dark lantern, and he made the most thorough examination of the
machinery at the mouth of the shaft. He was a man of great
mechanical ability and an expert in applied electricity. He
understood that machinery, with all its complicated arrangements
and appliances, as well as if he had built it himself. In fact,
while examining it, he thought of some very valuable improvements
which might have been made in it. He knew that it was an apparatus
for lowering the car to a great depth, and, climbing into the car,
he examined everything it contained. Coming down, he noticed the
grating, and he knew what it was for. He looked over the engines
and calculated the strength of the chains on the windlasses. He
took an impression of the lock of the trap-door, and when he went
away in the very early hours of the morning he understood the
apparatus which was intended to lower the car as well as any person
who had managed it. He knew nothing about the shaft under the great
door, but this he intended to investigate as thoroughly as he had
investigated the machinery.

The next night he entered the building very soon after
Cunningham had gone his rounds, and he immediately set to work to
prepare for his descent into the shaft. He disconnected one of the
engines, for he sneeringly said to himself that the other one was
more than sufficient to lower and raise the car. He charged and
arranged all the batteries and put in perfect working order the
mechanism by which Clewe had established a connection between the
car and the engines, using one of the chains as a conductor, so
that he could himself check or start the engines if an emergency
should render it necessary.

Then Rovinski, bounding around like a wild animal in a cage,
took out a key he had brought with him, opened the trap-door,
lifted it back, and gazed down. He could see a beautifully cut
well, but that was all. But no matter how deep it was, he intended
to go down to the bottom of it.

He started the engine and lowered the car to the ground. Then he
looked up at a grating which hung above it and determined to make
use of this protection. He could not lower it in the ordinary way
after he had entered the car, but in fifteen minutes he had
arranged a pulley and rope by which, after the car had gone below
the surface, he could lower the grating to its place. He got in,
started down into the dark hole, stopped the engine, lowered the
grating, went down a little farther, and turned on the electric
lights.

The descent of Rovinski was a succession of the wildest
sensations of amazed delight. Stratum after stratum passed before
his astonished eyes, and, when he had gone down low enough, he
allowed himself the most extravagant expressions of ecstasy. His
progress was not so regular and steady as that of Roland Clewe had
been. He found that he had perfect control of the engine and car,
and sometimes he went down rapidly, sometimes slowly, and
frequently he stopped. As he continued to descend, his amazement at
the wonderful depth of the shaft became greater and greater and his
mind was totally unable to appreciate the situation. Still he was
not frightened, and went on down.

At last Rovinski emerged into the cave of light. There he
stopped, the car hanging some twenty or thirty feet above the
bottom. He looked out, he saw the shell, he saw the vast expanse of
lighted nothingness, he tried to imagine what it was that that mass
of iron rested upon. If he had not seen it, he would have thought
he had come out into the upper air of some bottomless cavern. But a
great iron machine nearly twenty feet long could not rest upon air!
He thought he might be dreaming; he sat up and shut his eyes; in a
few minutes he would open them and see if he still saw the same
incomprehensible things.

The downward passage of Rovinski had occupied a great deal more
time than he had calculated for. He had stopped so much, and had
been so careful to examine the walls of the shaft, that morning had
now arrived in the upper world, and it was at this moment, as he
sat with his eyes closed, that William Cunningham looked down into
the mouth of the shaft.

Cunningham was an observing man, and that morning he had picked
up a pin and stuck it in the lapel of his rough coat, but he had
done this hastily and carelessly. The pin was of a recently
invented kind, being of a light, elastic metal, with its head of
steel. As Cunningham leaned forward the pin slipped out of his
coat; it fell through one of the openings in the grating, and
descended the shaft head downward.

For the first quarter of a mile the pin went swiftly in an
absolutely perpendicular line, nearly at the middle of the shaft.
For the next three-quarters of a mile it went down like a
rifle-ball. For the next five miles it sped on as if it had been a
planet revolving in space. Then, for eight miles, this pin, falling
perpendicularly through a greater distance than any object on this
earth had ever fallen perpendicularly, went downward with a
velocity like that of light. Its head struck the top of the car,
which was hanging motionless in the cave of light; it did not
glance off, for its momentum was so great that it would glance from
nothing. It passed through that steel roof; it passed through
Rovinski's head, through his heart, down through the car, and into
the great shell which lay below.

