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Preface

This novel is a procedurally generated diary of an expedition through fan-
tastical places that do not exist.

The novel’s primary source text is a database of over 5700 sentences drawn
from the Project Gutenberg corpus. Each sentence was selected based on se-
mantic and syntactic criteria, namely: the sentence must not have any nouns
that refer to human beings; the sentence must have as its subject some kind
of natural object or phenomena; the sentence must not have a pronoun as
its subject; and the sentence must be in the past tense. The resulting list of
sentences are all (more or less) assertions about the natural world. (The sen-
tences are sourced from a subset of Project Gutenberg books, namely those
whose subject entries include the strings Western, Science fiction, Geology,
Natural, Exploration, Discovery or Physical.)

I created a number of different procedures to produce the sentences that
comprise the text of the novel. The most common of these works like this:
two sentences are selected at random from the sentence database (described
above), and parsed into their grammatical constituents. The subject noun
phrase of the first sentence is replaced by the subject noun phrase of the
second sentence, resulting in a hybrid sentence combining aspects of both of
its sources. For example, these two sentences:

On either side the walls were steep and rocky.
These sounds of woe were full of meaning.

... might be combined to form the following sentences:

On either side these sounds of woe were steep and rocky.
The walls were full of meaning.

The text generation procedure remembers the topic of each sentence, and
occasionally generates sentences that use a pronoun to refer back to and
elaborate on the subject of a previous sentence. A number of other textual
generation procedures produce expressions of emotion, awareness and affect
on the part of the novel’s two main characters (I and you).
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The snow cap, (Day 1)

The best part sheltered the sunken roof of weathered boards. It evoked snow;
between the interior of the camp lay a small handkerchief. I happened upon
a lash. It careened the monarch from side to side. At the fruit weighed.
The bottom was incessant. It evoked the whole scene. The bottom passed
through branches too elevated to permit its whisperings to be heard. Here
the majestic river divided for water introduced into the holes.

First loud, then low, the sounds came on the bedroom scene. The air
consisted of horses alone, comprising thirty-one pack and nine saddle horses,
completely equipped. It evoked knife-crested ridges and the laboratory was
in dust. It apparently lasted two minutes.

Soon we happened upon a pond. During the night it was showery. Only
a peculiar tremor from the mysterious engines was secure and certain. In the
night it rose. The tremor recalled the fluttering lashes; with one exception, the
city was featureless. The whole country was oblivion and the glow shrieked
its whole tonal gamut among the trees. The breeze began to revolve. The
lower hills were on the river; the higher red sandstone of tabular form. Above
the hollow the city and the mighty dome over it beetled out. Beyond this
the eyes of the portrait alone were low and sandy. They suggested all eyes.
Three gravities for minutes built up to something nearly as bad. The eyes
stood out boldly from the open country. The country was magnificent; the
distance was dimly visible. It was there; the distance evoked the ports.

I found a shock and and then there came it. The shock reminded you of its
banks. It jumped. Quickly as the rain ceased; it reminded us of the darkness.
Here the ranch house joined, having a slender stream of water running along
its bed.

The afterglow of sunset began and grew fiercer. It struck against the
wall. For a month the huge black hull of the irresistible was on a tip-toe of
expectation.
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The natural spring (Day 2)

Top bounded joyfully along. The left fork of the road lined this bright-green
shore, and upon it there fell a gentle ripple of the sea. It rose from its rest
and the fork reminded you of the place.

You sensed some windows and they began to lighten the darkness. On-
ward the frail barks glided into black space, side by side, close under the
overhanging willows. Lightning seemed empty. All at once you sensed an air
and heat beyond, a gradual slope, covered with a new growth of alfalfa.

We elected to continue. The heat all around seemed to be on fire in the
morning. It recalled the bed. At the surface this berg increased its apparent
altitude and changed its bearing slightly. It resembled the lots fronting on
this landing. The atmosphere threw off that chilly dampness which hissed.
Then there was a little crater of incandescent fury, as though its safety had
erupted in the wall. Then, after all, its surface, wasn’t a dream! Coffee, hot
as fire, and strong light brilliant enough to dazzle the eyes struck through the
massed vegetation, revealing a path. It still obscured everything. The wind
spread out. It suggested the houses were large and gracefully designed, and
the gardens. The wind was soft and springy. At the bottom of this inlet was
the middle upright stem among it. It recalled the smoke.
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The ocean (Day 7)

The search-beam was very remarkable. The stream became very narrow and
winding, and the whole country on each side slipped and fell to the ground.

No other hiding place hung low in the sky like a yellow skull. The trail was
empty and I approached an address given. It reminded us of warm patches of
sunlight, like gold,. The address was charred and smoking. At first it reminded
me of the water.

We felt the presence of a scene of activity. Since that it have grown and
died eighty times. The cloud was more conspicuous than the rest. At the time
it suggested a beautiful pebbly beach.
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The video tapes (Day 8)

I found an arc of delicate green into making. It was all but impenetrable.
Nature was not, however; it brought to mind the country.
We sensed a divide over. It swam in thick, transparent haze, golden at

dawn, warm and white at noon, purple in the twilight.
The scene was by no means.
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The sound of hoofs (Day 13)

Regretfully we decided to retreat. You approached a stock. It became sharper.
The stock reminded you of the trail. It was desperate.
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The miles altimeter needle. Saturday, October 15

The mist oscillated the landscape and the inside were painted black. It was
short and stiff. The inside brought to mind the trail proved to be the kind
that. The wind was green and had icecaps. It recalled the laboratory.

All the old familiar presences were as gravely apologetic as ever. They
recalled death. The sphere were withdrawn a stinging chill crept down from
the snow. You sensed a creek, nine-tenths of which. It broke again with a
hissing of serpents, or red irons, and the howling wind. The table lasted two
hours, and cooled the air so rapidly, as in that time to reduce the thermometer
from 92 to 82 degrees. The flood lay across the bend, clear of the trees and
I heard a wind at the top of perfection. It seemed like beef round-up. The
acorns were ground out of water and made into soup or into a kind of bread.

The country having been obtained from two pounds of the leaves. It
brought to mind the reeds continuous upon its banks. The next house ceased.
The beds stood in neat rows, as if with red fire. Next moment they hid the
hope from view.
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The winter’s bark

We became aware of a world all at once. It was observable to the north-west
of the first.

Near the coast the nest was kept perfectly water-tight. It grew steeper
still.

The mist thickened in scrutinizing the sky. A beautiful carpet of mosses
and ferns grew toward the thin wall of infinite strength and infinite toughness.
It flashed harmlessly up and struck the turret room.

I saw a wind. On the same range, it appeared nearly north. The wind
resembled the wind came in short spells, the sea. Great snow-covered peaks
lifted presented a sight never to be forgotten. Maybe they had the quality of
the nearest divide. Then the dark recesses of the mountains ceased suddenly.
For a whole week, however, the place was still. I heard a roof in response.
Was this rocky exterior merely a horny shell like that of a turtle? It was hard
and resonant.
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The county town

At some distance from the axis the stream ran swiftly over clean gravel beds.
It suggested the whole area.

We perceived some grounds; they merged there. In full fury running water
was proof against all sorcery and witchcraft:. , was chaotic, localities alone,
with some few exceptions, accurate.

The world outside commenced running; the salt breath of the sea was
from rim to rim. Its reaches were one mass of climbing flowers.

Reluctantly we agreed to retreat. The weather during this month, and
almost to its close, was much cooler than the preceding one. At the time it
reminded us of the tracks of the wildhorse band.
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The mastabah. Tuesday, October 25 (Day 24)

We resolved to go down.
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The arc of delicate green

A blue haze, half dust, half mist was generally to the north-east, but spread-
ing into lagoons and swampy flats, became very tortuous and irregular. It
flamed incandescent against it, in vain.

We approached a darkness of night. It reminded me of the storm. The
darkness was very broad and thick. At first it reminded you of this window. As
long as the stones merely smouldered. You sensed a fiord and it reminded us of
the incline. The fiord just stopped coming. The trail was all but impenetrable.
Towards morning, it became greater and greater.

The same weather seemed deserted and into clear outline the scene was
extraordinary. It was like this, from lack of use.

We became aware of a surface of this stratosphere substance. It recalled
a small sandy beach.

The scene bore 316 degrees, about 35 miles distant; it commenced to
find range. A blinker signal was not wholly bare. Surely sharp black eyes
were not the homes of villainy and the river appeared to be very low. It was
heart-rending.

We found an element of mystery, of uncertainty, of underlying peril, . It
brought to mind the liquid in the cyst.

I saw a rain and it reminded me of smoke. Thus the rain soon bore the
appearance of being covered with gigantic torches flaming and waving in the
air. It had the quality of the soil.

The scenery by the roadside was a long one. It showed normal atmosphere.
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The industrial park (Day 30)

Through a maze of buildings the scene stayed frozen. Sometimes it suggested
the ranch. The streamers were a scant half mile away; you found a sphere.
True, it was no longer secret; the sphere suggested the nest.

We saw a world. The trail grew slippery and in the stillness of the moist
morning ran full of water. It suggested the winds and waters. But the trail
afterwards lost its credit; at the time it reminded me of the blow. The descent
conveniently hid the moon at the time. There was no sign of incipient thaw
in the cave, and it was very dry, so much so as at once to call attention to
the fact. The descent recalled the air.

The range little, came from the north. It reminded us of the formation.
And the village also was to profit. The darkness seemed oddly bright, silvery.
Sometimes it evoked the sound of breathing.

This second storm were forced to proceed slowly. For some days the begin-
ning of work was overpowering. Over and over you sensed a peculiar radiance
of ice. It was sand and gravel. The radiance reminded us of the crack, crack
of a pistol. It flashed harmlessly up and struck the turret room. The radi-
ance had the quality of the force field. It, drifted out into the clear space
unattended, and kept moving westward.

Again we heard a creek. A loud, it filled the ship, followed by a strange
stillness. From the country rolled a ring. It brought to mind the horizon.
Then on that ridge of rising ground stood, silhouetted against the blue sky, a
great black horse with arching neck and flying mane. Meanwhile I saw some
lagoons, too, that were found a short distance from the banks, . The lagoons
flamed incandescent against it, in vain. The moon was small. The nest could
reach, was low and marshy, with no landmarks.
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The billabong. Wednesday, November 2 (Day 32)

We felt the presence of a fog and it 80 degrees at sunset. Many new flowers
were nearly vertical and were very marked. The water in this channel fell
fast upon the white cheeks. It recalled the mountains; the water softened to
a violet hue.

You encountered a heat and it was.
The heart blew more and more intermittently. It was flat, and consisted

of small pebbles, not much worn by attrition. The heart reminded me of the
hull and the locks were of cement in simple design.

We approached a key with a little salt bush and low scrub. The scenario
was gray-green in color, swift and active. It came from these causes than from
war. And there was a sandstorm coming up and the scenario suggested the
left. The lake was already thick with smoke from the stove and from cigarettes
and pipes. But it was wider than any of the more familiar emblems; almost
as wide as the top. The lake reminded us of the heat. Another day brought
dull-gray scudding clouds, and gusts of wind and squalls of rain, and a wailing
through the bare aspens. I found some many-hued peaks and mesas, aloof
from each other, . They suggested the line.

A lock was clear and cold and never affected by drouth. All afternoon the
rain poured down heavily, causing the river was lifeless. Maybe it brought to
mind a terrific thunderstorm.

That lock opened, with no landmarks. It was evidently subject to flood,
but more extensively to the south than to the north.
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The gleba

The water in this channel was on the great plate-glass windows. This line
was alnico-magnet strips, arranged rather like the top of a magnetic chuck.
It seemed like both sides. The river was an extension of the human arm to
give the lance greater force. And then the country struck and nevertheless
it went on. The country reminded us of a heavy fall of snow. Other forces
rippled and murmured in cooling song just beyond the sandpiper.

I came across a river. To follow a straight course was difficult and it
reminded us of the stillness of the wilderness. The view disclosed the black
opening and a ladder in a fair state of preservation. It reminded us of the
situation. As has been already said, the sounds of the gathering crowd were
both rugged and precipitous. They reminded you of the moon and the sounds
now approached the creek. They had the quality of the houses and the sounds
hung in the air behind the thing. The country awoke in those wide eyes. It
evoked the great island became a small island, the small island.

The mass flashed past below. The heat of the day was excessive, the
thermometer was fresh.

Somewhere we sensed a tunnel out in the street. The dry, inert bark, it
change but little from summer to winter.

Only a peculiar tremor from the mysterious engines still appeared to be
the same. It seemed like signs of indolence and neglect. The eye shifted to a
glassy calm to detail and back again. It suggested the wind.
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The pattern of the river. Monday, November 7

I felt the presence of some moments. Softly they unfolded down over the dim
hills, lonely, tranquil, sweet. The clouds of yesterday passed over with only a
few drops of rain of a tropical island, palms. They resembled the river. Then
the clouds fell in heavy sheets, but not steadily. At the time they reminded
you of a distant volcano.

Beyond the sea the border spread an universal gloom, and the low, sullen
mutterings of revengeful wrath. Each round showed considerable evidence of
having been scrubbed scrupulously clean.

After all, the movement was large and fertile. It took over. At first the
movement reminded you of the water of the inland sea was very warm, almost
hot, and the atmosphere. There was a little more distance gained. The pres-
ence of a sailing-vessel in these unfrequented seas was visible faintly to the
south-east, distant about 36 miles. The fog stood a double rank of hoplites
in bronze armor. The trail was so beautiful. Another day brought dull-gray
scudding clouds, and gusts of wind and squalls of rain, and a wailing through
the bare aspens. It had the quality of the air.

Another day brought dull-gray scudding clouds, and gusts of wind and
squalls of rain, and a wailing through the bare aspens.

We encountered a desert.
Sprayed orchards caught its speed. Dark hair cascaded with a clang to

mingle with a lacy veil of golden threads. I sensed some hills.
I felt the presence of a sea. It recalled a rain of pumice in large pieces,

and. And then the shock began to close in and it brought up with a rush
against it.

A green and bushy spot a half mile below the village, was heavy with the
scent of flowers. Sometimes it had the quality of the scene. The spot stopped
an hour later. It evoked the sphere.
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The prepuce

On both sides the world had 301 million pounds of money; in 1800, 568 million
pounds; and in 1860, 1180 million pounds sterling. It recalled the station
stood just beyond the walls, with a park at one side of it, but the park. At
half-past seven a strong hot wind set in from the north-east and continued
during the night. The world reminded you of the very air. It was simply a
cleft in high mountains. Hence, towards the beginning of this century new
ice was formed everywhere among the old drift-ice where it was wild about
deer-stealing. It seemed so lonely, so wild, so unlivable. The formed reminded
you of the place.

You perceived a distance to the rocky buttress.
Bit by bit, the hair became visible. A sudden blast of trumpets was again

high from the southwest. Later you heard a golden hair. It grew heavier. The
floor was in the few places, very clean and highly polished.
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The water of the river (Day 40)

An asteroid, also, was full of holes here and there. Here was the atmosphere
of the town and country, but land, rich tropical jungle. We sensed a danger
at a suitable temperature and it recalled the tunnel. Under a willow-flanked
ledge was a sand-bar. The danger evoked a city. For that reason the fearful
work flowed swiftly past. It seemed like space. At low water the work dried
for a considerable extent. No resort grew dark and gray. At first it suggested
the rain. Again the resort changed.

We encountered a wind to south-east and south-south-east. It reflected
the after-glow.

Over and over we became aware of an ascent in the afternoon. In the
island lived countless numbers of minute organisms, as well as fish of many
kinds. The crevasse was peaceful. Framed by its log casing it faded into the
dimness under a smear of indigo sky.

Later you sensed a fearful work to the base of the ranges. It was narrow,
and deep in an embrasure of stone. The ground trembled and branches was
a good one. It was a constant topic.

We decided to descend. Even the sites of these cities streamed through
windows and door. We perceived a window. The sphere was bare earth. It was
very dense, but. These islands were dark, very keen, and yet reminiscently
grave. The water was here a rapid stream, four hundred yards in width,
with high sandy banks, and here and there a scanty growth of willow. We
approached some masses across the seats. They were light green, with narrow
bands of red down the sides of each plank. At seven miles crossed a gum
creek, in which are large the most celebrated earthquake, and perhaps the
most terrible manifestation of force during the human period holes, where
the most celebrated earthquake, and perhaps the most terrible manifestation
of force during the human period had been lately, but there is now only mud.
Immediately it rose again upon the other side. Once more the wind blew of
three boiled fishes.
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The borrow pit

You happened upon a far side of the cup. It had the quality of the wind. The
darkness shut down in the expedition.

We encountered a storm and it was blindingly bright. The shore came
in from the ocean. A hole in the roof stamped; the surrounding jungle was
nowhere to be found. It seemed like the cut surfaces were but little cooler
than the interior of the body, showing how recently the mutilation. The bed
was next to be manufactured, which was very thin and icy cold. You saw a
ground from the green of the willows and cottonwoods. In the morning its
point was sharp, its sides was normal. It recalled the wall opposite danced
up and down and the floor. The was was too perfect to be wholly natural.

The water was in beautiful order. It reminded you of the smoke of the
great fires under the melting pots. Hot coffee was streaming into the high-
vaulted room. It evoked the course.

Came the crack of a revolver. The creek now gave promise of continuity,
the water-holes showed dark and wild. Not the smallest cloud ceased. Saw
the glow again last night. Aside from the way in which it was rushing along
at tempest speed. The cloud reminded us of all the old familiar presences. It
grew dark and gray. The cloud had the quality of daylight and after midnight
on the 27th the stage began to moderate. Finally I approached some moun-
tains and they suggested the weather. Other flares bloomed in the darkness,
and the fiery trails of rockets was rough and broken. In the barrier was it
wide enough to take a tray and high enough to pass a teacup. The bloomed
reminded you of the address given. Not it broke the appalling quiet and
maybe the bloomed resembled the sound.

Finally we elected to leave. The filaments were there, but some offered
no resistance to the ocean but a chain of irregular hillocks. All at once I
encountered a tunnel. It lay south. The meeting was too great. Numerous
bergs were quite salt. Its direction was between thick black walls of forest
verdure. We happened upon an arroyo. It reminded me of the gale. Here
illuminated the swollen river. It burned it through. Moments such as these,
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though sweet, were turbid, and had a taste of vegetable decay, as well as a
slight tinge of green. They reminded us of the view. The moments appeared
at one horizon and a sea at another. They evoked the air.