When Mr. Bryce and several workmen came running back with
William Cunningham, they were as much surprised as he had been, and
could form no theory to account for the disappearance of the car.
It could not have slipped down accidentally and descended by its
own weight, for the trap-door was open and the grating was in
place. They sent in great haste for Mr. Clewe, and when he arrived
he wasted no time in conjectures, but instantly ordered that the
engine which was attached to the car should be started and its
chain wound up.

So great was the anxiety to get the car to the surface of the
earth that the engine which raised it was run at as high a speed as
was deemed safe, and in a little more than an hour the car came out
of the mouth of the shaft, and in it sat Ivan Rovinski, motionless
and dead.

No one who knew Rovinski wondered that he had had the courage to
make the descent of the shaft, and those who were acquainted with
his great mechanical ability were not surprised that he had been
able to manage, by himself, the complicated machinery which would
ordinarily require the service of several men; but every one who
saw him in the car, or after he had been taken out of it, was
amazed that he should be dead. There was no sign of accident, no
perceptible wound, no appearance, in fact, of any cause why he
should be a tranquil corpse and not an alert and agile devil. Even
when a post-mortem examination was made, the doctors were puzzled.
A threadlike solution of continuity was discovered in certain parts
of his body, but it was lost in others, and the coroner's verdict
was that he came to his death from unknown causes while descending
a shaft. The general opinion was that in some way or other he had
been frightened to death.

This accident, much to Roland Clewe's chagrin, discovered to the
public the existence of the great shaft. Whether or not he would
announce its existence himself, or whether he would close it up,
had not been determined by Clewe; but when he and Margaret had
talked over the matter soon after the terrible incident, his mind
was made up beyond all possibility of change, and, by means of
great bombs, the shaft was shattered and choked up for a depth of
half a mile from its mouth. When this work was accomplished,
nothing remained but a shallow well, and, when this had been filled
up with solid masonry, the place where the shaft had been was as
substantial as any solid ground.

Now the great discovery was probably shut out forever from the
world, but Clewe was well satisfied. He would never make another
shaft, and it was not to be expected that men would plan and
successfully construct one which would reach down to the
transparent nucleus of the earth. The terrible fate, whatever it
was, which had overtaken Rovinski, should not, if Clewe could help
it, overtake any other human being.

"But my great discovery," said he to Margaret, "that remains as
wonderful as the sun, and as safe to look upon; for with my
Artesian ray I can bore down to the solid centre of the earth, and
into it, and any man can study it with no more danger than if he
sat in his armchair at home; and if they doubt what I say about the
material of which that solid centre is composed, we can show them
the fragments of it which I brought up with me."










Chapter 8
THE DEVIL ON THE DIPSEY


AFTER a troubled night, Roland Clewe rose early. He had made up
his mind that what Sammy had to communicate was something of a
secret, otherwise it would have been telegraphed at once. For this
reason he had not sent him a message asking for immediate and full
particulars, but had waited. Now, however, he felt he could wait no
longer; he must know something definite before he saw Margaret. Not
to excite suspicion by telegraphing at untimely hours, he had
waited until morning, and as the Dipsey was in about the same
longitude as Sardis, and as they kept regular hours on board,
without regard to the day and night of the arctic regions, he knew
that he would not now be likely to rouse anybody from his slumbers
by "calling up" the pole.

Although the telephone had been brought to such wonderful
perfection in these days, Roland Clewe had never thought of using
it for purposes of communication with the Dipsey. The necessary
wire would have been too heavy, and his messages could not have
been kept secret. In fact, this telegraphic communication between
Sardis and the submarine vessel was almost as primitive as that in
use in the latter part of the nineteenth century.

But Clewe had scarcely entered the office when he was surprised
by the sound of the instrument, and he soon found that Sammy was
calling to him from the polar seas. He sat down instantly and
received this message:

"Could not send more last night. Gibbs came in. Did not want him
to know until I had heard from you. That Pole, Rovinski, is on
board. Never knew it until yesterday. Had shaved off his beard and
had his head cropped. He let it grow, and I spotted him. There is
no mistake. I know him, but he has not found it out. He is on board
to get ahead of you some way or other—perhaps get up a mutiny and
go to the pole himself. He is the wickedest-looking man I ever saw,
and he scared me when I first recognized him. Will send news as
long as I am on hand. Let me know what you think. I want to chuck
him into the scuttle-box.


                                         "SAMUEL BLOCK."


"If that could be done," said Clewe to himself, "it would be an
end to a great many troubles."

The scuttle-box on the submarine vessel was a contrivance for
throwing things overboard. It consisted of a steel box about six
feet long and two feet square at the ends, and with a tightly
fitting door at each extremity. When this scuttle-box was used it
was run down through a square opening in the bottom of the Dipsey,
the upper door was opened, matter to be disposed of was thrown into
it, the upper door was shut and the lower one opened, whereupon
everything inside of it descended into the sea, and water filled
the box. When this box was drawn up by means of its machinery, the
water was forced out, so that when it was entirely inside the
vessel it was empty, and then the lower door was closed. For some
moments the idea suggested by Sammy was very attractive to Clewe,
and he could not help thinking that the occasion might arise when
it would be perfectly proper to carry it into execution.

Now that he knew the import of Sammy's extraordinary
communication, he felt that it would not be right to withhold his
knowledge from Margaret. Of course it might frighten her very much,
but this was an enterprise in which people should expect to be
frightened. Full confidence and hearty assistance were what these
two now expected from each other.

"What is it exactly that you fear?" she asked, when she had
heard the news.

"That is hard to say," replied Roland. "This man Rovinski is a
scientific jackal; he has ambitions of the very highest kind, and
he seeks to gratify them by fraud and villainy. It is now nearly
two years since I have found out that he has been shadowing me,
endeavoring to discover what I am doing and how I am doing it; and
the moment he does get a practical and working knowledge of
anything, he will go on with the business on my lines as far as he
can. Perhaps he may succeed, and, in any case, he will be almost
certain to ruin my chances of success—that is, if I were not
willing to buy him off. He would be pretty sure to try blackmail if
he found he could not make good use of the knowledge he had
stolen."

"The wretch!" cried Margaret. "Do you suppose he hopes to snatch
from you the discovery of the pole?"

"That seems obvious," replied Roland, "and it's what Sammy
thinks. It is the greatest pity in the world he was not discovered
before he got on the Dipsey."

"But what can you do?" cried Margaret.

"I cannot imagine," he replied, "unless I recall the Dipsey to
Cape Tariff, and go up there and have him apprehended."

"Couldn't he be apprehended where he is?" she asked. "There are
enough men on board to capture him and shut him up somewhere where
he could do no harm."

"I have thought of that," answered Roland, "but it would be a
very difficult and delicate thing to do. The men we have on board
the Dipsey are trusty fellows—at least, I thought so when they were
engaged—but there is no knowing what mutinous poison this Pole may
have infused into their minds. If one of their number should be
handcuffed and shut up without good reason being given, they might
naturally rebel, and it would be very hard to give satisfactory
reasons for arresting Rovinski. Even Gibbs might object to such
harshness upon grounds which might seem to him vague and
insufficient. Sammy knows Rovinski, I know him, but the others do
not, and it might be difficult to convince them that he is the
black-hearted scoundrel we think him; so we must be very careful
what we do."

"As to calling the Dipsey back," said Margaret, "I would not do
it; I would take the risks."

"I think you are right," said Clewe. "I have a feeling that if
they come back to Cape Tariff they will not go out again. Some of
the men may be discouraged already, and it would produce a bad
impression upon all of them to turn back for some reason which they
did not understand, or for a reason such as we could give them. I
would not like to have to bring them back, now that they are
getting on so well."

In the course of the morning there came from the officers, men,
and passenger of the Dipsey a very cordial and pleasant message to
Mr. Clewe and Mrs. Raleigh, congratulating them upon the happy
event of which they had been informed. Sarah Block insisted on
sending a supplementary message for herself, in which she was
privately congratulatory to as great an extent as her husband would
allow her to go, and which ended with a hope that if they lived to
be married they would content themselves with doing their
explorations on solid ground. She did not want to come back until
she had seen the pole, but some of her ideas about that kind of
travelling were getting to be a good deal more fixed than they had
been.