The outpost. Wednesday, November 16

You happened upon a line and within a few minutes it lost its yellowish tone.
The line brought to mind the faint sound of a kiss. The telephone exchange
plunged down faster and faster. You found some blasts.

But scenes like that were very simple and frugal. They began to hum and
crackle from coil to coil again. The scenes reminded you of drinking deeply
of it the body was invigorated and the heart. A vast open space disappeared.
The moon rippled. Finally, however, it changed and the moon had the quality
of the air.

We saw some surroundings on either side of which. They began in the
crowd. The spring was an excellent one and the rivulet now enveloped all the
peaks and ridges. It brought to mind the city roof.

We decided to take flight. Shelf and corner showed.
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The green olive. Friday, November 18 (Day 48)

You found some outlines of the town but. Beneath it they slipped smoothly.
The floor returned to comparative dimness; the cloud seemed sloped now,

instead of flat. The camp were scattered over its surface and sometimes it
had the quality of a folded sheet of paper. The camp was this and in the
corner of the fireplace were the knobbed limbs.

We smelled even a bar. It was still, so still, in the glowing afternoon
heat and the bar reminded us of each night’s encampment. The channel,
or igarape, as such passages was completely covered. It reminded us of the
western winds. The water flowed steadily across the cultivated land. It evoked
one eye. On this day the water was not less exciting than usual. The dead,
withered fronds of a decade still clung with tar-paper between. They were
rougher now.

Nearby we approached some hinder limbs beneath one of the oaks. They
brought to mind the streams. At midnight, the limbs began to fall, insuring
several other blissful nights. The rain was perfectly fresh. Northward a last
flare of lightning was similar. It was cloudy.
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The ascending node (Day 53)

The lash swelled and burst on willow and alder. The water came alive sud-
denly and the wind stared blankly back. The same dim twilight appeared on
the horizon and it recalled the scene.

We sensed a city. The cave though closely compacted, was fibrous; it still
remained at quite a supportable degree.

Lunar empire was low, too, for otherwise there would have been a deaf-
ening roar.

On three sides of it were the walls of the stockade. After midnight on
the 27th the nest began to moderate, and by degrees also drew more to
the southward than before. Two leather mail-pouches, a couple of blankets,
coffee-pot and frying-pan, and a scant grub-sack immediately commenced.
They reminded me of the dark recesses of the mountains. Smoke was well-
cultivated. I smelled an air. It went purple. Over its outer edge hung clusters
of grapes of a rich wine color, and clear as amethysts. The snow had set to
windward about 40 miles. This range stood out boldly at the brink of a deep
crevice in the ground and promised well for hilly country ahead. Maybe it
resembled the roof. The range was very good.
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The formation

We approached a corn in its orbit and but was it still possible? The corn
evoked the lunch camp was five miles from the depot, and a good mound
with a top of black bunting.

The peculiar radiance of ice was open and sometimes it reminded me of
the sounds thus heard. Actually the asteroid was fair-sized with pride and it
recalled the heat.

The weather dashed and seethed along the surface, shutting out all land-
marks. It reminded us of the circle of the horizon and the near vicinity had
moreover given its assistance. It had the quality of an air of tension. The
country generally appeared well suited for stock; on both sides of the river
no high ranges having soon made its appearance. Many shallow valleys were
huge, ungainly frames of wood fastened with iron-work, rings, etc.

You perceived a next sound and it was fair. Somehow the sound suggested
the snow. But the country was not the same. The leaves were daubed over
with red paint; you became aware of a wire with carrion. It was full of the
good news.

This state of affairs was no unbroken expanse. It suggested a scene of
desolation and wild activity. The state was present, and were all moved to
tears.

We heard a fog at its unpicturesque worst. It buzzed like a hornet’s nest.
The fog had the quality of the scene, however, was novel, and a little danger,
like salt to meat. The city was perpendicular on the line of striking. It fol-
lowed, broken only by the distant rumor of the conflagration and the crash
of falling boughs. Somehow the city resembled the river of the abyss. Its ears
were a scant half mile away.

Around fresh fruits and uncooked vegetables were a series of cabinets
with innumerable dials, switches, wires, and tiny radio tubes. This sound
was marked by thickets of birch. The eastward trail led on the following day.
Soon we approached a distance almost to the top of the cabin doors.
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The second shell (Day 60)

We felt the presence of a country. It suggested the fruit. That stream was
evidently subject to flood, but more extensively to the south than to the
north. A bluish-white radiance whistled like a singing wind. The scene gave
one meander of hesitation and then rushed over. It had the quality of the
floor. Occasionally the scene widened out into a broad pool, with sandy
shores.

The straight black line of the brows above the cold eyes, beating inces-
santly in the wind, seemed the only thing alive on all that vast outbulging of
the earth. What was the land and it brought to mind the weather. A cloud
was money. The straight black line of the brows above the cold eyes met
with heavy gusts and considerable drift thought. It was almost in darkness.
Maybe the line reminded me of wind and it appeared.

In it the storm raged. The distance made its white stone houses was
worthless and was not taken. The soil jumped ahead with whirling propeller.
It reminded us of the roof and walls of the veranda being covered with a
single layer of tongued and grooved boards, the snow. This time the soil grew
clear. What course remained squally. Otherwise it seemed deserted. A week
later, the river was unchanged. It recalled the limestone crystal. To follow a
straight course was difficult. The river seemed deep. And far overhead, lost
in distance, reared the arched roof. Then the world outside passed, and the
glory of it. Somehow it suggested the ocean. The world was endless and grew
steeper, more difficult toward the top.
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The beach. Thursday, December 1

I perceived a mechanism. It reminded us of the walls were high, but the
garden. The village lay in uneven ridges divided by washes surrounded by
the equally gentle slopes of hills. It seemed like the bearings. The village told
the story of the tragedy and then the ground was put in. Water flooded into
a well- defined pass from east to west. So was the supply department; the
limit of drinking was a farce.

But on both sides dark forms ran to the comical.
You encountered a thin line of the scar from the air. It ended abruptly.
I felt the presence of an air. It was soft and springy. The air recalled here.

It flamed like throbbing rings of fire. As far in either direction as the eye
could reach, the hillsides were terraced, barred during the day. A universe
became tense. It, broke the level surface of the land.
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A fine snow (Day 63)

Under a willow-flanked ledge was a sand-bar; it was fed by numerous springs.
You approached a wind in the black earth. It was immense but extremely

uneven and unkempt.
We sensed a laboratory. The wind met opkalken,”. It settled weather.

The wind resembled bars of thick wood. The sound was spread. It met, and
became tangled at once. Somehow the sound seemed like the snow. It was
healing over! The sound evoked the position. The sound of battle the next day
followed this delusive brightness. In the distance you approached a dark form
according to barbarous ideas. It came through the roof of leaves and curling
vines. The form reminded us of all the mountains. The religious establishment
passed through branches too elevated to permit its whisperings to be heard.
And far overhead, lost in distance, reared the arched roof. Everywhere the
waters of the river, dropped, shining in the sunlight like thin slants of rain.
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The extraterrestrial object

We saw a blow.
You came across a snow cap, in full fury and it reminded me of the

distance.
We heard a sound and it recalled the baseball park.
You found a real test with each minute’s progress and it rose into a tall,

minaret-like spike.
We felt the presence of a latitude of this pretty little retreat into oblivion.

It hung close and heavy. At 10.0 the sunset was more level. At least as far
again, the atmosphere came together, but not at the same level. You heard
a sound inside the cabin.
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The equinoctial. Wednesday, December 7 (Day 67)

The fair roof appeared to be very low, and darkly wooded:. The crater was
just big enough to have a good population of gambling joints, bawdy houses
and drunk-rollers.

But the international tension was too tightly drawn. The hole in the sky
closed in, and the rain went down. It reminded me of the presidential mansion
and presently the closed began to form out of the valley. A panther skin
hung from its forward turret three sets of antlers surrounding it. It turned
the vehicles around. The skin seemed like skinny’s heart. It was water, flat
water, subdivided into large rectangular vats. The skin reminded us of the
valley; the laboratory seemed to be roofed with flame. And it was almost
over. The shell be seen. It recalled courts in those days. Behind the shell was
a small addition used as a storeroom. It evoked the gully walls.

You became aware of some houses. They reminded me of the wind and
the wall, were the only broken land in sight. Besides, it was too risky and
meanwhile the land grew uncontrollable. It suggested the sphere and the land
was well provided with large water-holes. It suggested less and less rain.

The house closed again.
As far in either direction as the eye could reach, the hillsides were terraced,

barred of an agreeable flavour. It suggested clouds of dust. The reach lost its
line in gloom.

We resolved to go up. Over and over you encountered a weather on the
other side. It wound stretched halfway from elbow to wrist. This section of
cedar forest washed with antiseptics. The air toed out. We found some rough,
wirelike twigs with a yellow radiance. They little, came from the north, and
was as usual warm. The blue vault overhead proved to be intensely salt.
Inside had become a timber deadfall.
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An orange glow (Day 71)

On taking it out, the top of the box was perceptible.
We resolved to retreat. I smelled a soft snow in lower reaches of glacier

like the eye sockets of skulls. It came up from beneath. The view from here
rose, and rendered the illusion more striking 307. It evoked the shelf. But the
water was always a favorite.
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The sclerotium (Day 72)

I became aware of a swift stream at the bottom at this labor. At first it
reminded you of the trail. The heat rolled back now, rose in a mound-peak
to cover this highest middle portion of the vessel. It was crystal-clear.

Eyes lined the four walls of the hall.
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The juniper berry (Day 74)

The hills around were from side. They reminded me of a bay of a bloodhound.
Yet the hills so watchful, remained unchanged.

We felt the presence of a salty breeze and it reminded us of two flat-topped
hills. At last the whole top of the shed was off and the breeze reminded you
of the search.

The atmosphere had disappeared. A giant heat-ray beam came abun-
dantly from the grotto. The mountain beneath it passed, then another. It
was a terrible one. The mountain reminded you of the situation of the ship
at noon, and the bearings of the land. The slopes closed to a distance to half
a mile. Next moment they was seen no more at that time.
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Drink. Thursday, December 15

But fruit was always ”on tap,” and the good coffee was always a favorite.
The great stone broke down the pass from the north. The moon consisted of
dark-coloured mud and the water. It evoked a thick acrid smoke; the range
was beautifully calm. Beyond the opening was an utterly dark void.

Found the water to be deep and beautifully clear; proceeded down a little
further, and saw another large one. At the time it reminded you of this storm.
Its course was furnace-hot, oppressive, and exceedingly dry. Here caught it
and scattered it wide. In 1864 three, four, five rounds in a row were practically
those of today. The balance sheet; that is, the assets and liabilities statement.
3. The drugged drinks swirled up and back. * * * *. Gradually you smelled a
wind through the great stone arch. See, a few moments ago it seemed asleep,
but.

You happened upon some storms. They became more and more barren.
The storms brought to mind slender bodies of black and white, whirling
and tussling together. Then they wore great ravines down the unprotected
hillsides.

We agreed to follow. Water found by digging 2 ft. You approached an
atmosphere at fever pitch. It was not violent but threatening.
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A heavy fall of snow. Sunday, December 18

The inside of the forest disturbed the leaves. It was an alluvial deposit, super-
ficially sandy and the inside reminded us of the wind. It set the imagination
free.

In the large central chamber the lines gave off a scent of roses. But its
sides also, were futile. You sensed some clouds in the air. They recalled the
weather was calm and fine, but new ice was formed everywhere among the
old drift-ice where it.
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The form. Monday, December 19

I happened upon a rain to a steep, rocky hillside with cedars and pines
growing. It had been shaved away. Somehow the rain reminded me of internal
pressures and here spoke.

Then on that ridge of rising ground stood, silhouetted against the blue
sky, a great black horse with arching neck and flying mane. I smelled a view
from this point on the 15th of the month. It presented a diameter of about
twenty-two leagues; the view evoked those tracks. It blew on land.

Finally you happened upon a ground at low water. It reminded us of its
origin.
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The outside pockets (Day 80)

All the other usual signs of acute fever grew tense and you saw a country. And
was it? A few moments of tense waiting were grassy and smooth. Somehow
they reminded me of the great carcass; the weather would last for a long
time.

The sickening sound came from the village the sullen roaring of drums
appeared in the one above it. A city appeared but thinly wooded, and without
any hill or watercourse. In about an hour, however, its sides came to fill the
sails; nearby I encountered a wind. Maybe it reminded you of the lower yards.
The wind became lofty, and the left proportionably depressed.

You smelled a land. It was thick with a smoky haze. The land resembled
the valley.

Soon we found an inside between 60 and 100 metres. It seemed to be a
sea of wildly tossing water.

There were a lot of such preparations going on for the forthcoming elec-
tions. It contained two sets of photographs, dated and indicating the time of
day.
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The naked upper lip

We saw a wind except for the huge straw-stacks. It went hesitatingly down
many terraces. Maybe the wind recalled the intolerable thrust. It was in a
bad way and this crack was slightly brackish.

Was this rocky exterior merely a horny shell like that of a turtle? It had
the quality of the eye.

You became aware of an other side. It recalled eternal snows, rugged
gorges, and forests. The storm continued four days, and the snow had reached
a depth very uncommon; but day after day the search was hot and suddenly
very dry.

You happened upon a danger. It blew more and more intermittently. The
danger evoked the windows there.

We felt the presence of a ground.
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The ship’s air lock (Day 85)

I happened upon a stillness. At the time it reminded me of no rain. The
stillness reigned. The surface of the field shot up. It recalled the surface.
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The mandrake root

A storm came out almost dry. It reminded us of the bed; the storm was a
natural trap.

Once in a while I became aware of some many deserts. Then they led
back along the road.

I heard a distance to be protected. It grew pallid. Water found by digging
2 ft and the torrents of rain were of silver! They, touched the long valley with
mystery. Somewhere in the void ahead were sentient beings. The torrents
were still closely drawn.

You saw a sound.
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The inside of the rocket (Day 93)

We encountered some seats on top. They suggested the forms. Not a sign
nor a sound came with monotonous regularity on the hull. You came across
a day in that biting wind and in the blinding snow. At the time it resembled
the mountains.

All at once I sensed some light-gray eyes and they reminded you of a wild
tangle of wires. The eyes continued.

The field fanned the flames and the atmosphere very small. At this mo-
ment mere artificial oasis, its existence announced the dawn of day. But the
whole first floor instead of lessening, grew more intense.

I became aware of an inside for a mile and at the time it reminded us
of the sunlight. The motion changed to the north. The skeleton work of the
trestle now rose more clearly at midnight. The worst blow interlaced, with
the door at the river side and it resembled the lash. The blow proceeded
swiftly toward the city. It reminded us of a gray form.

You encountered a wind. It evoked the current.
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The outskirts of the grove (Day 98)

The balance sheet; that is, the assets and liabilities statement. 3. It was lat
and the mist thickened on the 3rd. It taking on a more permanent appearance.
Immediately, a cloud of soot began spewing out missiles. It pushed forward
and down.

Through a rather wide valley, a curving coastline was visible. It was one
hundred and thirty yards wide.

You sensed a sea and sometimes it brought to mind the country.
Again you perceived a large stone. It recalled smoke. During the geolog-

ical epochs the stone originally prevailed everywhere. Suddenly the weather
pierced the stillness.
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The celestial point (Day 100)

Discreetly we resolved to go around. The village was nowhere to be found.
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A hail of leaden pellets. Tuesday, January 10 (Day 101)

From the white, monotonous expanse of snow rose bleak, skeleton shapes
of trees lifting bare, black boughs to the snow-sodden clouds. Sometimes it
seemed like the beds. It touched the floor and stayed there. Maybe it seemed
like the table moved an inch or so as a thick body. It presented was in the
highest degree picturesque and beautiful.

You happened upon a button of fine sand. It was now dead ahead, and
blowing very hard.

In the distance I saw a wind. It brought to mind the loads for ponies.
We agreed to descend. The ground gave to the level country the appear-

ance of a blue lake. I approached a darkness to stillness.
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The safety isle (Day 106)

I approached a little volcano. It reminded us of the northerly winds. There
was a glint under the surface again as daylight reflected on the nearing sphere.
The country was one with the pervading hush of the valley and but the danger
was to side. It suggested the ground. The highest point was now comfortably
ensconced back on the table, full of water. First part the gale caught its speed
and we came across a shock on the southeastern bank of the lake. It went
down.

You sensed a trail. It was very slight and might soon drop altogether. The
trail had the quality of a storm of bullets. And far overhead, lost in distance,
reared the arched roof. The low-rolling hills were bright green, against which
blended the darker green of the parklike oaks shot up. It reminded you of
the valley was long and narrow, with mountains on both sides so high that
the day. At half-past seven a strong hot wind set in from the north-east and
continued during the night. The were reminded us of distance dwindled all
these celestial motions, so that all the firmament. The rain ceased late over
the shimmering peaks.

A sound, immediate to the work were rich enough in interest. In the
valley a line of green trees five miles distant marked the course of a creek. It
reminded you of the country.

We encountered a yellow vapour around off the wheat-fields. It reminded
you of large fissures.

We decided to wander away. Nearby I perceived a path. It resembled
these many deserts. During the recent rains the long range of the mountains
succeeded it. The two-meter long body went on. It gleaming at the northern
horizon, lay one hundred miles away. The body reminded you of the moments.
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The young the world. Thursday, January 19

The top of the stone seemed to be a sea of wildly tossing water. The scene
fluttered the flag above the custom-house. It shook.

Again I approached a white cloud over and it strove desperately to pass
during the exchange of sleds. Came the crack of a revolver. You came across
a work on the 27th. The work looked vaguely at each other for support.

I found a stillness. Behind, it was quite smooth, and promised a snug
anchorage. The stillness reminded us of the eyes in the mirror.

The moon was blowin’. It reminded us of the ridges and the areas imme-
diately flanking the oceans. The country swept the wrecked city. The wind
seemed perfectly still.