The advice which Roland Clewe gave to Samuel Block was simple
enough and perhaps unnecessary, but there was noshing else for him
to say. He urged that the strictest watch be kept on Rovinski; that
he should never be allowed to go near the telegraph instrument; and
if, by insubordination or any bad conduct, a pretext for his
punishment should offer itself, he should be immediately shut up
where he could not communicate with the men. It was very important
to keep him as much as possible in ignorance of what was going on
and of what should be accomplished; that, after all, was the main
point. If the pole should be discovered, Rovinski must have nothing
to do with it. Sammy replied that everything should he reported as
soon as it turned up, and any orders received from Mr. Clewe should
be carried out so long as he was alive to help carry them.

"Now," said Roland to Margaret, "there's nothing more that we
can do in regard to that affair. As soon as there are any new
developments we shall have to consider it again, but until then let
us give up our whole souls to each other and the Artesian ray."

"It seems to me," said she, "that if we could have discovered a
good while ago some sort of ray by which we could see into each
other's souls, we should have gained a great many hours which are
now lost."

"Not at all," replied Clewe; "they are not lost. In our
philosophy, nothing is lost. All the joys we have missed in days
that are past shall be crowded into the days that are to come."










Chapter 6
VOICES FROM THE POLAR SEAS


ALTHOUGH Sammy Block and his companions were not only far up
among the mysteries of the region of everlasting ice, and were sunk
out of sight, so that their vessel had become one of these
mysteries, it was still perfectly possible for them to communicate,
by means of the telegraphic wire which was continually unrolling
astern, with people all over the world. But this communication was
a matter which required great judgment and caution, and it had been
a subject of very careful consideration by Roland Clewe.

When he had returned to Cape Tariff, after parting with the
Dipsey, he had received several messages from Sammy, which assured
him that the submarine voyage was proceeding satisfactorily. But
when he went on board the Go Lightly and started homeward, he would
be able to hear nothing more from the submarine voyagers until he
reached St. John's, Newfoundland—the first place at which his
vessel would touch. Of course constant communication with Sardis
would be kept up, but this communication might be the source of
great danger to the plans of Roland Clewe. Whatever messages of
importance came from the depths of the arctic regions he wished to
come only to him or to Mrs. Raleigh. He had contrived a telegraphic
cipher, known only to Mrs. Raleigh, Sammy, and two officers of the
Dipsey, and, to insure secrecy, Sammy had been strictly enjoined to
send no information in any other way than in this cipher.

For years there had been men, both in America and in Europe, who
had been watching with jealous scrutiny the inventions and
researches of Roland Clewe, and he well understood that if they
should discover his processes and plans before they were brought to
successful completion he must expect to be robbed of many of the
results of his labors. The first news that came to him on his
recent return to America had been the tale told by Sammy Block, of
the man in the air who had been endeavoring to peer down into his
lens-house, and he had heard of other attempts of this kind.
Therefore it was that the telegraphic instrument on the Dipsey had
been given into the sole charge of Samuel Block, who had become a
very capable operator, and who could be relied upon to send no news
over his wire which could give serviceable information to the
operators along the line from Cape Tariff to Sardis, New
Jersey.

But Clewe did not in the least desire that Margaret Raleigh
should be kept waiting until he came back from the arctic regions
for news from the expedition, which she as well as himself had sent
out into the unknown North. Consequently Samuel Block had been told
that he might communicate with Mrs. Raleigh as soon and as often as
he pleased, remembering always to be careful never to send any word
which might reveal anything to the detriment of his employers. When
a message should be received on board the Dipsey that Mr. Clewe was
ready to communicate with her, frequent reports were expected from
the Master Electrician, but it would be Sammy who would unlock the
cover which had been placed over the instrument.

Before he retired to his bunk on the first night on board the
Dipsey, Sammy thought it proper to send a message to Mrs. Raleigh.
He had not telegraphed before because he knew that Mr. Clewe would
communicate fully before he left Cape Tariff.