I became aware of a shell of meteorites.
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The nickel-iron asteroids (Day 115)

You happened upon a park. It were several strong sheets of paper. The blue
streamer wavered and broke. You perceived some sides of the hills on the
west. They suggested the atmosphere and the shock seemed to be trembling
on the eastern horizon. The storm was marked by thickets of birch. A stray
breeze danced and faded.

The reeds continuous upon its banks began and grew fiercer. The baseball
park smoked and crackled under the terrible infliction. The wind was lower. It
gave 1357 fathoms, with a bottom of glacial mud. The wind brought to mind
the mechanism; and far overhead, lost in distance, reared the arched roof.
The electronic ray again became audible and the sea seemed not to exist.
The motion was narrow at the surface and pinched very rapidly. Smoke had
no apex. Every morning a spring of fresh water had to be counted out into
convenient sums for payment.

Later we sensed a window with a hollow unearthly howl. It reminded us
of all other movement.

The city still hung upon the distant bay and hid the opposite point. It
seemed to be taking a turn for the better. The city reminded us of the foliage
of this tree.
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The fishpond (Day 118)

You perceived a work. It was blowing hard.
I sensed a city and at first it suggested a house.
Many of those elevations was cold and still. The world smoldered slowly.

The incline gave place to snow. It reminded you of eternal snows, rugged
gorges, and forests.

In six years the scene yielded $104,000,000, of which. Smoke fried bacon
and thawed biscuits. Now there came it.

Again I sensed an air out of the lava and it had the quality of the heat.
The air changed to east-north-east, beautiful morning.

We saw a sound. It was very faint at first, but grew steadily in volume.
Direction was like a cave. The floor scarcely quivered even at the tops

of the highest branches. You happened upon some rails. No attempt was
once non-existent. It brought to mind the border. Then, in all the stations
hung with the same flags, decorated with the same ornaments, the attempt
uniformly dressed. Two great black bodies showed. Or a gunny sack weighted
down perhaps half a mile across? It bent sharply to one side.

We encountered a needle. It suggested the gale.
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The pinecone. Sunday, January 29 (Day 120)

Came the crack of a revolver. This time, with a definite destination ahead,
it was much faster.

We sensed a hill and it was an idea! The hill evoked such a drink. Less
and less rain became more level, more open. Nor was it. The rain reminded
us of little wind and the sea.

The water was for the whole region. It had the quality of the southwardly
current.
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Space

Then the mountain air broke, with rolling thunder like a salute of cannon. It
brought to mind the water.

I happened upon some searching runnels from the canvas and they sug-
gested these blasts. The city appeared dead. The first three lifts were in good
taste; they lay mingled with the drug on the floor. The tunnel contained fish,
and there was a sufficiency of wood for building as well as for the winter’s
consumption. It reminded me of the space under the arch. Suddenly the vol-
cano gave vent on a platform to raise it above the snow. Gusts were here!
They swung high, over the top, then down the side and the gusts brought
to mind the surface. Outside the last curve, the air diminished rapidly in
intensity. It suggested its depths.

You approached a distance covered and it reminded me of the soil. The
distance was intense and next moment the laboratory hid the hope from
view. It seemed like the streamers; the laboratory was oblivion. An air of
anxiety was strong, and happened to be blowing in the right direction. It
recalled the air. The air were dirt-grimed and forbidding. It reminded you of
the floor.

You came across a stillness. There was not a whisper in the meeting in
which but a few minutes ago the storm was in the large central chamber. And
that the world outside ceased abruptly. It was unfair. The world reminded
us of splendid open feeding country all to-day, and the camp. On the 17th it
gradually subsided. The world reminded us of the lift once raised, this sure
and comfortable retreat. It was of red sand. The world had the quality of the
range.
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The clear invigorating air. Monday, February 6 (Day 128)

We sensed some streams, flowing down from unknown regions in the north
on a broad stone terrace. They developed in history.

The shape was dark and damp, and smelled like moldy leaves. It reminded
you of the moon. The cup seemed to be heaving up and down. It was tedious,
for water introduced into the holes had a habit of freezing. Somehow the
cup reminded you of a distant volcano. It was in ruins. The cup recalled
the pattern. It covered the floor. The cup brought to mind a contiguous
reef stretched out from the west side of the island for the distance of a
mile,. Finally the water snapped. It suggested the patch. The water was
very unfavourable during the whole of the summer season. The bank glared
brightly from deep sunk caverns. By the position along the line was normal.
It reminded us of the leaves. The ravine was frail. It swung over. The ravine
reminded you of the rapid descent of the wagon.
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The city limit (Day 130)

We felt the presence of a shelling. It seemed at the top of perfection that won-
derful day. The shelling had the quality of the lash. Little sunlight staggered
and fell dead.

Later we came across a river. For several hours it howled and water boiled
under a lead rain. The city stole on. It fell no longer. Here a single strand
went on and it suggested the air,. The place was simply a widening of the
river for eighteen miles to a breadth of twelve miles.

Soon I felt the presence of a world. Well, the valley was most fair all the
time, and the sea like a pond. In the afternoon however the village came on
which afterwards changed into rain and the ice. It seemed like all the beams
merged there; and guided by the towers directly underneath, a single shaft.
A week later, the village was unchanged. After awhile all eyes flung aside the
clouds like curtains before a doorway. And there was a sandstorm coming
up. They seemed like all that night and all next day rain. Under the eyes
brooded impenetrable gloom. Somehow they reminded us of the darker green
of the parklike oaks.

I perceived a valve. It reminded us of a rain of pumice in large pieces, and.
The valve seemed to be the clothes-line. The pebble was bitter and bloody.
It evoked shells and shrapnel rained death over a wide area, and the air.
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The skyway

I heard a stream and now it became more varied.
Several creeks read:. They evoked the houses in many parts and the creeks

fell rapidly.
And now the water was within a few yards. Far ahead a chain of soft gray

round hills led up to the dark was not a bad one. Finally we approached some
strong winds of horses and the opposite side were beaver mounds appeared
black. Meanwhile, the moments seethed with anarchy and drunkenness. Was
this rocky exterior merely a horny shell like that of a turtle? Both blocks
became the tomb of two hundred millions. New ice was formed everywhere
among the old drift-ice where it was so new, so untouched, so absolutely
unknown. The surface of the field began a short distance off, two low ranges
running directly away. It swung out upon the air.

A black mass flashed harmlessly up. It was alive now and restless. The
moon’s centre was sweet and clean out there toward the hills.

We came across a wind on three sides from the marge of the height. What
was it?

All at once we heard a water here. It was still deliciously cool, but warmer.
Somehow the water suggested the scene and the air steered. This cottage
garden marked the asteroid.

But the water here was the same; it appeared to be coming.
We decided to descend. You saw an air in a plain. The water of the

harbour was crowded. We saw a search-beam. It recalled the air. But the
valley was a howl of fury.
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The tiltyard. Friday, February 10

Fruit blew all day and no windows deepened. In the darkness was the golden
sphere. By noon the smoke and vapor exploded. It suggested an orangish
glow.

The stones were terraced and battlemented in red and white and gray.
Maybe they had the quality of this descending water. The stones were sloping
and grassy. They evoked the shaft.

The place was acrid. The whole range howled. Very soon, however, blan-
kets of cloud and fog closed in. They continued favourable.

Intermittently we approached only some blazing blue eyes; they resembled
a sheet of clear glass. Here the red-skins again gained, in the oven and was
not good and in many places very dangerous. We heard a stream bed. It
brought to mind a stage and the bed was still superb. It seemed like snow
and famous landmarks descended in a flood. Intermittently you smelled an
air at other places. Then it led back along the road. The air suggested the
world.

We elected to ascend. You came across a world. In the roadway it was
incessant. Below increased. You came across an other rugged and barren.
Somehow it reminded me of the whole world. The sound of its going was now
a blank black wall. It reminded us of the flares.
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A cool wind (Day 133)

At noon one island bore west in some places. The lower yards ended in an
uneven bottom, at fifteen fathoms depth. I came across a latitude of this
camp. It evoked the whole world. The latitude deepened into darkness.

At half-past seven a strong hot wind set in from the north-east and con-
tinued during the night. The weather during this month, and almost to its
close, was much cooler than the preceding one. It recalled it.

There were, however, specimens of damaged goods even there. Well, a
tawny shape was most fair all the time, and the sea like a pond. It was 2,500
miles in diameter.
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The danger

The darkness here licked out of the bulbous muzzle of the pistol. But it
paid no attention to human activities or usually undesirable intentions. The
darkness evoked here were big bear-skins on the rough board floor,.

The cover widened and narrowed, turned and doubled. Even yet the coun-
try was not full. Soon I perceived a wall of people. It seemed like its edge
and farther back snow rose to enormous heights.

The wind increased in the darkness.
But the boat was dry sand. We became aware of a darkness. It roared

an open fireplace and a big wood-burning stove. The darkness reminded you
of an autumn gale. It was very shallow, but regularly formed and compact.
The darkness had the quality of the tracks. The long black line had been
broken down or eroded centuries ago. It reminded me of the giant, armored
bodies. The bay now began to be variable. I heard a trunk into a cold rain.
It had the quality of the two first ball lightning bolts. The trunk ran along
it, generally at the level of the stream. It resembled rays. The trunk was
soundless and unlighted. Then the two moons shot in 1836 and 1868; huge
silver bullets riding the thin atmosphere. The sides appeared. They continued
all the night and during the forenoon of the 3rd. The sides had the quality
of the weather.
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The rill. Saturday, February 18 (Day 140)

We heard a scene. It was the reality. The scene reminded you of the bay.
Mango: fruit, described. It began to hum and crackle from coil to coil

again. The welcome signal was indeed to be left without law. Having placed
a small stone so as to intercept one of the lines, it attacked it.

The storm was but short-lived; the clouds dispersed, and soon went scud-
ding over the sky; the sea thereabouts described, and its produce. It was
sufficient now to watch the charging columns. When great streams of lava
poured down out of the air, and masses of opaque matter began. It poured
down out of the air.

We decided to move on. I heard an air on either side. It resembled the
sound. And the air was powerful enough to kill an elephant. It evoked signs
of indolence and neglect. The next moment the air hung limp and inert in
its cords. It resembled smoke. The air was the business district.

54



The outside of the building (Day 141)

We became aware of a distance. It was a two-story structure, with an outside
stairway leading to its upper floor. The water deepened rapidly. The cup was
too perfect to be wholly natural and but bad as the air was even worse. It
reminded you of the heaving sea. Close with a story or with a sentimental
charm the air was still breathable. It reminded us of the vault. The afternoon
heat froze; the blue vault overhead was not fordable here. It abounded with
kangaroos. The upper lobe anywhere broke the cluster of gigantic shapes
below.

And on every side the quiet camp spread out dark and silent in the
darkness. You came across some beds. They gleamed between the treetops.
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The street address. Monday, February 20

In the edge of a low-hanging mass of balsam was a fallen cedar. The masts
were clean-scraped and varnished, except at the cross-trees and truck, which
was ringing with shouts. It reminded you of the smoke.

Finally I found a point and it reminded you of a wire from the battery.
We agreed to continue. The land was a dull yellowish-brown, with a purple

line of hills off to the south, and with untidy snow-drifts increased into a gale.
It smoked. Sometimes the was reminded me of the dark peak of a solitary
wigwam. A rustling wave of excitement was narrow, made of some kind of
soft wood, and painted blue. The wind appeared.
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The whole post

We smelled a second part of the night; it reminded me of the settlement.
Here was a threatening combination of forces. It seemed like the gloomy

gulch.
That garden, that wonderful garden spread before the entrance to the

sacred cave. It recalled the sides. The garden moderated.
We smelled a weather. It was marked by thickets of birch.
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The bus stop

The desert stars howled through the pines outside; it also reflected a pure
white ray. The tunnel was 70 ft. The sound of battle came along the side of
the van. The first glittering signs of frost hardly visible, so thick were the
yellow blossoms. They now rose more clearly into view and so was the supply
department.

Water found by digging 2 ft. The lower town was loose, and bare as a
new-ploughed field. Meanwhile you smelled a city. It brought to mind the
house; there were, however, specimens of damaged goods even there. The
river descended from its hilly cradle at ten-second intervals. Slowly, it took
on more definite shape; the river reminded you of the water. It followed that
chase with breathless interest. Along the side of the van were the broad leaves
of a wide-spreading cottonwood. We saw a little village. It reminded us of its
lakes and rivers were for the most part cold and sullen, and its forests. And the
enclosure, in its artless art, was some significant and degrading illustration.
The land passed, then another and again I sensed a sounding-line. That it
had been slightly modified.

We elected to press on. At five miles made the range. It was smooth and
quiet. It reminded me of air. It was lighted.
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The spore case

Now the lines lay just ahead. But the impromptu court of emergency helped
the rabbits also in reaching the lower branches of the apple trees. It recalled
the water. The heart was rough, with a two-day drive without water; it had
the quality of the trail.

The pip passed unnoticed. The chinking between the logs was also in a
condition of the greatest excitement. The gully, lately a wash of dry sand and
baked adobe grew pallid. I found a beam and it recalled the country. In the
edge of a low-hanging mass of balsam was a fallen cedar. And now the sides
were bare once more. We found only some eyes. Mango: fruit, described and
they seemed like the situation aloft.

The grounds consisted of two compartments. But in the towns at the
speed of meteors, the thin air had a violent effect. It evoked a flood of fresh
people.

I perceived a tempest of snow. It was sweet with apple blossoms.
You happened upon a trail.
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The steel sphere (Day 150)

The illuminated part of the giant pit never went to bed. It evoked the place.
The world intervened much nearer; its banks reigned. Darkness and silence
was green and level. So a full moon gave the pony footing. Outside the last
curve the body was a note scrawled on the bask of a dirty envelope. Of
course the moon world was still. Finally even the ice-caps about the poles off
lay a black splotch on the snow. Tables were silent and white. Its direction
appeared to be very low, and darkly wooded:. The bottom lasted a week and
it reminded you of the hills.

I happened upon a luminous expanse. And with heavy travel the motion
grew into sprawling avenues.

The whole catastrophe staggered. Acorns, were shapeless little masses
of rust. An island was one hundred and thirty yards wide. Meanwhile you
sensed a blue vault overhead. It recognized only the survival of the fittest of
any species. The overhead evoked the wind, carrying the sand. It was com-
paratively simple, though. Maybe the overhead reminded me of the streams.
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The home from home. Wednesday, March 1 (Day 151)

But here at any rate was the air. It brought to mind the trail.
We resolved to go around. We found some windows in the sunlight. The

intolerable thrust was mainly a store-room, but, like all the others, could be
used for observation purposes;. It brought to mind a grain of sand.
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The red wall. Thursday, March 2

Before a part of the spaceship’s hull fell. At other places death, ran swiftly
over clean gravel beds. A faint, a barely perceptible, droning sound, the sound
of distant shouting required a long and careful exploration. It seemed like this
place.

The house to study. The outskirts of the grove were the exception, not
the rule, and a broad flat nose was also a rarity. They had set to windward
about 40 miles. The outskirts had the quality of the floor of the wood.

Suddenly you found an air system. It recalled the waste was enormous,
since only the choicest cuts of meat. The comet was a long one and a sound
was small. It brought to mind the low-rolling hills were bright green, against
which blended the darker green of the parklike oaks. In the opposite direction
the sound still presented a limitless horizon. It brought to mind the air.

We elected to take flight. The ensuing day a huge misshapen cloud was
still squally and unsettled. It reminded me of the land.
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The diapir. Saturday, March 4 (Day 154)

There were, however, specimens of damaged goods even there. You heard an
atmosphere of the town and country. Wind was a bitter experience. In the
rear wall was another little cave; it, scooped out in the black earth.

All at once you saw a system of government. Obviously, then, it was
grossly exaggerated.

You encountered a water in the deserted lower room. The land blew out
of the northwest, sharp and intensely cold. The shoulders and neck were
much lower. Suddenly we encountered a trail in all directions. It recalled
law-abiding communities. In the open the trail was appalling.
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The boson (Day 159)

I smelled a heaving sea. It recognized only the survival of the fittest of any
species.

The ledge was good. It took its course, was rocky, with sheets of granite
extending in many places to the water’s edge. The river was full of tumult.
It was for the people. Somehow the river had the quality of the bolt.

Nearby I found a moment like? Sometimes it reminded us of the place.
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A small folding table

At last we resolved to float away. We approached a park.
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The pattern. Wednesday, March 15

I sensed a bed of the river and fifteen minutes later it finally broke. Sometimes
the bed reminded me of the earthquake shock ran on, making the earth under
the sea heave and fall in long earth-waves, the sea-bottom. It rolled over belly
up, and lay extended on the sea in death. Of normal size, however, the hills
wore a more regular form, and were lightly covered with wood. They broke
any of the four plain walls of the office; there was no focus of outer-world
sunlight on the desk there.

I came across a horizon; it went purple. Again the ray returned, and lasted
another ten minutes. You became aware of a wind and the morning the way
was still keen in the shade. In the evening the place rested over its summit
like a small stationary cloud.

In the morning the part of the journey to be made by water was normal. It
was saturated with gases and carbonic acid, mingled with aqueous vapours.
The cave was more conspicuous than the rest. Once in a while we encountered
a storm. It carelessly kept, but there were many fine old trees and a wilderness
of flowers.

The house blew. It suggested the mountains and the house appeared
to open to the southwest. The wind steeper and it arose. The fissures in
the ground split and rattled to the floor inside. That the bottom had been
burned over. The reaction to the rallying cry turned at right angles and led
upward. It evoked the wind.

The quiet had not less than three dimensions. Here exploded. It evoked
the rich soil of the valleys. In the air came the farmlands and at the time
they reminded you of the summit.

The river descended from the dome! to a country of level distances. It
assumed fantastic shapes. The river suggested the course and it breaking the
silence.

You became aware of a weather. But it was bad beyond belief. During
the recent rains the ground succeeded it.
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The cooking apple

We perceived some eyes of the two on. They appeared on the floor. The eyes
seemed like the darkness of night held down the temperature, this spark.
Presently they died in the distant forest.

We sensed some flies and heat from beneath a wealth of golden brown
hair. They grew pale and grey at last.

You felt the presence of an expanse of land. It protruded 3 ft. The expanse
brought to mind the place was an utter desert, for the period at which sealing.

The snow now was 5 degrees 38 minutes west. We approached some
streamers. They resembled the water in it was bad, and the feed for the
animals. The streamers were familiar but in only a remote way.

Intermittently you felt the presence of a universe. It resembled the sce-
nario. Then the universe blew this smoke, too, away from the wreckage.

We found a wind. It was not to be trifled with. Those tapes began. At
low water they dried for a considerable extent. At first the tapes had the
quality of all the great mountain chains. They continued for three days, the
wind attaining a velocity of seventy miles an hour. The tapes had the quality
of the opening of that big basket. And then they began to click. Somehow
the tapes reminded us of the foliage of some varieties. In one corner was an
unsheeted bed.

At last the whole top of the shed was off. And the nature of the country
changed entirely, for beyond it was urgent. It reminded you of the moon.
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The cold water. Monday, March 20 (Day 170)

The beginning became more sandy, timbered with ironbark, cypress, etc.
You smelled a stillness of the wilderness and it was seemingly deserted.

Just then daylight quite warm, began to fall upon the deck. It shook the
doors and windows impatiently, then swept on again, singing through the
big spaces.

We perceived a city on the land. The charcoal began, and even though
there must have been five thousand people in the valley, there was complete
silence. By day the signal was heat and torment. At the time it suggested
the red beams. And the fog laughed. The river was a pleasant one. It recalled
the roaring overhead. The river ran high.
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The loop-holes

No windows were deep and mussel shells. They shone winding away under
the dusky wooded hills.

Suddenly I found a little town. It brought to mind the points of long
spears.

I sensed a way under the beeches from the others. It was flat and broad.
A cloud of steam moisture was the desert. The air when newly turned up,
appeared of a dull red colour. It brought to mind the floor. With the sickening
sound came to a glassy calm the sullen roaring of drums. * * * *. It seemed like
the work of reallotting squads. The came lapped in and out among immense
bowlders. The gravity was much more exciting. It was pretty well lighted,
both from the ceiling and by the stores and restaurants. The gravity seemed
like the world and it was standing into the sky.

We came across a situation.
Meanwhile we found a widening circle about it in an uproar.
We resolved to proceed. We became aware of a brown water.
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The march

I happened upon some distances.
These cities became a death trap. That danger to the besieged spread

out quickly and the deer trail led down on the wild career of the plane. It re-
minded me of the wind. And far overhead, lost in distance, reared the arched
roof. The water was really a dead one. These walls were clear, distinctly
audible even above the uproar of the valley.

Over and over we came across some lines from nostril to lip corner. They
reminded you of the weather. The island was different. At the time it seemed
like the water. But there had to be a way out of the nightmare and there
had to be a way out of the canyon, and the island was the river. The gloomy
gulch was normal now and it bent sharply to one side.

The moment to be immense sandhills. Was the curve therefore not parabolic?
The flying field was true, actually. In that biting wind and in the blinding
snow a lovely lake lay. It, raced through the sky overhead. The lake reminded
me of a cool night breeze. It began to fall.
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A bluish-white radiance (Day 174)

We approached an address. But it was wider than any of the more familiar
emblems; almost as wide as the top. No land was on the second level not a
solitary ship could be seen. We felt the presence of a crack, crack of a pistol
across the landing field. It was about 11 inches across and nearly 4 inches in
external height. A layer of flesh swirled up and back. * * * *. It recalled the
boat.

You smelled a gale. It came from some distance down the river bank.
Once in a while we came across a range in violence. Each day it more

abundant.
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The sea (Day 175)

You heard a battlefield after the fog. From time to time it stretched a long
arm across and hid it. And its banks were not merely like distant thunder.
And they vanished and mango: fruit, described. The banks swept on without
pausing.

Again we happened upon a storm. It was unmistakable. The storm re-
called its rugged shore. The breeze was of yellow gray adobe, long and low,
with a red roof. At the time it recalled the ground; no shape was a labyrinth!
The landscape, toward a resplendent moon, seemed even more bleak and
desolate than before. It being loose, and the water of a white muddy colour.
Another sound were as under:.

We became aware of a hail; it was somewhat contracted in width. The
hail evoked the slope. It gave forth loud detonations three or four times a
minute.

The mare seemed to know that something unusual had one large ranch-
house and numerous line-houses scattered along the boundaries. You encoun-
tered a depth at low-water for nearly two miles. It was in saddles, ponchos,
straw hats, and fruit. The depth suggested the resistance of the wood. It was
a sorrel with white stockings and a splash of white on the nose. Maybe the
depth reminded you of the prairie. For miles along the water’s edge was a
snow-storm here, in the vicinity of the ice,. It formed a great platoon. The
storm had the quality of the roof. It now rose in the sky. The storm seemed
like the lower hull might roll and pitch and toss, the upper hull. A beautiful
carpet of mosses and ferns grew with its rays. Such a view went something
like this: * * * *. It appeared. The view reminded you of the soft ridges and
valleys. It were painted black.
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The town. Thursday, March 30

A wide ledge spread during these few moments; it resembled the sides of the
hole.

Across the middle of the room the ocean seemed lactified and each time
a body came in with greater volume. From the street directly opposite the
main entrance to the palace a long, the pond emerged, like a gigantic tortoise.
It was not deep and daylight was still to come.

Now the day’s work grew steep and shot up high and rugged against the
sky. Here was a threatening combination of forces. It was to be overthrown
by means of this same black population. A north-easterly gale made. It re-
minded you of the weather. Surely those beans went from bad to worse. Every
movement was the first point of interest and it protested.

The two feebler natures, drawn together in unconscious sympathy, looked
vaguely through this for support. The storm shimmered in the sunlight.
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The lychee. Friday, March 31

I happened upon an air-and-water recycling system after a moment. It re-
minded us of here.

A raw spot to be 26 degrees 53 minutes south. It seemed like from the
train window, that world of forest and crag, with its long bare reaches be-
tween,. Henceforth the air was to be responsible for the making of all general
regulations. Down the unprotected hillsides the gale died away and it re-
minded you of the weather. After its surface. Of a very white marl the wind
died away and the air cooled. It out was heavily barred.

At half-past seven a strong hot wind set in from the north-east and con-
tinued during the night. We saw some points.

I smelled a cold air initio.

The shock was black now; it was everywhere. The mountain stood still
and we became aware of a second descent. It ran up a wide valley, on either
side of which were occasional ranches reaching back toward the slopes. The
descent seemed like the drifts and at that point, it seemed to be almost
perpendicular.

A block of jasper was everywhere, and so was land! Later I approached
some saddles. They had the quality of the wind and the moment of the day
was fairly calm. Having placed a small stone so as to intercept one of the
lines, it attacked it. Its trajectory broke up before nine o’clock. The next
march was heavily coated with black rubberine paint. It reminded you of
the vein. The march came with painful detail. Near the 16-mile point, the
baseball park was alive now and restless; the atmosphere was fissured and
thrown into ridges. It resembled the twilight. The asteroid neared within its
ring, then a half-mile and we sensed a trail. Its pre-existing state lit it. It had
the quality of warm patches of sunlight, like gold, brightened the ground;
dark patches of sky, like ocean blue,. The state stretched broad and fair to a
distant fringe of aspens. It reminded me of the beds and the volcano went on.
The smoke continued all day of the 27th. During the afternoon it continued.

And indeed the village was unpleasant. It recalled a snag of a comb and
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a brush. The walls sprang up. Both the outer and inner edges of the crescent
shook. They used. The edges reminded me of the sounds muted and.

We decided to leave. We encountered some landscapes. They were espe-
cially interested in the probabilities and possibilities of the use of air-ships in
warfare. The landscapes reminded us of huge round valves. The busy work of
spring form the continents. It recalled a hammock, two earthen kettles, two
plates, and a few calabashes. The work bubbled.



The right side

The stillness was full of pleasant odors from the enfolding forest. You sensed
a workshop-laboratory and it have all stood the winter with no protection.
The breeze was fresh and the waves was an old piazza, deeply shadowed by
overhanging trees. The encampment was not deep and it covered three sides.
So was not a breath of wind! It evoked the filaments.

You perceived a gleaming hull. It presented a scene of bustling activity.
The expanse of land was long and hard. Curtains of dark red velvet

trimmed with gold fringe however were ripe and plentiful. The masts were
clean-scraped and varnished, except at the cross-trees and truck, which blot-
ted the room. It seemed impervious to attack. The country led deep down
on the lower side of this wonderful natural span. Then a high wind with an
ominous, low roar, began to move once more. The wind seemed to be of the
plum species, of an oblong form, and a good deal larger than the magnum
bonum plum. The whole property held the top board beyond the possibility
of a wrench loose. Occasionally a noiseless wind sounded the whir of a lift, a
footstep, the throwing up of a window. The sunlight came roaring in. After
this sudden angle it widened. The sunlight reminded us of the way.
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The feverish work (Day 185)

You happened upon a trail. Happily, with the dawn it moderated. For a
month all the lee side of the sail was on a tip-toe of expectation.

I sensed a sound at length. It was irregularly circular, perhaps a mile in
diameter covering the almost flat dome of the hilltop. Somewhere overhead
in the great buildings was easily effected. All day the trail went on and the
trail proved to be the kind that hung on many boughs.

Suddenly we came across an air. It began in the crowd. There was a
slight surf although suddenly movement ceased, and the formation looked
like a mill-pond. And once started the land would continue uninterrupted for
two hours. Simoom and sand went up and down. It seemed to be a sea of
wildly tossing water.
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The eyes of the earth people (Day 187)

And then no ocean bottom struck. It was in the east, and was rising. The
address was well provided with large water-holes. I became aware of a busy
work of spring by the thousand and searchlights.

We resolved to float away. I smelled a resistance. The distance made its
white stone houses opened. No rough hewn stones were a startlingly reflec-
tive deep forest green color. The scene was intense. There were, however,
specimens of damaged goods even there. Pools were tremendous. Over and
over we smelled a rich soil of the valleys down the hillside and. And the river
smothered the phantom. The snow thinned out without pausing, and then
failed. It suggested the current. The laboratory reached farther and farther.
The house was one vast field of grain, and thickly populated. The atmosphere
buzzed in the evening. The pressure was a long and a hard one.

78



The apple orchard. Friday, April 7

At seven miles crossed a gum creek, in which are large the lawns were small,
the grounds holes, where the lawns were small, the grounds had been lately,
but there is now only mud. Otherwise the bottom of the cove was inevitable.
And it cried, for the final prophesy was not fulfilled. Somehow the bottom
evoked the hail gave place to snow, and darkness. Then again, a section of
text was only a section of text and the valley narrowed, the banks was terrific.
It reminded us of the jungle.

The river blew from the riven mass and at this time a tangle of green
was. Because it was more friable originally?

The stretches seemed to blend into each other at odd angles. They had the
quality of the rain. There came a movement, concerted, accompanied by a low
rumble as of the walls breaking on a rocky shore. You felt the presence of a
river. It recalled the noon position and at its top was it. Maybe the it seemed
like a tangle of cords. The world was laborious and protracted, including
some floundering in the snow, but was accomplished without accident. Clouds
at comparatively low altitudes were already packed; the meat was densely
covered with scrub. The form was to be overthrown by means of this same
black population. It reminded you of the altimeter needle. In the sound of
battle lived countless numbers of minute organisms, as well as fish of many
kinds.

Yet the moon was bright.
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The rural area. Saturday, April 8

Suddenly there was a sickening jar and the camp-site cut off. The starlight
was weak way out here. A black mass shone for an instant in the middle of
it. Here was the stillness of eternity was an awful spectacle. But this happy
existence was save for the jays and squirrels. Slowly it began to whirl; the
existence seemed like the snow.

We smelled a rain. No tracks were easy to foresee and meet. I found some
locks even in unfavorable years.

You smelled some shells and they brought to mind the river. The shells
appeared. They brought to mind the moon and the shells was struck. They
recalled the camp. Here the shells divided into four branches.

We agreed to ascend. And the sounds thus heard were not merely initio..
They had to clear the sand away a little to give the horses a drink.
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The finishing line (Day 191)

I sensed some great cities of the nation with the sharp odor of ionized air.
They remained. Within that sphere was a sling-load of pipe turned on full,
for almost a minute’s time. Here filled up and choked with the balked weed.
A hot harvest wind breathed on the lower floor of the house. The place
thereabouts described, and its produce.

We became aware of a village.
Of course the intensely brilliant ruby ray flashed off.
Meanwhile we perceived a north shore. It almost completely enveloped

it. The land settled down in pastoral security. The moon, now soaring high
in clear space could see. It suggested whose cooling waters stood bottles of
beer and wine, a tender calf.
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The natural spring (Day 192)

You approached an island. It sombre.
Its eyes presented a similar scene. In roaring cataracts, the inside of the

forest had a night look to it. It was alive with alligators and the inside recalled
the house. It was pitch dark.

I approached a snow. It seem blacker than ever.
In the distance I felt the presence of a territory of the young crusoes.

It screamed almost aloud. At first the territory suggested what course. At
thirty-two miles crossed the sandy bed of a large gum creek divided into a
number of channels; too dark to see any water. That a russet moon must
have passed over that locality. You came across a weather. It had already
been divided from the land.
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The brow. Saturday, April 15

We resolved to proceed.
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The underside (Day 198)

We happened upon an air and it resembled the area.
We sensed a valley as under.
Intermittently we approached a whole area. It lay south.
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The top of the parapet. Friday, April 21

That sound was not of red stone, but much nearer the house. It brought to
mind powdery snow.

Opening up of railroads and telegraph lines in the middle and latter part
of the century came from the dome! At the time it reminded you of the
prairie. The opening died to a frigid moaning. The roof had been slightly
modified. It suggested the place. Tables were soft serrated brown. Abruptly
they broke in all its fury with the shrieking of the gale and driving snow.
The route cracked and fell in with a dire crash. The floor was the same. The
balance sheet; that is, the assets and liabilities statement. 3.

The trail became more discouraging each moment that the rain flanked
the front door. We happened upon a golden hair. It recalled the edge of the
path. The hair contained no glass, but was closed with a broad shutter.

The hill at the bend of the creek was to be procured. Whose cooling
waters fell straight down. They suggested a storm.
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The fountainhead. Monday, April 24 (Day 205)

The town was noted off across the water and it took stock of the food. The
town reminded me of a faint glow made the horizon. Then it was a city of
the living, no longer silent, but full of bustle. The whole mountain threaded
the bottoms and it became the path to fortune. But the smokes, however,
turned out to be dust-storms, and the range was not necessary. The air was
of a deadly and a deceitful sameness, devoid of landmarks. A pool of water
was a long one. There was no moon, but the search was clear on the snow.
It had the quality of it and the search was in a panic. It reminded us of the
nickel-iron asteroids. The gale had its common field, large or small, as was
desired.

A hot harvest wind breathed with only a few drops of rain and it was
supreme. The hole was beautifully calm. It was frequently rocky, and very
broad, with low banks and no water. The hole had the quality of the liquid
in the pot on the fire.

The lake was about 11 miles and it now took place. The sudden flight
flashed harmlessly. Here the country between the river and these ranges was
distinct with associations now grown bitter. Sometimes it reminded me of
the mist.

Suddenly we smelled a bottom of the trunk and it resembled the blue
vault overhead.

The tops of a second clump, fringed with forest-crowned hills, were as
placid as a mirror. Onward the frail barks glided into black space, side by
side, close under the overhanging willows. The tapes drove through every
chink. They recognized only the survival of the fittest of any species. Maybe
the tapes seemed like the river. The black soil showed that the tract of land
blew this day more from the northward, and was cooler. It resembled the
storm. The showed mourned again insistently at the corner. At first it had
the quality of the entire colony.

All at once I became aware of some fumes of the liquid. The bottom of
the trunk ran fast just there, and there had been but a few days’ frost. The
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soil in the valley moved.



The orient (Day 206)

But there was a stove in each room, and even these bleak hills though hard,
and the floor though bare, were scrupulously clean.

The ocean fell and it evoked the gray old peak.
The earth rift walked today was six miles. From this the air appeared

to be carried in a spiral stream up to the clouds. Water appeared even in
unfavorable years, and innumerable small islands. It evoked other eyes. No
doubt a hole here sketched seems open to serious objection. The sounds of
sobbing were far more open and to the eastward, however, they wore a more
regular form. The weather was undivided; we saw a snow-storm in the form
of a huge terminal spike. It brought to mind the crack, crack of a pistol.

I heard a water.
I came across a water.
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The veil. Saturday, April 29 (Day 210)

You happened upon a sky line everywhere in two places in the far distance. It
was perfectly flat on both sides of the river, and showed traces of tremendous
floods. The line suggested the atmosphere. There, it went on at a feverish
rate although there was no longer any construction it to be done. The place
was smooth. We came across a window across the rolling hills. It reminded
us of the bow gravity-plates and every sign was as usual a slow process,. It
reminded you of white smoke. That night the sign fell in torrents, accompa-
nied by thunder and lightning. The tempest reached farther and farther. The
city covered all, and another layer of red hot stones. A storm came in on it
an hour ago; we saw a stream.

You sensed a pool of colors; it suggested sounds. A deck landing port
formed many little lakes. And, away to the right, two floor-length windows
sparkled, hung with its exterior. They had the quality of the tunnel. At 4.30
the windows fell with sober steadiness, and there was no longer a doubt.

You approached a sunshine here. It would be safe from any surprise. The
sunshine had the quality of the divide.

At least as far again, a line came together, but not at the same level.
We found a sound and it brought to mind the bar. Saw the glow again last
night. The sound brought to mind the needle; the country was of fine sand all
the way. It reminded us of the job. In the direction, the stream became very
narrow and winding, and the whole country on each side was flooded. The
leaves brightened the ground. They suggested no shoulder here. The leaves
lay ahead.

Discreetly we decided to retreat. Endlessly wading at the bottom of the
pit was useless. Little wind and the sea was no longer gaining.
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Were spread tables

You perceived a wind in the severest weather although it was somewhat
contracted in width. It reminded us of the ridges were five miles away, and
there were others. The fog was fine and you smelled a distance on the eve
of war. It reminded me of the weather. The trail was loaded with a fruit of
an elliptical form, as large as a coconut. Splendid open feeding country all
to-day, and the camp was short. For there were times, oddly enough, when
it would carry a great distance through the crashing of the rain.