Margaret Raleigh had gone to bed late, and had been lying for an
hour or two unable to sleep, so busy was her mind with the
wonderful things which were happening in the far-away polar
regions—strange and awful things—in which she had such a direct and
lively interest. She had heard, from Roland Clewe, of the
successful beginning of the Dipsey's voyage, and before she had
gone to her chamber she had received a last message from him on
leaving Cape Tariff; and now, as she lay there in her bed, her
whole soul was occupied with thoughts of that little party of
people—some of them so well known to her—all of them sent out upon
this perilous and frightful expedition by her consent and
assistance, and now left alone to work their way through the dread
and silent waters that underlie the awful ice regions of the pole.
She felt that so long as she had a mind she could not help thinking
of them, and so long as she thought of them she could not
sleep.

Suddenly there was a ring at the door, which made her start and
spring from her bed, and shortly a telegraphic message was brought
to her by a maid. It was from the depths of the Arctic Ocean, and
read as follows:

"Getting on very well. No motion. Not cold. Slight rheumatism in
Sarah's shoulder. Wants to know which side of plasters you gave her
goes next skin,


                                         "SAMUEL BLOCK."


An hour afterwards there flashed farther northward than ever
current from a battery had gone before an earnest, cordial, almost
affectionate message from Margaret Raleigh to Sarah Block, and it
concluded with the information that it was the rough side of the
plasters which should go next to the skin. After that Mrs. Raleigh
went to bed with a peaceful mind and slept soundly.

Frequent communications, always of a friendly or domestic
nature, passed between the polar sea and Sardis during the next few
days. Mrs. Raleigh would have telegraphed a good deal more than she
did had it not been for the great expense from Sardis to Cape
Tariff, and Sarah Block was held in restraint, not by pecuniary
considerations, but by Sammy's sense of the fitness of things. He
nearly always edited her messages, even when he consented to send
them. One communication he positively refused to transmit. She came
to him in a great flurry.

"Sammy," said she, "I have just found out something, and I can't
rest until I have told Mrs. Raleigh. I won't mention it here,
because it might frighten some people into fits and spasms. Sammy,
do you know there are thirteen people on board this boat?"

"Sarah Block!" ejaculated her husband, "what in the name of
common-sense are you talkin' about? What earthly difference can it
make whether there are thirteen people on this vessel or twelve?
And if it did make any difference, what are you goin' to do about
it? Do you expect anybody to get out?"

"Of course I don't," replied Sarah; "although there are some of
them that would not have come in if I had had my say about it; but
as Mrs. Raleigh is one of the owners, and such a good friend to you
and me, Sammy, it is our duty to let her know what dreadful bad
luck we are carryin' with us."

"Don't you suppose she knows how many people are aboard?" said
Sammy.

"Of course she knows; but she don't consider what it means, or
we wouldn't all have been here. It is her right to know, Sammy.
Perhaps she might order us to go back to Cape Tariff and put
somebody ashore."

In his heart Samuel Block believed that if this course were
adopted he was pretty sure who would be put on shore, if a vote
were taken by officers and crew; but he was too wise to say
anything upon this point, and contented himself with positively
refusing to send southward any news of the evil omen.

The next day Mrs. Block felt that she must speak upon the
subject or perish, and she asked Mr. Gibbs what he thought of there
being thirteen people on board.

"Madam," said he, "these signs lose all their powers above the
seventieth parallel of latitude. In fact, none of them have ever
been known to come true above sixty-eight degrees and forty
minutes, and we are a good deal higher than that, you know."

Sarah made no answer, but she told her husband afterwards that
she thought that Mr. Gibbs had his mind so full of electricity that
it had no room for old-fashioned common-sense. It did not do to
sneer at signs and portents. Among the earliest things she
remembered was a story which had been told her of her grandmother's
brother, who was the thirteenth passenger in an omnibus when he was
a young man, and who died that very night, having slipped off the
back step, where he was obliged to stand, and fractured his
skull.

At last there came a day when a message in cipher from Roland
Clewe delivered itself on board the Dipsey, and from that moment a
hitherto unknown sense of security seemed to pervade the minds of
officers and crew. To be sure, there was no good reason for this,
for if disaster should overtake them, or even threaten them, there
was no submarine boat ready to send to their rescue; and if there
had been, it would be long, long before such aid could reach them;
but still, they were comforted, encouraged, and cheered. Now, if
anything happened, they could send news of it to the man in whom
they all trusted, and through him to their homes, and whatever
their far-away friends had to say to them could be said without
reserve.