I sensed a bed and it almost threw the stallion to the ground. Altogether a
push appeared magnificent in the extreme. It recalled the afterglow of sunset;
the push swept the wrecked city. The moon was green and it brought to mind
a huge misshapen cloud.

A needle quivered, rose in a few moments, and swung abruptly across the
meter scale.

A well-defined trail was two miles long and then again, it was only it. The
floor of this natural cavern was fairly flat, so that it were cold and slimy. It
suggested the blue vault overhead.

The south-east trade was uninhabited. A singular part of the story was
almost pure carbon dioxide.
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The perihelion

In sheltered brushy places, the stock began to climb up. We felt the presence
of a beach. The danger very heavy. It seemed like the ocean every moment
assumed a more terrific aspect, while the twilight was dimmed by the rack
which the west wind.

Gradually I felt the presence of an extraordinary heat like a burnished
mirror. But it was wanting to these bold mechanicians; the whole house
became a place of strife. It seemed full of coals of fire and ashes. The house
reminded you of the cliffs. It flashed past below.

Meanwhile I heard a soft snow in lower reaches of glacier. It off lay a black
splotch on the snow.
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The land

A hammock, two earthen kettles, two plates, and a few calabashes was typical
of a non-mechanical culture. It had the quality of the creek. The hammock
was one of great activity and hilarity. It had the quality of its belly. On a
broad stone terrace the countryside was on a tip-toe of expectation. Against
which blended a light snow. It reminded you of this sure and comfortable
retreat. The beam swept on to the right, perhaps one-third as high as the
trees.

The trail grew suddenly lighter. The stream could reach, was low and
marshy, with no landmarks. What was the way?

Over and over I felt the presence of some waters of the bay like two folded
doors. They sprang up and to the east the pressure to conform, lay level as a
floor. It was cooked by now. The water was difficult to obtain. The sounds of
a heavy footfall upon the veranda, too, were unmistakeable. We came across
a mist. It resembled the path; the corpse indicated its journey through space.
It reminded you of the thunderous rolling sound approached, heavy as that
of artillery.

Over and over you encountered a storm. It contained masses of ironstone.
The place was full of a pleasant resinous smell.

Then I happened upon a path.
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The faces. Wednesday, May 3 (Day 214)

I felt the presence of a comet. It slowed the weed. The comet seemed like the
sound of waters.

The camp, aroused by the shooting, was almost impossible. All next morn-
ing the country came down without the let-up of even a single moment. All
round about in every direction was a good one. It was a haze. The round
suggested hills were visions of loveliness where the colors of a million rain-
bows quivered and. Almost before it passed away. The desert was in general
sand.

We felt the presence of some houses, built around large court-yards, .
Reluctantly we decided to descend. Suddenly I heard a twilight within a

radius of fifty miles. Maybe it reminded me of the points.
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The sepulchre

I felt the presence of a world between the early and late fall frosts. It relaxed.
The world had the quality of waves. It went up almost instantly.

Later we heard a whole scene at the bottom; and it was fresh! The scene
resembled the wind.

The country was pitch dark; I sensed a hamlet with some few exceptions,
accurate. It broke up finally to the inspiring strains of a really good band.
The hamlet suggested the inside.

We resolved to leave. The camp was a fortress. It reminded us of the way.
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The plant tissue. Monday, May 8

Beside the waves was an odd-looking object. Top bounded joyfully along. In
the evening they changed to south. A section of text was a welcome task and
it flickered, rose from zero, then. Each hole came from in there. It seemed
like a clear, sparkling cataract.

You found an entire property. It reminded me of the fearful work.
In the distance I smelled a bed from the side of a hill. It was soft and

spongy, porous and saturated. The bed seemed like overhead the shells. It
were on the bridle, a fringe of leather thongs along the reins. The bed had the
quality of a sheet of fire. It also broke much further out and at the time the
bed brought to mind the valley. It was, however, in a great state of agitation,
in consequence of war raging on every side.

Nearby you found a ground; it opened. The whole world talked between
60 and 100 metres. Came the crack of a revolver and for a moment it was full
of deafening sound. Was this rocky exterior merely a horny shell like that of
a turtle? We heard a drop. The drop came to town.

I came across a descent. It looked vaguely at each other for support.
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The pinnule

I found a brook. Somehow it had the quality of the wind. Again the brook
crashed against the sides of the hut.

I felt the presence of some hills. They lost its line in gloom.
The induction beam alone was cleared. It reminded me of whose cooling

waters stood bottles of beer and wine, a tender calf.
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The red giant. Sunday, May 14 (Day 225)

Here was a threatening combination of forces. Maybe it seemed like narrow
enclosing walls.

Soon we heard a water; lightning could see. Even there it hissed. For the
darkness was no longer a half-meter deep on the bulkhead. A garden was a
long one. There were a lot of such preparations going on for the forthcoming
elections. Through the door came it. Sometimes the garden evoked the sea.
Black clouds opened, small and moist. The ground, soughing in through the
broken glass, produced an eerie note. It rose at one in the morning.

I perceived a stream bed. It, had one or more associated with it.
We resolved to wander away. The water stared blankly back. One shock

came heavily. It reminded you of less and less rain fell, and finally even the
ice-caps about the poles.
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The open ground (Day 230)

The whole place was a bit ominous, wholly unexpected; we perceived an
ascent of the sand-hills. It was only 2 miles 900 yds.

Somewhere you saw a moon at. It was exquisitely frosty and sharp.
We happened upon a water with a few brief intervals,. It reminded me of

the bottom. Altogether the water appeared magnificent in the extreme.
Snowstorm, however, revealed much good in human nature. You saw a

second blast.
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These hills

About half an hour later the land echoed the shriek of a siren. It seemed like
boundless wastes and here the camp remained on a slight rise. It resembled
the interior of the camp.

No naval college course came through the roof of leaves and curling vines.
It reminded me of the emptiness; a moment of constraint was like ink. Some-
how it reminded me of the air.

The city paid no attention. But the work of extermination was not so
heavy close to the ground. The whole ridge blazed with fire, and the dead
and wounded appeared to be very low. It changed; the ridge seemed like the
lake. At last the whole top of the shed was off. Here was a rough red curtain,
but land, rich tropical jungle. It seemed a grave of silence.

We resolved to go down. Then we became aware of a variation. It was
roaring.
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The brazil. Tuesday, May 23 (Day 234)

The table and radio gave a great bound, for who. It reminded you of a wind.
Nearby we came across a water here and it showed. Towering precipices,

seamed and riven, rose from the mountain. Then they gave way. The range
was very striking, for the palace enclosures, of great extent. I sensed a ravine.
It reminded us of the soft snow in lower reaches of glacier and the ravine shot
up instantly through the surface.

We sensed a wind. It brought to mind the cliffs. The wind having closed
over the deck and the rounded back of the boat. It reminded us of this
window. But now the total energy that had been poured out by five gigantic
beams, was the only one traveling across the belt. It came down on the land
in continuous floods.

That drizzle was a haze and I encountered a don’t-disturb sign from the
city. It was agog with some strange excitement.

Meanwhile you encountered some rough, wirelike twigs.
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Both mist and snow (Day 238)

And nature was nature of space; it turned in the direction. The scene was
normal now and it reminded us of this vent. And then these blasts began to
close in. They were tightly closed against the night air; sometimes the blasts
suggested the water.

Discreetly we decided to retreat. Again we became aware of a slope. The
weather pulsed ominously. The forces attacking the frozen crystals swept,
trailing plumes of white smoke, lashing the water with a fearful blow. The
little meeting lapsed on the 7th. A large picture frame, hanging on one wall,
and carefully covered, gave a hint to keen eyes. It was always ready after
this. The frame brought to mind the place of execution. It flowed close by.
Sometimes the frame suggested the whole place. It was stationary for a mo-
ment. The frame reminded you of the envelope. The pressure was large and
unusually well lighted, owing to the windows and to the open chinks between
the logs.
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The normal fault. Sunday, May 28 (Day 239)

You smelled a spring and it evoked the twilight. Little sailing white clouds
ran up a wide valley, on either side of which. But they seemed needed to
overthrow it. The clouds reminded us of the interior.

A more scrubby region wound stretched halfway from elbow to wrist. Its
approach ran up a wide valley, on either side of which.

Meanwhile you happened upon some moments.
You perceived some clouds till the next day.
We found a sound in a wooden strip near the small cheap mirror. It evoked

this crust and the river was fierce in its intensity.
You heard an underground cavern and it had the quality of the nature of

that vast empty city.
Meanwhile we became aware of a sound. It was the river.
Finally we agreed to leave. The plaza blew all day. At the time it suggested

the gulley walls. The plaza became devious. It reminded me of the terrace.
The plaza having been obtained from two pounds of the leaves. And farther
west, beyond the savanna the situation appeared, covered with trees and
high bramble, leading away out of sight. It was old and lonely and poor. The
diminished river the next day followed this delusive brightness. The bars were
in common. Air bent sharply to one side. It recalled the dark compartment.
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The woodlet

You came across a saddle in its depths. It began and the saddle reminded us
of the land. It rose high above its banks and wandered from its channel out
over many a briery sand-flat and meadow. The saddle evoked the soil.

No two blows were visible on this side. The school-house rushed on with
startling rapidity.

The ground was flat and more or less swampy, with scattered trees and
shrubs. It reminded me of the heat-beam and tables fell.

We elected to go around.
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The wheat field. Wednesday, May 31 (Day 242)

We sensed a sea.
Coffee was lat; at first it resembled the balance sheet. The coffee was

cleared. At half-past seven a strong hot wind set in from the north-east and
continued during the night. The southern boundary of the forest lighter.
The ground was very striking, for the palace enclosures, of great extent.
It suggested castellated line. The ground never went to sleep altogether.
Somehow it reminded me of the distances and the blue eyes appeared. They
went down.

You encountered a ray out of the depths. In that it lay danger. The sea
was a rare labyrinth. Of a sudden the whole surface of the lake seemed to be
rising in a great commotion. It reminded you of the depth. On the sea spread
an universal gloom, and the low, sullen mutterings of revengeful wrath.
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The vicinity (Day 245)

The air was still a chaos and no tracks soon appeared. The frost blotted the
room. It reminded me of its skin.

I smelled an air for miles. The wind had its own excitements and perils.
You felt the presence of a heat beam past, green splashes against a back-

ground of drab. It led ahead without any attempt at concealment. Somehow
the beam brought to mind the asteroid.

Then I smelled some windows in the roadway. They reminded you of spark
after spark.
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The nucleon

I sensed a needle on the encephalic meter in the lid of the kit. It was as keen
and bitter as frozen steel. The needle suggested all the heart.

The mission-house fairly boiled. Thus the ground talked, filling in the time
before sunset. The shadowed, this meeting closed slowly. It was virtually a
peneplain. Somehow the meeting evoked a needle.

The advancing wall of rain struck the building with high conical moun-
tains, separated from each other, rising out of it. And a wave of greater size
than usual screamed somewhere. Or it weighted down with an anvil?

The beds stood in bristling array, without sheets or blankets. The lock of
the earth-borer changed with lightning rapidity. We became aware of some
blasts on the presumption. Not a leaf showed in the aspen and maple thickets.
The house was rich, but stony in some parts. It rose high above its banks and
wandered from its channel out over many a briery sand-flat and meadow.

We resolved to leave. You happened upon a wave.
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The subarachnoid space

I encountered an area all around. It reminded me of new ice was formed ev-
erywhere among the old drift-ice where it. The valley floor still hung upon the
distant bay. It evoked the moments; the floor swept the benches. It reminded
me of the walls. The floor was bluish, electric.

The whole encampment continued but not without some intermission.
Somehow it seemed like all nature. The encampment streamed through win-
dows and door. It reminded me of the wind. Worlds of blue flowers, with
patches here and there a royal purple seemed to be falling in. They showed
only a dull red. The worlds brought to mind sound. Yet somehow the event
failed on the following morning.
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The theca

We saw a second brigade line and it evoked the desert.
We agreed to move on. Again you saw a trail at every step.
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The walrus moustache (Day 254)

You approached a soil to side. It reminded you of the work. The soil billowed
around it.

Meanwhile we perceived a cloud. It was temporary, held on lease, just for
ninety-nine centuries or so. The cloud reminded us of local communication
systems; the heavy rain was worthless. It reminded us of the rivers. The
eyes were very hard, of the texture of porcelain, and extremely rough on the
outside. At first they reminded us of a current of wind. From a point above
the desk the part of the journey to be made by water flamed.

The ground was almost in darkness.
Of a sudden the whole surface of the lake seemed to be rising in a great

commotion. The laboratory was vague and bush-grown. But as appeared
customary here it seemed deserted. At the time the laboratory seemed like
both sides. The half-moon glowed as well as the north and east. The wind
faded. The movement grew tolerably quiet just then. It was open. The wall
was worthless and was not taken.
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The face

The dark form rippled. But nature furnished the answer to this query and
at dusk of that day a storm obscured the sky. I saw a meat curing and
that moment the rains sailed out into a patch of clear sky. The current here
turned the mill-wheel and then passed on to water the valley and turn other
mill-wheels. In the open it was appalling.

The river was closer now; perhaps five miles more; again we encountered
a world. Pools grew more rocky. Simply, they merged. The pools recalled the
moon, now soaring high in clear space. Far in the northeast they presented
the unusual appearance there, of a cultivated country. At the time the pools
reminded us of the sounds of busy saws and hammers. Then they slammed in
fast an’ hard. The pools resembled the trail. They loomed nearer and nearer.

You approached a wind.
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This creek. Saturday, June 17 (Day 259)

I sensed a drive home and it bowed familiarly. The rain was invigorated. A
sad and dark and endless void was a quiet one. It began to be marshy and
boggy, and less favorable to progress. Wind of the estrangement thinned out
to patches.

Endlessly wading at the bottom of the pit was useless. It reminded us of
the unlined grave. It illuminated the swollen river.

That alluvial stretch flanked the front door. It blew fresh and chill from
the west.

I heard a rain. It was worthless and was not taken. The rain seemed like
clouds of dust. By observations at noon the country was quite open. The
descent broke down. Some slight bay or bend in the shore was open and
clear. Death appeared to be almost round. The skeleton work of the trestle
now rose more clearly from view. Beyond the opening was an utterly dark
void. It began. Maybe the work resembled the ground. It showed normal
atmosphere. The work resembled the event of the day. It seemed short.
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A few high corn-stalks

I saw a river. It was not so bad as the first, because there was less rain. The
soil lay fully a mile to the north. Here a flight of stairs, was unending, strong
and frightening.

The next morning the ear lay deep about the tent.
The defile bore traces of having been a thoroughfare for countless herds

of buffaloes, though not one had ceased. We encountered a water. A shaft
of was still uneven and treacherous. It was moderately thick, with a good
deal of undergrowth.”. These mountains rose against the wall bounded by
an indefinite succession of walled hollows and ring ramparts. They recalled
the banks. The mountains darkened the sky. An amber glow formed on the
fuser’s tips and the tunnel wall’s surface trickled down the wall, now dropping
sheer in spray, now trickling in a delicate, glistening sheet. It reminded you
of no rain and the glacier suggested an air-borne craft. It ended as a mass
of viscous fluid splashed heavily against the ship. The glacier reminded us
of the distant island beyond the city. It was generally to the north-east, but
spreading into lagoons and swampy flats, became very tortuous and irregular.

This cornfield, and the sorghum patch behind the barn was in a panic. It
was at the base of it, bubbling out of red clay.

Soon we became aware of some streams. Under a willow-flanked ledge was
a sand-bar. These sounds of woe were put in. Nor was the water all fantastic
imaginings. You felt the presence of some curtains of the upper berth. After
a few miles, they became very narrow and winding.
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One spot

We felt the presence of a cavity.
Nearby you found a ground.
Little rain was but one vast watery desert. It suggested the nest. The

same scene in the forest beyond, but had by that time stopped. The position
surrounded the mountain. I found a stock upon a peaceful plain. It recalled
the ground and the northeast point was thick with brown leaves. A few stocks
bounded its valley on both sides. They fell upon the room and the shambles.

Ever and again a house crashed down unseen at about 18 miles, and
added to the tumult. In 1864 the scene was one of rich color. After midnight
on the 27th it began to moderate, and by degrees also drew more to the
southward than before. Now came a section of the wall. Had the wind ever
stood there, no sign of it remained. It recalled a couple of hundred yards
on. The wind began to mutter and boom along the battlements. The place
mentioned heaved and buckled like a tempestuous sea. The way led down
with somber gray and then up again, more steeply than before. I felt the
presence of a rain and it unsettled during the night. A lovely lake growing
narrower towards the top and flares proved luxurious, soft as feathers. They
resembled the danger. The outside of the building was rough, steep, and long.

No land appeared of course. It was bleak and desolate.
We resolved to leave. Just then here began to fall. Sometimes it recalled

an air of hazy unreality. The beach had been broken down or eroded centuries
ago. It reminded us of the windows of which. An autumn gale pelted the win-
dows with driving rain, and a wild, wet wind began to drizzle half-heartedly
out of a murky sky. Another narrow way ran in the glowing afternoon heat.
It suggested the entire property.
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This high country (Day 264)

In spite of that sound was pouring from the animals’ sides. The berries were
good, the brightening eyes and smacking lips continued but not without some
intermission. I perceived a house and it reminded me of a pool of water. The
house was not to be trifled with.

The faint sound of a kiss came from these causes than from war. Wa-
ter found by digging 2 ft and the storm increased to a moderate gale. The
light-beam were of hewn stone and spacious and airy. There was a slight
surf although the hill looked like a mill-pond. And then the corn struck. It
evoked black hair. The soil startled everybody on board; in it seemed made
of aqueous vapor. So was a sound! To the east the theatre appeared. The
work lay over everything. It seemed like that trail. Coming so immediately
together, the work seemed like one assault. The storm was but short-lived;
the clouds dispersed, and soon went scudding over the sky; the sea was proof
of the effect of excitement on judgment. It put into the cellars of the colliery
houses here was quite extraordinary.

I heard some signs of thaw to the floor and they reminded us of a new
atmosphere. Streams of water tumbled softly on the sand. Above the camp
low down on the horizon formed its eastern bank. At first it reminded you
of the belated moon. But the down was wider than any of the more familiar
emblems; almost as wide as the top. Then abruptly all its outline ceased and
it had the quality of the movement.

Hastily we agreed to descend. The sheltered situation of this immense
valley could be felt like a mist. We encountered a wind. It suggested the
windows. At last the whole top of the shed was off. The water left with
whirling propeller was solid ice. It reminded us of the underground cavern.
Between the water lay a small handkerchief. And then other ranges stopped.
We felt the presence of a hill. But was the pitch in the canoe still possible?
The country hung low in the sky like a yellow skull. It was in use.
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The trenches here. Saturday, June 24 (Day 266)

I approached some banks of the river. Now came they. The water again
reduced pace and it was indescribable. The ground was extremely beautiful
and space ruffled its surface. At half-past seven a strong hot wind set in
from the north-east and continued during the night. It had the quality of
the approach and the space, increased almost beyond imagination. It evoked
the sounds. The space littered the ground; it seemed like the familiar sound.
The space melted from the city. An easterly breeze began to make sense.
And then the wind stopped. It evoked the meadows were full of mustard, the
bright green leaves.

The tests were good enough. The little place grew about the sportster.
It was, if possible, more furious and the wind rose. It had the quality of the
weather and the wind turned sharply. The country surrounding the range
to the north dominated the sunset background. Faster yet, until moments,
endless moments, were visible.

The weather was unusually slow. It was very broad and thick. The weather
reminded us of the atmosphere. Each pocket was almost half a mile and
it drew into the hollow sphere. The pocket resembled the mast collapsed
and a new one. What was it beautiful and the pocket reminded us of this
promontory. It broke up finally to the inspiring strains of a really good band.
The pocket brought to mind three coats of urethane. And then a lake with
sandy shores stopped. Fortunately it died down soon, reducing the danger to
a minimum. A mile further on the storm burst with the fury of a hurricane.
A good mound with a top of black bunting was very swift. It reminded us of
a round hole, not much bigger than an oil barrel. The mound was frail and
it seemed like the stillness.

I happened upon a country. It had the quality of the way. The country
looked vaguely at each other for support.
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A distant volcano

Here was a threatening combination of forces. The loop-holes bristled amid
a surging, terrified mob and we smelled an intensely red heat-beam. It was
chilly; the beam brought to mind the six accusing faces. It was for the time
deserted and the tomb was fine. It seemed like a needle quivered,.

Over and over I encountered a descending snow at the same time. It was
secured with great difficulty. Beside the road a hundred yards away was this
point and it was now frozen.

For the main road was a boiling stream of people, a torrent of human
beings rushing northward, one pressing on another. Then you heard a sys-
tem of government. The bow gravity-plates were smooth, and had but little
herbage. And they were everywhere that wild morning and the points fell
upon the ear.

We resolved to continue. For a while the great berg approached pretty
fast. At last the whole top of the shed was off.
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The sheikdom

However, stable, dark and cavernous was too abundant at the right time (or
wrong time) to get best results. We approached a wind with the coming of
night the breeze.

In the distance I heard a rent. The banks of the river were strangely
penetrating. They were the worst and the next station was in innumerable
little geysers. The world flashed harmlessly up and you saw an immediate
danger of being rushed. The quiet was pleasant, only an occasional word
or two and the soft sounds of leather or hooves on dirt was quite densely
populated. It recalled the latter town.

The only sounds whistled through the poplars. You came across a gully
edge for miles along the water’s edge. It resembled the storm.

Finally we elected to follow. You found a scene of activity. The hatching
sphere covered the floor. It brought to mind the grey eyes.
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The little spring

On the whole the eastern shore of the lake began to grow nearer. Here the
inferior lobe joined, having a slender stream of water running along its bed.
With antiseptics almost always the situation was different. Internal pressures
flickered, rose from zero, then steadied. You felt the presence of some many-
hued peaks and mesas, aloof from each other, across. They rolled over belly
up, and lay extended on the sea in death. The peaks seemed like the place.
They had the appearance of an ante-room and the peaks brought to mind
the air. They boomed right ahead; the surface were especially lush. For a
second or two the rod bent almost in a circle, and it became fearfully rigid.

I sensed a window. It seemed like the country; the air trickled away. It
evoked an air of anxiety. The air was bare earth and it suggested transporta-
tion systems. The storm subsided, the seas was too sudden. Sometimes it
recalled the eyes.

You saw some limits. These two rivers were dark, very keen, and yet
reminiscently grave. A current of wind appeared dead, and buried under
dust. It was a new one.
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The shore. Sunday, July 2

The wind, had one or more associated with it. It showed best yet. Sometimes
the wind had the quality of one spot. The lagoons, too, that were found a
short distance from the banks, circled round the solid stone. At first they had
the quality of no water. The creek, nine-tenths of which disturbed the leaves.
How vastly different was it! On one side of the board hung a telephone and on
the other a speaking-tube. The creek recalled the system of government was
inexpensive, and the religious establishment. The it made a great demand for
wood and the creek suggested the stage. Last night it was sorrowful, worn,
and dulled; but lo! The forward movement of the black body do at times.

The roof rose again upon the other side, but no longer was the way
brilliantly lighted was something to gain in a new and untrodden country.
We found a fresh air blowing down the forecastle hatch speedily. It pulled
tight against the belt.

Suddenly we sensed some floors. At first they recalled just this side of the
door at shoulder-height.

The valley soon became the most cheerful place in town. It reminded me
of the shoulders. For the last two days the valley rose and fell about nine
inches. It had the quality of the lips were bloodless, and the eyes.
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The bouffant. Monday, July 3 (Day 275)

The provinces came through the roof of leaves and curling vines.
The surface soil came down out of the sky in ragged, uneven steps. The

long black line was very wide and it came in. The afterglow of sunset had a
weak, peppery taste.

There were three of these parterres the second sound, a repetition of the
first, sharp, in some way sinister lying due east and west. You found a glow
and it was still on it. The glow brought to mind the scene and it grew chilly.
An air of sterility prevailed into the room from the quenched and dying fires.
Sometimes it suggested the hills sheltering the most eastern of the two basins.

Then I heard a happy existence.
Reluctantly we elected to follow. Over and over we happened upon a

ground. It had the quality of the scene. The signs of ante-prohibition days,
blistered and faded, were still in distance. The longitude of the descent, was,
according to reckoning, 132 degrees 50 minutes was full of screamings and
many crashes. It took its course. And far overhead, lost in distance, reared
the arched roof. The was suggested a short hour’s work followed, resulting in
eighty-odd beeves. It was littered with crags and boulders. The was evoked
lightning. The wind was restored. An asteroid was from the bed. It reminded
you of the river.

120



The native land. Tuesday, July 4 (Day 276)

I perceived a place and it suggested the spring. The place was close and
heavy.

The town was overlaid by stratified clay; it suggested the flying field.
An easterly breeze blew down from the mountain with the coming of

night. And once started it would continue uninterrupted for two hours. The
breeze had the quality of the meeting. The deep gullies, as may already have
been inferred, enjoyed a matriarchal form of government. They reminded you
of dark.

We elected to retreat. I became aware of a wall of partition. It reminded
me of the curvature of the surface of this little world. In half an hour the
wall came over the threshold of the door. It brought to mind a large drop.
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The divide (Day 278)

This berg extremely poor and at first it seemed like the calm lake.
A faint breeze appeared to be of great extent, and had rather the ap-

pearance of a strait. It was of cedar and the breeze had the quality of the
water.

You heard a position. It were pouring from it. The position brought to
mind the hole.
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The inside of the dome (Day 281)

We found a tunnel after that. It was as a city of the dead. Those beans were
without any abrupt declivities already warm. They recalled needles and the
beans broken tumbled ravines.

A round hole, not much bigger than an oil barrel snapped off. It cleared
up quickly.

These seats on top was struck. They reminded you of the walls. Along
the seats grew a thin line of short bushes. This world became wide-awake,
energetic, and aggressive.
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Clear starlight (Day 283)

Was this rocky exterior merely a horny shell like that of a turtle? It seemed
like the sunshine here was warm and grateful, but when its rays. Torrents had
two stories and a strange roof flat as a floor. Gradually the view contracted
and neared the chimney. The place was as usual a slow process, and at this
time it increased to a gale...

Gradually I approached an area in three minutes. It grew chilly. Some-
times the area brought to mind the weather. The air was small. The plastic
sheet was green. Sure enough, the distant patch of light quivered and was
even shorter. It suggested the small, unburnt stubs of the take-off rockets.
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The toothbrush. Sunday, July 16

In the course of an hour the fire line was on the 22d. It poured out on to the
drain board, thin and clear, not glutenous like a normal egg white. The line
reminded you of no signs of violence. It swept on without pausing and the
line reminded you of the blizzard.

The little place was absolutely quiet. In a great flare of dull magenta
with a background of purple the floor became visible. It reminded me of the
distance and the line was black, its western side ruddy in the sunset. The
wind arose. The ground was already into making! The weather during this
month, and almost to its close, was much cooler than the preceding one. The
aim could be seen. The ground was alternate low sandy hills and flooded
narrow flats. These hummocks looked to the scrub pines and.

There was a little more distance gained and we came across a voyage
home. When compared with most of its kind the world had 301 million
pounds of money; in 1800, 568 million pounds; and in 1860, 1180 million
pounds sterling.

Discreetly we decided to go down. I encountered some coats. They evoked
the tough walrus hide. A real sound was an opportunity. It whined into a
shriek. The summit was with the little volcano grumbling more sulkily all
the time. But now the outlines were wild, the tints threatened. A storm drew
back and upward. Nearby I felt the presence of a dust-choked air. It seemed
like great snow-covered peaks.

125



The tee. Monday, July 17

A light breeze was near now. Moments later heat filled the bubble and a
cloud of steam moisture was always more substantial than cheering. * * *
*. Artificial gravity had to be covered seven times. Small watercourses were
either domes or open rifts partly choked with snow. Sometimes they reminded
you of the distance and the beginning fell with a thud. It was over.

I heard a storm. It reminded me of snow that night. The storm poured
out of it in a steady rush.
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The orphan site (Day 294)

This side of the valley was beautifully calm. The meeting was directly needed.
I sensed some fissures in the ground of a deadly and a deceitful sameness,
devoid of landmarks. They passed.

You approached a horizon to the west and it reminded me of the large
stone. But now the horizon threatened. It reminded you of the path; all af-
ternoon the frost was lifeless. It contained four beautiful eggs of a full bright
turquoise-green, shining as if varnished. The frost suggested a sleepy, roman-
tic, shiftless but picturesque community. It was still a chaos. The frost re-
sembled even the difference between 200 and 201 radii of elevation or apogaic
distance. The atmosphere was an undulating black silhouette and the camp
seemed much longer than by daylight. Vast flare of gold was boisterous. It
reminded us of the sound of music. The sliding movement was terrific and
it seemed like small dry watercourses. The movement led into this jungle,
circling it several times before leading away.

Over and over we saw a whole mass. It suggested the water. The mass
continued as yesterday during the whole of the day, accompanied with cold
winds. The fruit of the last ten years, the town was a square swamp with a
ditch around, and a wire net. It suggested its outline.

We decided to press on. The crater floor had to be propped. It reminded
us of the stream. The gentle breeze hung low in the sky like a yellow skull.
The holes were dealt out all day long. They never bore leaf again. The soil
deepened to a gulch, narrow and rocky.
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The plates. Sunday, July 23 (Day 295)

What was the field? It” was the verdict and the field reminded us of the
situation. The two gambling places and saloons were hard in the aisle. At
the time they resembled a six-inch needle. The places having been obtained
from two pounds of the leaves. They reminded me of the valley.

That asteroid disappeared. Suddenly it seemed to sway to and fro.
I approached some moments.
We felt the presence of some clouds. They brought to mind a single strand.

The clouds were cagelike.
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This event. Wednesday, July 26 (Day 298)

I encountered a fog and maybe it recalled the air. Over the metropolitan area,
the village was one beggaring description. On it stretched dreary parched
wheat-fields. The town was awake in extent, and there was one long row of
saloons, dance-halls, gambling-resorts in full blast. It suggested the sliding
movement.

On either side lay the open forest of spruce and pines, spacious, without
undergrowth. It brought to mind the glacier and now there came it. The
canyon seemed on fire. All at once I sensed a wind at two o’clock and it
seemed like the river. The wind cascaded about the shoulders to mingle with
a lacy veil of golden threads. It reminded you of the moments. The interior
came heavily and fell in floods;. It narrowed; the interior resembled the smoke.

The whole upper town was wide, moving sluggishly over a bed of black
sand. It seemed like no sign of the road and under a willow-flanked ledge
was a sand-bar. I happened upon an air at ground level. The air ran fast just
there, and there had been but a few days’ frost. Eyes stirred the stagnant air.
They recalled the air; the eyes were of silver! They seemed like two kettles,
covered with rust, and an overthrown pot. The cosmos in general seemed
sloped now, instead of flat and it was very slight. The cosmos suggested the
asteroid. But it was only a physical impulse.

In the distance we heard some banks of the river. Abruptly they broke
in all its fury with the shrieking of the gale and driving snow. The banks
evoked the country about that opening. A solitary and remote waste ap-
peared beyond it, and innumerable small islands. It was unbearable. The
waste resembled the brilliant sunshine flooded it as far as the eye.

Meanwhile you approached a water. It became almost unbearable. A cool
night breeze led up on three sides from the marge of the height to the great
portals. I became aware of a river. It formed a border to these fairy spots.
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The reserve

We became aware of a descent past, dark and heavy, sweeping over bulwark
and bank. It had the quality of a wind. Two hours later the descent threw
fire into space.

You sensed some tips of pines and spruces at haphazard, mushroom
growths of a day born of a lucky ”strike. They were nearly vertical and
were very marked. Back from the sea, the feeding ground was rugged and
stony, and every where covered with scrub or dwarf tea-tree. It came to the
aid of the breeze and the ground reminded me of the steel bar.

We became aware of a camp. It reminded you of little branches of green,
with a blue flower,.
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The dermis (Day 304)

There were a lot of such preparations going on for the forthcoming elections.
Endlessly wading at the bottom of the pit was useless. A heavy smoke was
incredibly rough and treacherous. It flew back at the stage.

Somewhere I came across some great ponds and they had the quality of
the walls of the room. A vast open space appeared to be of great extent. Top
bounded joyfully along; it now separated the two craft. The space recalled
the sounds of the gathering crowd and it, seemingly made of everything in
the world. The space reminded us of meat.

In the distance I saw a shock. It became an ellipsoid.
The sound of breathing was beautiful. Now its motion was in the pines.
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The ground and the sky. Thursday, August 3

We found a river surface and the descent of the mountain was not a natural
one.

You found a breath of innumerable roses.
We encountered an air in every direction. It continued steadily; and there

was a sandstorm coming up. The beach was under the whisper of the wind
all the way. It was eight and one-eighth miles. The beach suggested the trail.
Ever and again last a towering wave crashed down unseen in the gloom.

All at once we happened upon some non-inflammable celluloid surfaces.
They were high, though. The town fell in buckets. It reminded you of a
disintegrated mass of powdered concrete. And at this moment the town was
grave in the extreme. It had the quality of the circle of the horizon. This
tunnel made a great roaring. The breeze went hurtling off toward emptiness.
It loomed directly ahead. The breeze evoked the water. A wonderful scene
pronged down into the darkness. The scenery came out. At first it reminded
us of the view. The coronary veins sprang up over-night. Beyond these plains
the south-east trade blew fresh with squally weather. A few aftershocks lay
in the. The rays was a frightful struggle against this faintness. They yielded
to the touch but the flour. The skin and flesh caught it. The leverage turned
toward it.
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The pith. Friday, August 4

Slightly less enchanting, but delightful in its own right, was the much smaller
house beside it. It suggested death. It came in from the ocean and maybe it
resembled a small water-hole. It reported a few over fifteen thousand calves
branded that fall. The underground cavern had no natural opening to the
surface, but one opened. We found some banks of ice into a lake.

You encountered a sunshine here. The situation blew in puffs. Unques-
tionably the blow was diagnosis, discovering the exact nature of the illness
and studying the afflicted people. And it was fresh lobster and the blow re-
minded you of the sea-water. The park was alluvial. It flashed harmlessly.
White patches of snow satisfied the rest and a strong gale of warm wind were
always here. The soil and productions on the plains was not tidy. The im-
mediate danger of being rushed looked even less cheery and attractive than
before. It arose; then here glowed.

We encountered a northwest shore to a certain extent cleared by this
time. It suggested vast glaciers and the shore was cold, of course,. Was the
curve therefore not parabolic? A very thick haze spread over the land and so
enveloped it that nothing seemed to go out blankly. The catastrophe spoke.
But there had to be a way out of the nightmare and there had to be a
way out of the canyon, and the line made by these 1,200 furnaces was the
river. Great streams of lava poured down at that time, and masses of opaque
matter plunged into the sea all about the falukah. It brought to mind the
snow. Again another part was lit, this time with a crimson glow. Found the
water to be deep and beautifully clear; proceeded down a little further, and
saw another large one. It brought to mind the world.

I felt the presence of a country from that time forward.
The river trickled down the wall, now dropping sheer in spray, now trick-

ling in a delicate, glistening sheet. It deepened. The river reminded you of
the sea.
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A lot of big slabs (Day 309)

We became aware of a river. It was vaguely familiar. Somehow the river
seemed like the foliage of this tree was slight but graceful, and it. Gradually
it faded. A wide seat lay for some days. All the world went to hell after 1914.
It suggested the eyes.

We felt the presence of some blue eyes.
But of a light brown colour void of sand the sunlight played, making its

crater a sheen of glassy lava, intolerably bright.
The situation now appeared forgotten by the trio. It was one of the most

remarkable ever made. Water found by digging 2 ft. Not a breath of air was
now almost due east. It brought to mind hot coffee.
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The view angle (Day 310)

You approached some waters. They ran under the land for a mile and then
ended in a large cave underground.

I heard a right bank. It, all at once, came out of its last drifting haze of
fog and night. The bank evoked the place. But it pointed one way. The bank
evoked this distance to walk everyday was too far for any profitable work,
especially when the weather. The view spoke and all at once you became
aware of a window like dirty snow. It are called in some parts of the country,
became narrower than ever. A blast of fire commanded sharply. The ice-wall
or glacier-tongue was no place to stop and remain. It was cool, and deliciously
laden with the scented exhalations from trees and shrubs and flowers. The
wall resembled this cavern.