There was nothing yet of definite scientific importance to
report, but the messages of the Master Electrician were frequent
and long, regardless of expense, and, so far as her husband would
permit her, Sarah Block informed Mrs. Raleigh of the
discouragements and dangers which awaited this expedition. It must
be said, however, that Mrs. Block never proposed to send back one
word which should indicate that she was in favor of the abandonment
of the expedition, or of her retirement from it should opportunity
allow. She had set out for the north pole because Sammy was going
there, and the longer she went "polin'" with him, the stronger
became her curiosity to see the pole and to know what it looked
like.

The Dipsey was not expected to be, under any circumstances, a
swift vessel, and now, retarded by her outside attachments, she
moved but slowly under the waters. The telegraphic wire which she
laid as she proceeded was the thinnest and lightest submarine cable
ever manufactured, but the mass of it was of great weight, and as
it found its way to the bottom it much retarded the progress of the
vessel, which moved more slowly than was absolutely necessary, for
fear of breaking this connection with the living world.

Onward, but a few knots an hour, the Dipsey moved like a fish in
the midst of the sea. The projectors of the enterprise had a firm
belief that there was a channel from Baffin's Bay into an open
polar sea, which would be navigable if its entrance were not
blocked up by ice, and on this belief were based all their hopes of
success. So the explorers pressed steadily onward, always with an
anxious lookout above them for fear of striking the overhanging
ice, always with an anxious lookout below for fear of dangers which
might loom up from the bottom, always with an anxious lookout
starboard for fear of running against the foundations of Greenland,
always with an anxious lookout to port for fear of striking the
groundwork of the unknown land to the west, and always keeping a
lookout in every direction for whatever revelation these unknown
waters might choose to make to them.

Captain Jim Hubbell had no sympathy with the methods of
navigation practised on board the Dipsey. So long as he could not
go out on deck and take his noon observations, he did not believe
it would be possible for him to know exactly where his vessel was;
but he accepted the situation, and objected to none of the methods
of the scientific navigators.

"It's a mighty simple way of sailin'," he said to Sammy. "As
long as there's water to sail in, you have just got to git on a
line of longitude—it doesn't matter what line, so long as there's
water ahead of you—and keep there; and so long as you steer due
north, always takin' care not to switch off to the magnetic pole,
of course you will keep there; and as all lines of longitude come
to the same point at last, and as that's the point you are sailin'
for, of course, if you can keep on that line of longitude as long
as it lasts, it follows that you are bound to git there. If you
come to any place on this line of longitude where there's not
enough water to sail her, you have got to stop her; and then, if
you can't see any way of goin' ahead on another line of longitude,
you can put her about and go out of this on the same line of
longitude that you came up into it on, and so you may expect to
find a way clear. It's mighty simple sailin'—regular spellin' book
navigation—but it isn't the right thing."

"It seems that way, Cap'n Jim," said Sammy, "and I expect
there's a long stretch of underwater business ahead of us yet, but
still we can't tell. How do we know that we will not get up some
mornin' soon and look out of the upper skylight and see nothin' but
water over us and daylight beyond that?"

"When we do that, Sammy," said Captain Jim, "then I'll truly
believe I'm on a v'yage!"










Chapter 1
THE ARRIVAL OF THE EUTERPE-THALIA


IT was about noon of a day in early summer that a westward-bound
Atlantic liner was rapidly nearing the port of New York. Not long
before, the old light-house on Montauk Point had been sighted, and
the company on board the vessel were animated by the knowledge that
in a few hours they would be at the end of their voyage.

The vessel now speeding along the southern coast of Long Island
was the Euterpe-Thalia, from Southampton. On Wednesday morning she
had left her English port, and many of her passengers were
naturally anxious to be on shore in time to transact their business
on the last day of the week. There were even some who expected to
make their return voyage on the Melpomene-Thalia, which would leave
New York on the next Monday.

The Euterpe-Thalia was one of those combination ocean vessels
which had now been in use for nearly ten years, and although the
present voyage was not a particularly rapid one, it had been made
in a little less than three days.

As may be easily imagined, a vessel like this was a very
different craft from the old steamers which used to cross the
Atlantic—"ocean greyhounds" they were called—in the latter part of
the nineteenth century.