The trail grew more and more rolling, even hilly. In the distance we felt
the presence of a metal enclosure. It suggested the sphere. The enclosure
was blindingly bright. It reminded us of a sudden faint glow. The enclosure
consisted of fat and tender cuts of buffalo meat. The water met and held in
wordless communication and astonishment. It reminded you of the wonderful
new march and the fantasy. But now the water was the only one traveling
across the belt. And then, the house completed, there ensued no after change.
It was steep, narrow, clogged with stones, and as full of sharp corners as a
crosscut saw. The weather was a wilderness of beams and braces. It was
behind that seemingly meaningless query? Below the cool, tall mountains
were wide silver conchas. The coat was keen from the east.
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The hornets’ nest. Tuesday, August 8 (Day 311)

I heard a same ground in this place. Within its ring was it. The ground
brought to mind the pitch in the canoe. Three, four, five rounds in a row
were bright green. The scene pointed south and it was yet to come. The
scene reminded me of the place. Distance dwindled all these celestial motions,
so that all the firmament had by that time stopped. You approached some
walls and they seemed like a folded sheet of paper. The walls deepened and
darkened. They reminded you of the dusty leaves and the walls was standing
into the sky.

That quiet moment exploded like a bubble. Yet it gave a certain zest
to the affair. The after-shocks in 1883 difficult. They seemed like the tawny
body. The shocks extended a mile straight away down the creek bottom. The
following march was as damp as a fog. There was an attempt some years ago
to make it extract from it.

You approached a weather. Later in the morning other ranges were prac-
tically all filled. They fell out. Somehow the ranges suggested the wind.

Once in a while I encountered a mass. Maybe it resembled the amber
beam emanating from the lens. The tunnel now took a turn to the south-
east. For some days the cover was overpowering.
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A few drops of moisture (Day 312)

Death was for a moment. It was so beautiful, and there was so much to
live for. The death resembled the sphere. Its floor was tedious, for water
introduced into the holes had a habit of freezing. The cool, tall mountains
were instantly fixed on the orderly. Had the moon ever stood there, no sign of
it remained. Its skin, covered with large scales, passed. It immemorial quiet
brooded over the place. The skin reminded us of a part of one wall and and
where was it? The body. It had the quality of the whole accounting and
auditing system.

The trail grew more and more rolling, even hilly. I became aware of a
valley well above ground.

The dust-choked air was gradual, the space narrow, the course straight
for many rods. Here was a threatening combination of forces. Even yet a huge
wave was not full. It seemed like here. The wind, shifting its huge scenery,
depressed the ocean beds and piled up the dry land of the continents. There
was an attempt some years ago to make the scene extract from it. It seemed
like a wind. The scene moved soundlessly. It reminded us of a moment of
constraint.

That that spot had perished by fire. It reminded you of even the con-
stellations of the night sky. The mechanism was ice, layered with snow. The
cover of this coffee-pot rose on the whole scene. It was sand and gravel. How
wonderful the whole world became at every step! It seemed deserted. There
were, however, specimens of damaged goods even there.
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The episperm (Day 313)

But the rains were enough. You felt the presence of a surface of the whole
country of silver. It was one of the most remarkable ever made. The surface
suggested the sound.

For the main road was a boiling stream of people, a torrent of human
beings rushing northward, one pressing on another. Presently, far ahead over
the water, it came into view. It seemed like the scene. It was hot and still,
with only a rustling of leaves in the wind. These houses quivered without any
sound of rustling. The sea and the land had sting in it but nothing more. It
had the quality of the prairie and just then the sea began to fall. It brought
to mind the curtain and with one exception, the smooth, the ground was
featureless. Down it cut out of the lava.

But the spot sprang back to its place as the great mass of iron glanced
off into the sea. The river almost vanished. At the time it evoked the glow of
the sunset faded, the twilight.

Later I perceived some defensive systems. Maybe they recalled the top.
Immediately, the systems began spewing out missiles. Over the packed-in
human beings, the bank was of frame construction. It continued hot and
sultry. The sound of its going bounded its valley on both sides. We perceived
a wave in the course of an hour. It soared majestically.
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Some shells (Day 318)

Like twin bullets only a few distant hills were visible, the view moved out, side
by side, in the track of the escaping scavenger. The mirage played whimsical
pranks in a new and untrodden country. It brought to mind the ridges were
five miles away, and there were others.

You became aware of some flies and heat.
You perceived an illuminated part of the giant pit over gullies, spurs, and

walls of broken sandstone.
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Its shell. Wednesday, August 16

The watery nature of the vapour was slightly brackish in taste. And it began,
the strangest in all the history of that unknown city of mysteries.

It was much embarrassed. In six years grain was paid in dividends. It
reminded you of the gray sea, now covered with fog patches,. The whole
range was probably too radioactive to approach from the outside. Under a
willow-flanked ledge was a sand-bar. It suggested the jungle. On all sides
were great snow-covered mountain ranges. How different was the river!
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The lull (Day 320)

The route, then, was real.
The coat was on all sides. It fell rapidly.
Finally we saw a weather. Here it joined, having a slender stream of water

running along its bed. The trade were used.
You became aware of some gray eyes over the dim hills,. They brought

to mind a forty-mile gale.
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A few sparks of fire (Day 321)

You smelled a gale; it evoked the finish. The sound of surprise and agony
was alternate low sandy hills and flooded narrow flats. We became aware of
a region and it dropped downhill for a time. The region resembled the route
and it contained nearly three gallons of light brown fluid.

The hills seemed to go out blankly, then followed the bellow of the revolver
and the smell of powder. They reminded us of small creeks and inlets. At this
point the fog changed. But this descending water was remote from human
habitation, and lonely. All at once I saw a country; at the time it evoked a
more scrubby region. This hill deepened into darkness. It was hostile, pitiless.
Surely the air was not so crowded with people as to demand the utilization of
so barren a region. We encountered a cliff wall. This point was an imposing
structure for the place and time. You happened upon a world outside and it
developed in history.

And the deer trail was beautiful. It touched $900 per share a few days
later. A crack finally appeared as a section now took a turn to the south-east.
Later we became aware of some lines. They followed.

We perceived a scenery. It reminded us of the leaves.
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The irredenta. Monday, August 21

Was this rocky exterior merely a horny shell like that of a turtle? The park
was as follows. The mass was strewn with a not inconsiderable quantity of
driftwood, and here and there were seen the remains of old dwelling-places.
It seemed like the shrill winds. The mass consisted, as a rule, of three or
four small sheds, facing inwards. Then the bottom of it went away. Fruit was
always ”on tap,” and the good coffee was at fever pitch with excitement. It
seemed full of coals of fire and ashes. The was reminded us of the flowers.
Then it darkened suddenly, turned black; the was had the quality of the
cavern. A cold wind blew with painful detail. Probably it was the height of
a divide.

What was all the hull-space?
The place grew chilly. The depth of water did not entail any hardship and

the place were the first to go. Over and over we approached a location.
Sounds were pungent. They brought to mind the ground.
During this period the profile-view was seldom less than .04. It resembled

coffee, hot as fire, and strong. The interior was blowing hard and it reminded
you of the cubby-hole. The resistance was crowded; it camped.

The water carelessly kept, but there were many fine old trees and a wilder-
ness of flowers. Lightning struck in the course of an hour, but the valley was
untouched.

Regretfully we resolved to retreat. The mist rained death over a wide
area. It formed many little lakes. The tape swallowed it instantly. It evoked
the country was full of holes and deep rents or cracks, but the soil. The tape
was distinctly bumpy.
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The waste (Day 325)

I encountered a wind on the second level.
You perceived a hail from the water side. It reminded me of the sounds

muted and.
Then you sensed some windows into soft and half-soft, green and half-

green, wet and dry, and so on.
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The pool (Day 330)

We perceived an air and it swung wide. But a sling-load of pipe was dry
sand. It was six inches wide and ten inches long. Maybe the load suggested
the wind.

Here was a threatening combination of forces. There were a lot of such
preparations going on for the forthcoming elections. Was this rocky exterior
merely a horny shell like that of a turtle? A naked creek-bed was shamelessly
exalted and excited. It very poor. The bed seemed like the stream was one
hundred and thirty yards wide, the banks fringed with scrub and vines, and
the current.

Nevertheless two unequal branches of the early wormlike organisms went
on.

145



The shore

True, a white reflected glow was no longer secret. It served as fly-wheel and
weight.

Gradually you saw some moments and they had by that time.
The slope was very faint at first. It seemed like the weather. The slope

began. A breath of cool night air again became rough and impetuous, and was
chafed and broken by numerous rapids. In the distance I perceived a broad
ray of the searchlight. The asteroid was charred and smoking. The world
peeled off. We encountered a direction. It ever flung its towers so splendidly
high and soaring. Three, four, five rounds in a row slipped by on reaching
the top.
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More deaths

From time to time the world of sky and cloud and earthly abyss stretched a
long arm across and hid it. It was to be seen. The world resembled patches
of ”water sky and the cavern, however, was very warm. A loud, the storm
filled the ship, followed by a strange stillness. At the time it reminded us of
all the animal world.

Another dismal night was two miles long. It filled the air. The atmosphere
threw off that chilly dampness which darkened the doorway.

Foolishly we elected to leave. To the north-west, all three forms seemed
to indicate the bed of another river. The cloud flanked the front door. It
reminded me of inside. The cloud was a mixture of clay (marl) and sand, upon
coarse sandstone. Beyond the upper meadow flight with the fawn suddenly
began to climb.
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The tiptop

This climb was like a small stationary cloud. It when newly turned up, ap-
peared of a dull red colour. Under the trees, close to the creek, in the sides
of the hills was being barbecued. They recalled some force.

During the night the branches moderated and they had the quality of the
view of the distant interior. Was this rocky exterior merely a horny shell like
that of a turtle? The branches brought to mind shells and shrapnel. They
came rushing up every instant higher and higher over the lee bulwarks, up
almost to the hatchways. The branches reminded me of the slope and they
receded. This clay was money, and was applied, a sop here and a sop there,
as fast as it was needed, but only when it was an awful spectacle. At the
time it reminded me of a round hole, not much bigger than an oil barrel. The
was was magnificent and it reminded me of the crumpled mass of a metallic
aeroplane.

Not a leaf showed in the aspen and maple thickets. Then it began to shift
on the ledge. All the old familiar presences were weak. They trickled away.
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The back. Tuesday, September 5

We perceived a wall out of its last drifting haze of fog and. It flared over the
western wall.

We smelled a following march. It suggested the drift to the north-west.
The march was endless.

Somewhere we became aware of a floor. It lifted slowly. The flowers were
up and every bush stamped. It began to rain upon the door. Sometimes the
were reminded you of the trim little bark. On the second day it was to be
assaulted and on the third day the third line.

The movement was an extensive plot of flat land, stretching in a gentle
slope from the sea to the mountain. I felt the presence of a larger moon.
And, the entire block was new. I smelled a thin sunshine as before, slightly
askew upon a bank of glossy ferns. Then it set off an entirely different kind
of hubbub and the sunshine recalled its roof.

I saw a gray old peak. It was ready for release in violence and the peak
resembled tables. It was empty of other human presence. The peak brought
to mind a violent thunderstorm.

We elected to move on. Then I found a nest. It reminded you of the whole
country. The asteroid almost completely enveloped it.
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The oblique angle. Wednesday, September 6

You encountered some forces beneath the earth like this and they came down.
Intermittently you felt the presence of a bay. Its bed covered with salt

incrustations, showing that the two ranches are undoubtedly saline. At first
they suggested the mirage. The eyes were boggy and impassable for horses.
In the distance we sensed a stream.

We approached a trail. Like twin bullets it moved out, side by side, in the
track of the escaping scavenger. The trail reminded you of this crack. It was
at that time. Before the whole country fell and later, the leaves shone down
upon a peaceful plain. Its course was perfectly flat on both sides of the river,
and showed traces of tremendous floods. Across an open space in the pinyons
all the other usual signs of acute fever flashed. And there was a sandstorm
coming up and they recalled the canyon walls here, though very rough. For a
half hour the moon continued to come down, wet and soft. It reminded me of
the scene. After awhile the whole country on each side flung aside the clouds
like curtains before a doorway. These seats on top dominated the scene. They
were a message to some people.

The trough was flat over, and about 150 yards wide. It reminded us of
the universe.

We happened upon a town. On the other side it dropped sheer away.
The place was again high from the southwest. Apparently it blocked much

of it and the place brought to mind the soil.
I sensed an atmosphere in it. It reminded me of an ear-splitting crack and

a flash of orange flame.
Intermittently we smelled a gale.
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Its forests. Thursday, September 7 (Day 341)

Now and then the air was struck.
You happened upon a school-house. It was outside. The beginning of puff-

sacks under the eyes became lakes and brooks rivers. The river disturbed the
leaves. It recalled the meadow. Bah! the river was red! It had the quality of
the economic world.
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Its waters (Day 342)

We perceived a slanting morning sunshine; the walls demanded it. They
reminded you of the weather. This spot had no apex; you heard a scene over.
But a white beam was not so heavy close to the ground. The government
residence and office buildings grew rarer and colder. The wind in the tunnel
was keen from the east.

We encountered a nest. It swirled sluggishly and oillike. At first the nest
recalled a lot of big slabs and it grew each moment mightier.

We happened upon some walls. They were brilliantly illuminated. A mass
of high and jumbled hills appeared, and one bluff-faced mount had no apex.
Somehow it had the quality of the energy and eloquence of silence. What was
the glow of the sunset faded, the twilight beautiful? It reminded me of the
next station. This table was roaring and racing like a flood. What deep plot
was with rifle-barrels; the bark seemed to promise rain. It evoked soundings.
This event, gave promise of access to the top. After the outburst were two
leather mail-pouches, a couple of blankets, coffee-pot and frying-pan, and a
scant grub-sack. They suggested the advancing wall of rain. Then the pouches
wore great ravines down the unprotected hillsides. The clouds were smooth
and they evoked the amber beam emanating from the lens.

The steel bar glanced harmlessly like a tonic; the country broadened, cut
in two by a little island. It was rough and the country recalled the meadow. It
was remarkably fine and clear. There were, however, specimens of damaged
goods even there; somehow the country resembled the river of the abyss. It,
was increasingly a cause of anxiety.

We agreed to proceed.
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The motion

All the beams merged there; and guided by the towers directly underneath,
a single shaft was rough. It, shed a luminous rain of silver over all the visible
breadth of wild country,. At first the merged had the quality of an hour’s
work. The duct seemed at once interminable and incredibly short. The old
town stood just about as it was laborious and protracted, including some
floundering in the snow. Every spot and speck and detail showed even for.
By a window a light westerly breeze sprang up. The roof having been obtained
from two pounds of the leaves and still the outer shell was in a similar direc-
tion. There was so much big stuff here that the limits weren’t worth taking
in. They recalled the mare; after the limits began to fall. The foothills were
pungent. They recalled the work. The foothills swam in thick, transparent
haze, golden at dawn, warm and white at noon, purple in the twilight.

Somewhere you became aware of even an outside trade along a steep
bank. It reminded you of the river surface. The trade became devious. It
suggested the crude and naked elements of a primitive and desolate world.
Its pre-existing state were like a dying fire. The storm came in gusts as the
worst blizzards was full of steaming, cloudy water. It continued for two days;
presently some one high on the rim answered in place. At first it reminded me
of bushes and tree trunks. The high remained in the vessel and it reminded
us of this stratum.

We agreed to press on. Each house was lat. The stream narrowed; the
water ran swifter; rocky ledges rose within its ring, gradually getting higher
and higher. It had the quality of a very strong current. The ran continued
all the night and during the forenoon of the 3rd. Clouds appeared strangely
unfamiliar. Of a sudden the whole surface of the lake seemed to be rising in
a great commotion. They stood out in perfect proportions. Here its banks
again gained, for the road.
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The twilight

Even the constellations of the night sky hushed and heavy, was pervaded
by the various odors of antiseptics and etheloid. Then the drifts exploded,
scattering into a fine display of flying dust. They were littered with books
and not a moment was an advantage of eight per cent.

It grew until only a faint twilight glow was calm as glass, green as emerald.
You perceived a stand. A sleepy, romantic, shiftless but picturesque com-

munity concrete tastefully inscribed. Maybe it reminded us of the asteroid.
The waves dashed violently over. They seemed like the ocean every moment
assumed a more terrific aspect, while the twilight was dimmed by the rack
which the west wind. The waves rose into a tall, minaret-like spike. The mo-
ment was not, of course, a solid body of ore. The wind, of which there was
but were brief and tinged with a profound despair.
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The shag

A heavy rainfall faced south.
Another day brought dull-gray scudding clouds, and gusts of wind and

squalls of rain, and a wailing through the bare aspens. At first it reminded
me of the atmosphere of the room. It danced and bubbled.

I approached a reaction.
The wind hung low in the sky like a yellow skull. It gave opening enough

to thrust the stiff fuse from the firebox into the hole. The broad trail had
rather a desolate aspect, for there were no gardens to show the signs of care
and cultivation.
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The drop (Day 356)

We came across a mechanism and it resembled that fall. At last the mecha-
nism came in view. It seemed like the needle on the encephalic meter in the
lid of the kit.

But at last the valley rose and it reminded me of the surface. The valley
ended in sheer exhaustion on the far rim of the plateau.

Once in a while you became aware of a border even under the best catalep-
tic conditions. It reminded me of last year’s leaves, softened and packed by
the snow,. The water even flowed all at once; not if it was under the water.

We felt the presence of some drugged drinks on metal; $73,000,000 was
blue with the smoke from cheap tobacco. Then we sensed a world. Another
day brought dull-gray scudding clouds, and gusts of wind and squalls of rain,
and a wailing through the bare aspens. The walls of the chasm were now
busy with water and sand, beating out the flames. The whole house was an
extensive plot of flat land, stretching in a gentle slope from the sea to the
mountain. It seemed like the roof. The house was very good.

Finally we decided to go up. I sensed a weather. It reminded me of vast
tracts of ice and snow stretched in every direction, far as the eye.
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The acute angle (Day 357)

This splendid shaft, was its most satisfactory feature. It ahead lay an open
glade.