It would be out of place here to give a full description of the
vessels which at the period of our story, in 1947, crossed the
Atlantic at an average time of three days, but an idea of their
construction will suffice. Most of these vessels belonged to the
class of the Euterpe-Thalia, and were, in fact, compound marine
structures, the two portions being entirely distinct from each
other. The great hull of each of these vessels contained nothing
but its electric engines and its propelling machinery, with the
necessary fuel and adjuncts.

The upper portion of the compound vessel consisted of decks and
quarters for passengers and crew and holds for freight. These were
all comprised within a vast upper hull, which rested upon the lower
hull containing the motive power, the only point of contact being
an enormous ball-and-socket joint. Thus, no matter how much the
lower hull might roll and pitch and toss, the upper hull remained
level and comparatively undisturbed.

Not only were comfort to passengers and security to movable
freight gained by this arrangement of the compound vessel, but it
was now possible to build the lower hull of much less size than had
been the custom in the former days of steamships, when the hull had
to be large enough to contain everything. As the more modern hull
held nothing but the machinery, it was small in comparison with the
superincumbent upper hull, and thus the force of the engine, once
needed to propel a vast mass through the resisting medium of the
ocean, was now employed upon a comparatively small hull, the great
body of the vessel meeting with no resistance except that of the
air.

It was not necessary that the two parts of these compound
vessels should always be the same. The upper hulls belonging to one
of the transatlantic lines were generally so constructed that they
could be adjusted to any one of their lower or motive-power hulls.
Each hull had a name of its own, and so the combination name of the
entire vessel was frequently changed.

It was not three o'clock when the Euterpe-Thalia passed through
the Narrows and moved slowly towards her pier on the Long Island
side of the city. The quarantine officers, who had accompanied the
vessel on her voyage, had dropped their report in the official tug
which had met the vessel on her entrance into the harbor, and as
the old custom-house annoyances had long since been abolished, most
of the passengers were prepared for a speedy landing.

One of these passengers—a man about thirty-five—stood looking
out over the stern of the vessel instead of gazing, as were most of
his companions, towards the city which they were approaching. He
looked out over the harbor, under the great bridge gently spanning
the distance between the western end of Long Island and the New
Jersey shore—its central pier resting where once lay the old
Battery—and so he gazed over the river, and over the houses
stretching far to the west, as if his eyes could catch some signs
of the country far beyond. This was Roland Clewe, the hero of our
story, who had been studying and experimenting for the past year in
the scientific schools and workshops of Germany. It was towards his
own laboratory and his own workshops, which lay out in the country
far beyond the wide line of buildings and settlements which line
the western bank of the Hudson, that his heart went out and his
eyes vainly strove to follow.

Skilfully steered, the Thalia moved slowly between high stone
piers of massive construction; but the Euterpe, or upper part of
the vessel, did not pass between the piers, but over them both, and
when the pier-heads projected beyond her stern the motion of the
lower vessel ceased; then the great piston, which supported the
socket in which the ball of the Euterpe moved, slowly began to
descend into the central portion of the Thalia, and as the tide was
low, it was not long before each side of the upper hull rested
firmly and securely upon the stone piers. Then the socket on the
lower vessel descended rapidly until it was entirely clear of the
ball, and the Thalia backed out from between the piers to take its
place in a dock where it would be fitted for the voyage of the next
day but one, when it would move under the Melpomene, resting on its
piers a short distance below, and, adjusting its socket to her
ball, would lift her free from the piers and carry her across the
ocean.

The pier of the Euterpe was not far from the great Long Island
and New Jersey Bridge, and Roland Clewe, when he reached the broad
sidewalk which ran along the river-front, walked rapidly towards
the bridge. When he came to it he stepped into one of the
elevators, which were placed at intervals along its sides from the
waterfront to the far-distant point where it touched the land, and
in company with a dozen other pedestrians speedily rose to the top
of the bridge, on which moved two great platforms or floors, one
always keeping on its way to the east, and the other to the west.
The floor of the elevator detached itself from the rest of the
structure and kept company with the movable platform until all of
its passengers had stepped on to the latter, when it returned with
such persons as wished to descend at that point.

As Clewe took his way along the platform, walking westward with
it, as if he would thus hasten his arrival at the other end of the
bridge, he noticed that great improvements had been made during his
year of absence. The structures on the platforms, to which people
might retire in bad weather or when they wished refreshments, were
more numerous and apparently better appointed than when he had seen
them last, and the long rows of benches on which passengers might
sit in the open air during their transit had also increased in
number. Many people walked across the bridge, taking their
exercise, while some who were out for the air and the sake of the
view walked in the direction opposite to that in which the platform
was moving, thus lengthening the pleasant trip.

At the great elevator over the old Battery many passengers went
down and many came up, but the wide platforms still moved to the
east and moved to the west, never stopping or changing their rate
of speed.

Roland Clewe remained on the bridge until he had reached its
western end, far out on the old Jersey flats, and there he took a
car of the suspended electric line, which would carry him to his
home, some fifty miles in the interior. The rails of this line ran
along the top of parallel timbers, some twenty feet from the
ground, and below and between these rails the cars were suspended,
the wheels which rested on the rails being attached near the top of
the car. Thus it was impossible for the cars to run off the track;
and as their bottoms or floors were ten or twelve feet from the
ground, they could meet with no dangerous obstacles. In consequence
of the safety of this structure, the trains were run at a very high
speed.

Roland Clewe was a man who had given his life, even before he
ceased to be a boy, to the investigation of physical science and
its applications, and those who thought they knew him called him a
great inventor; but he, who knew himself better than any one else
could know him, was aware that, so far, he had not invented
anything worthy the power which he felt within himself.

After the tidal wave of improvements and discoveries which had
burst upon the world at the end of the nineteenth century there had
been a gradual subsidence of the waters of human progress, and year
by year they sank lower and lower, until, when the twentieth
century was yet young, it was a common thing to say that the human
race seemed to have gone backward fifty or even a hundred
years.

It had become fashionable to be unprogressive. Like old
furniture in the century which had gone out, old manners, customs,
and ideas had now become more attractive than those which were
modern and present. Philosophers said that society was
retrograding, that it was becoming satisfied with less than was its
due; but society answered that it was falling back upon the things
of its ancestors, which were sounder and firmer, more simple and
beautiful, more worthy of the true man and woman, than all that
mass of harassing improvement which had swept down upon mankind in
the troubled and nervous days at the end of the nineteenth
century.

On the great highways, smooth and beautiful, the stage-coach had
taken the place to a great degree of the railroad train; the
steamship, which moved most evenly and with less of the jarring and
shaking consequent upon high speed, was the favored vessel with
ocean travellers. It was not considered good form to read the daily
papers; and only those hurried to their business who were obliged
to do so in order that their employers might attend to their
affairs in the leisurely manner which was then the custom of the
business world.

Fast horses had become almost unknown, and with those who still
used these animals a steady walker was the favorite. Bicycles had
gone out as the new century came in, it being a matter of course
that they should be superseded by the new electric vehicles of
every sort and fashion, on which one could work the pedals if he
desired exercise, or sit quietly if his inclinations were
otherwise, and only the very young or the intemperate allowed
themselves rapid motion on their electric wheels. It would have
been considered as vulgar at that time to speed over a smooth road
as it would have been thought in the nineteenth century to run
along the city sidewalk.

People thought the world moved slower; at all events, they hoped
it would soon do so. Even the wiser revolutionists postponed their
outbreaks. Success, they believed, was fain to smile upon effort
which had been well postponed.

Men came to look upon a telegram as an insult; the telephone was
preferred, because it allowed one to speak slowly if he chose.
Snap-shot cameras were found only in the garrets. The fifteen
minutes' sittings now in vogue threw upon the plate the color of
the eyes, hair, and the flesh tones of the sitter. Ladies wore hoop
skirts.

But these days of passivism at last passed by; earnest thinkers
had not believed in them; they knew they were simply reactionary,
and could not last; and the century was not twenty years old when
the world found itself in a storm of active effort never known in
its history before. Religion, politics, literature, and art were
called upon to get up and shake themselves free of the drowsiness
of their years of inaction.

On that great and crowded stage where the thinkers of the world
were busy in creating new parts for themselves without much
reference to what other people were doing in their parts, Roland
Clewe was now ready to start again, with more earnestness and
enthusiasm than before, to essay a character which, if acted as he
wished to act it, would give him exceptional honor and fame, and to
the world, perhaps, exceptional advantage.