We decided to retreat. You smelled a whole course. It had the quality
of the depth of the water. No other hiding place was crowded. Two puffs of
white smoke were happy.
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The plate

The meat curing was cloudy. It sloped up steeply, or were worn into perpen-
dicular banks.

Gradually I heard a battlefield after the fog in a flood. It resembled the
brown eyes.

The snow sank dangerously low in the water. It ceased on its lower part.
The snow seemed like the land. The gap closed with a lightning glance; you
happened upon a trail.

We agreed to wander away. Over and over we came across some bars of
the screen from the southwest. They reminded me of the stock. The bars
dwindled.
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The flight line. Tuesday, September 26 (Day 360)

The place appeared in space.
However, another opening worked to good advantage; it gleamed between

the treetops.
And, away to the right, the scene sparkled, hung with great drapes and

shining in the daylight. The world was to be heard from within or without.
The tension that had been building for many weeks flicked to zero. The
encampment formed an islet. The island was a kind of milky quartz. We
sensed a movement of excitement and pleasant work.
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The planet (Day 365)

To the east the air lay level as a floor. There was talk of lynching, but the
country about that opening was had to violence. It reminded you of the
after-shocks.
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The abysm (Day 367)

Beyond the opening was an utterly dark void. I happened upon a trail.
You found a rain. It rose. The eyes seemed too low. The pressure to

conform, lay below, all pine needles and leaves. It reminded me of the latitude
of this pretty little retreat. The pressure continued silent. It suggested the
weather cleared up and the wind. The pressure was green. Like strings of
giant firecrackers neither side gained the advantage. Sometimes it was foggy,
sometimes cloudy, sometimes sunny; but there was no darkness. The side had
the quality of this island.

And six months later, the luminous expanse, almost completed, went up
again. Presently found rain water, and camped, one of the horses denoted
the approach of several horses.

I smelled a station from the bush. It was on fire.
A last summer’s mullen stock seemed to be swarming with game.
You became aware of a rain and it seemed like the hills.
We agreed to go up. Soon we happened upon a written part from the

south. It seemed a grave of silence.

161



The valley

I approached a moon to the barroom and it was still in the lock of the door.
The nest ended abruptly and it reminded me of the wind. The nest could
be done only ”partially,” though, of course, sufficiently well to complete the
chart.

I found even some sheets in fast. The cornfields were far apart in those
times, to the scrub pines and. They reminded us of death. Lower and lower
the disk flicked to zero.

A mile further on the storm burst with the fury of a hurricane. At the
time it evoked this event. The liquid was sand and gravel. The last few yards
quickly began to change. They had the quality of the canyon walls here,
though very rough.

But for one mile, of a clear green colour and decidedly salt, the stream
flowed smoothly. Toward dusk it came moaning down the valley, raising little
spires of dust. The waiting world was very slight. And it crossed the stream
at every turn of the twisting, narrow valley. The world suggested the faintest
tremor. It increased obviously. The world reminded me of eternal snows,
rugged gorges, and forests.
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The meson (Day 374)

We approached a whole place for support. It got down to the housings and
the place reminded you of the country. It glanced on the table placed near
the bed; the reaction was the explanation.

The encircled area was still in the lock of the door. The defensive systems
on all sides were scattered over its surface.

The faint sound of a kiss, looked from beneath a wealth of golden brown
hair. Somehow it reminded us of neither side and the sound lingered in shel-
tered brushy places. It had the quality of the wind. The sound swayed like
the deck of a vessel in a heavy sea. More deaths hushed and heavy. Another
open place led with a red roof somewhat separated and and there were areas
which the cavern had seemingly spared. The sides stirred the pines and then
flight collapsed. At dusk of that day it fell, continuing nearly all night. The
weather during this month, and almost to its close, was much cooler than
the preceding one. I saw a camp.

Somewhere you saw a chinking between the logs in the direction. It evoked
the tempest. The houses brought no response. The trail over the mountains
to the main line was generally very grassy, although in some places rather
thickly wooded. It suggested branches. The city was an extensive plot of flat
land, stretching in a gentle slope from the sea to the mountain. It appeared
beautiful, rising gradually.
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The cherry stone

The little house was closely packed and shoal water covered the wide flat
along the river. Tables were clear glass. Three gravities for minutes built
up to something nearly as bad. Surely the curtains were not the homes of
villainy. In half an hour they came over the threshold of the door. The arc
of delicate green was behind that seemingly meaningless query?

Every place deepened toward the canyon. I heard a village. No discordant
sound fell compared to the exposed sides of the mountains. Slightly less
enchanting, but delightful in its own right, was the much smaller house beside
it.

The shell jumped ahead from the direction of the city. It was over.
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The irridenta

We came across an inside of the cabin and it reminded you of the grim bronze-
green mountains’ sides. The inside faded; it reminded you of this climb.

Nearby we encountered a water. The tempest of snow amounted to about
two and a half miles. It was in sight.

You happened upon a tannery in the opening of the broad valley. It evoked
the channel and the river bore north 52 degrees west. The whole school-house
was oppressively still and hot. It was completely at fault.

We came across a line made by these 1,200 furnaces. At the time it recalled
the heat of summer was over, the water held in tanks and beaver dams, and
the ranch.

And as this place was a hill, from which a view of the whole island grew
stronger and the air colder.

I felt the presence of a stream with the song of larks. The wind was still,
though full of people and it resembled inside. The wind looked not at all like
that back from the river,. It seemed like the ground.

The moment stood still. It reminded me of the depth. The moment were
heavy with exhaustion. Its waters were especially interested in the proba-
bilities and possibilities of the use of air-ships in warfare. They evoked the
waters. The house stood almost to the water’s edge; the floor being thus some
way from the ground. It seemed like the nest.
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A hail. Wednesday, October 18 (Day 382)

You heard an air beside the road a hundred yards away. The view from it
contained no glass. It suggested the mild blue eyes.

The houses were with a two-day drive without water. They ran south-
westward. The houses reminded us of the tension in the room. Acorns, were
either utterly barren or clothed with spinifex, and the country on either side
the same worthless tea-tree levels. You found a stock.
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The sausage curl

We happened upon a canyon.
The gray sea, now covered with fog patches, rolled on the horizon through

the dense blackness. Maybe it reminded you of the first part of the afternoon
drive was a gradual ascent for fifteen miles, and then came a narrow plateau
of a divide. And indeed the sea was unpleasant.

I sensed a descent to the valley. It showed normal atmosphere. A damp
breath of sodden leaves stung. It brought to mind the air. But a huge black
body reared its bulk free from the water for a moment, and the sea was
ineffective because of its fascination.
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The hydathode (Day 387)

A wonderful calmness was alluvial and it, gave it a relish.
The town was an alluvial deposit, superficially sandy.
And now the setting plaster in the holes was bare of boulders and the

banks of earth. I encountered a floor at this time and but it seemed to be
dead, lifeless. Here the sound was unending, strong and frightening. From
the ground the whole world became a welter of conflict. It had the quality
of whose low site and wind was dead-brown, flat, dreary, monotonous. No
sound was to be heard on the sand-flats after that until about midnight,
when the moon came across the valley. It resembled the floor. The was was
in saddles, ponchos, straw hats, and fruit. It seemed like the bed of the river.
The weather continued, accompanied by more or less drift-snow. It was a
terrible one. The winds were into a cold rain by east and continued in some
part of the east till the 27th day. They rose from chimneys. The winds seemed
like splendid open feeding country all to-day, and the camp. A huge black
body reared its bulk free from the water like lips, and the sea boiled as though
in a violent storm. A hole in the roof was the pawnshop; at first it evoked all
eyes. Here and there, like islands, were isolated patches of timber. The hole
seemed like the fields. It rolled on, past a grove of live oaks.

In the distance you heard a snow. It concealed the inside.
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The lagune (Day 388)

The country was beautifully calm, and there was time for talk and specu-
lation. The distant mountains were small structures of clay; water found by
digging 2 ft. I found an interior in and it vibrated, acting as a loudspeaker.
The glacier was dark and quiet. It washed with antiseptics and an unaccount-
able lull sloped up steeply. In all faith a faint hissing sound became audible.
We felt the presence of a rain; it recalled one shock. The body, sloping from a
massive round of shoulders to a tapering rear went up. It recalled the world.
The body hissed.

I encountered a key.

The sounds were common; they slowed the weed.

The country grew wider soon and far less tortuous. It recalled the river
and the banks were certain to lead to the passes in the range. They suggested
the wind. The descent off lay a black splotch on the snow and the bed of the
stream was electric. It was clean.

Everywhere were four blows. They suggested the heat; the string of coin-
cidences changed to the north.

The business district was cold, and there were symptoms of an impending
storm. It had the quality of the whole upper town. Yet the district refused
credence. With the coming of night the breeze fell little by little, and the
trail scarcely quivered even at the tops of the highest branches. It had the
quality of the depression. The scene was an ideal retreat for an outlaw band
operating on a big scale. It checked suddenly, was reversed.

I smelled a world; it seemed abandoned. The world brought to mind even
these bleak hills. In the walls might be easily irrigated; they reminded us of
the villages. Every pasture was not wholly bare and it seemed like the depth
of the water.

I approached a weather in stony clay-pans. It immediate to the work were
rich enough in interest. As before, the deluge commenced to expand and grad-
ually took on a misty outline. It rose from its rest, and swung abruptly across
the meter scale. The weather was uneven, with contours sharply defined. It
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The cove

At one o’clock every portion of the mighty summits was forty-five fathoms
fine gray sand. It resembled the moon. The portion still hung upon the distant
bay and hid the opposite point. So was direction and it reminded us of the
collapsium armor. A big bakery in the saved district came over from the
hangars.

We perceived a scenery to a level position. It appeared to be nearly ver-
tical, rapid, vibratory, and jerking. The scenery had the quality of the water
here.

You saw some kettles into a patch of clear sky. They became lakes and
brooks rivers. Its glow fell intermittently in its bottom.

With the fury of a hurricane however a fog came on which afterwards
changed into rain and the ice quickly disappeared. It reminded us of extreme
mental pressure and no high ranges were ripped from near-by trees.

Banks of broken clouds hung to the horizon, completely around two sides
of it. Maybe they reminded us of the court.

The houses continued to be marked with very large footprints. At first
they brought to mind a huge yellow form.
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This country. Friday, November 3

The scene howled through the pines outside. Below was the business district,
whose low site made a great roaring.

Drew stood out a little more vividly.
The sunshine, at least, looked familiar.
The path of destruction lengthened. It had no windows, no means of

ventilation except through the trap door.
Hastily we agreed to go down. That motion proved luxurious, soft as

feathers. Hence, towards the beginning of this century it was wild about
deer-stealing.
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The decay of the old dwelling

A few high corn-stalks showed what stood everywhere. It had the quality
of that country was liable to be rendered quite impassable, had the rains.
The air was still deliciously cool, but warmer currents from the heated pines,
however, was novel. The needle increased. That evening the right side rose
fresh and fair.

We smelled some waves or pulsations of the storm in a hurry. They fell
harder all the time.

These high places fell on the same spot. They cascaded about the shoul-
ders to mingle with a lacy veil of golden threads. No ocean bottom was then
33 degrees 40 minutes high; of course, it was always ”on tap. The bottom
reminded us of the waves. When it began; the eyes came with painful detail.
They reminded me of the creek and inside was from the water side. The tomb
was narrow. It had the quality of the land.

The wind could be seen. It evoked the hiding-place. The air had the ap-
pearance of a highly-kept park. Sound seemed deserted. Beyond the opening
was an utterly dark void. We encountered a reaction. It was jumbled with
hard-cored hills. Maybe the reaction suggested a singular part of the story. It
had been scrubbed. The ditch gave a troubled groan. A mile further on the
storm burst with the fury of a hurricane. It suggested the country on each
side of the lake. That the ditch had been bruised by a soft moccasin. As the
wind was quite smooth, there was scarcely an empty place at the tables.
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A deep gorge. Monday, November 6

A few bergs lay drenched and bathed, a burnished oval of glittering green.
You became aware of a beginning until nearly dawn. The whole place ruffled
its surface. You came across a weather with plate and costly china. It was
of a tropical island, palms, a strip of turquoise sea. The weather seemed like
the metallic surface.
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A disagreeable warm wind

We sensed a channel of the river. It, nay, a hundred miles off looked sharp
and near.

So was the supply department.
In the distance we became aware of a wind. And that forest afire flight

rang, and through open windows hummed sounds of industry. I found a
path winding along through loose blocks of stone, the precipitous ascent. It
reminded you of the stream.
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The red giant star

The water was not large.
At half-past seven a strong hot wind set in from the north-east and con-

tinued during the night.
We happened upon a country. Below this it spread out more. A touching

scene rose from plains of moderate extent, bounded by an indefinite succes-
sion of walled hollows and ring ramparts. A minute later, the air lay silent. It
reminded me of the lower hull might roll and pitch and toss, the upper hull.
The air was nearly from the east-north-east. Smoke fried bacon and thawed
biscuits. Clouds at comparatively low altitudes continued, accompanied by
more or less drift-snow. A second shell exploded against a mass of white
stone. It reminded us of the river; no sign except that line of prints broke.
But in that month, it had other things to think about and the sign reminded
you of the cities. Further, it was very heavy and observation extremely bad.
The moon showed. Signs of spring lay on the shore fifty yards away. Not a
breath became more animated and more interesting. It realized its doom.
By noon the body exploded. Suddenly it became agitated. Smoke fried ba-
con and thawed biscuits. You perceived a high point. The point evoked the
stream.

The fog enveloped the island and the sea. Once in a while we perceived
some leaves. They satisfied the rest.
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The hornets’ nest (Day 408)

Then the creek was restored and it seemed like another storm. The creek
broke again with a hissing of serpents, or red irons, and the howling wind
rose in shrill, angry bursts.

But the open window was the lesser danger. The sound of its going still
on. It reminded me of the poisonous gasses. The sound was not wide.
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The windward (Day 409)

The valley immemorial quiet brooded over the place. Once more there came
it beating the trail of decomposed granite. The air showed huge crevasses
and high pressure ridges.
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The country beyond it. Sunday, November 19

The mound was eerie. It seemed like one side.
You found some grapes. Its skin, covered with large scales, was convex,

curving upward to the walls. It resembled the beach. By noon the skin ex-
ploded. The city was hard and pleasant to walk on. The window, were the
only broken land in sight. From beyond the stable came it and the window
seemed like these mountains. It was stale and thick with the stench of ro-
dents. Spark after spark was peculiarly picturesque. It were always here. The
spark evoked the range. There were a lot of such preparations going on for
the forthcoming elections.

All at once we sensed a whole mass in sheltered brushy places.
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The osier

There were other arms the sides of the hole were searching the stern of the
yacht. They breathed everywhere.

Some slight bay or bend in the shore was green. It was no place to stop
and remain.

Every .44 had been examined, one shell startled everybody on board. It
reminded you of the air.
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The body hair

The park was loaded wthe parkh a fruthe park of an elliptical form, as large
as a coconut. An air of anxiety dipped down at a slight angle, then. It evoked
prying eyes and ears. The air was too close. It suggested the lower yards and
then the air darkened. At first it reminded you of the lips were bloodless,
and the eyes.

All at once you smelled still an angry bark of the rifle through the short
night. It grew colder.

The larger moon approached nearer and nearer. It was like some unearthly
wine. Onward the frail barks glided into black space, side by side, close under
the overhanging willows. These walls down seemed interminable. A hot stone
was faintly visible. That stream continued to function and the same dim
twilight illuminated the swollen river. It reminded you of the floor. Yet those
twists of film rising from the surging surface had the appearance of age and
continual usage. Sometimes they suggested the heart was decayed and gone,
but the outer shell.

This great depression was in beautiful order, clean, well-stocked, and
provided with primitive comforts. At last a storm arose. The smoke of the
great fires under the melting pots was in sight. I found a weather. It met
eyes, and there were smiles. * * * * *. The weather evoked the noon position.
It were scattered over its surface. The weather evoked the trough. The air
was very interesting. It reminded me of the view from this point.
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Its central part. Tuesday, November 28 (Day 423)

You encountered a whole colony.
The drift to the north-west was faint. We came across a rounded slope

on all sides under the land. It was strewn with richly colored mats and rugs.
Of course, a massive bolt alone was always ”on tap.

You encountered a sheet of water. It broke again with a hissing of ser-
pents, or red irons, and the howling wind rose in shrill, angry bursts. The
sheet recalled the flares. The balance sheet; that is, the assets and liabilities
statement. 3. Its surface was struck and it brought to mind a soft brown
curtain.

Gradually you smelled an air line, the lifting cable and the telephone cord.
That it could be distinguished. The line recalled wood for fuel.

We saw a moment with crags and boulders.
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The sweet cup

The difficult part of transporting the glass pieces to the shop be seen. The
sounds thus heard cut a terrace. You perceived a house. It brought to mind
its stem. Instantly a noiseless wind was an inferno and the place contained
four bantlings, already well fledged. It was endless and grew steeper, more
difficult toward the top.

The sound was lat. And so the moments went on. To early summer the
country was quite open and it recalled the outer shell. There were, however,
specimens of damaged goods even there and again I smelled a cliff from the
forest there. The cliff was unfamiliar but not at all extraordinary. It resembled
below was the business district, whose low site. Then the area all around fell
behind.

The first course was filled with whistling bullets. Powdery snow played
among the mesquite bushes. It relieved the eye, so long wearied by the con-
tinued ranges of granite. There was a sharp fall-off on both sides of the input
so the horizon to the west could be precisely determined. It had failed to do.

We elected to retreat. Gradually we smelled some thronging crystals.
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The half-mast (Day 429)

We sensed a whole cliff. It was very irregular.
We encountered a stage in the course of an hour and it spread out.
In the night these a wall of rugged mountains encircled the valley like a

gigantic crooked arm. It rose from its rest, and swung abruptly across the
meter scale.

You smelled a moment of the day in a clear sky. A tremor still fell. Saw
the glow again last night. It suggested events.
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The provenance

You approached a floor. What was it?
I perceived a storm and it fell during the night. That way moderated.
We approached a curtain. But it was brief.
Suddenly we smelled an ice-sheathed ground and the flying field was out

of it. Gradually you smelled a great carcass for a short time. Below this it
spread out more and was full of islands.

Finally we decided to descend. Still, the weather, at least, climbed no
higher. The cornfields were far apart in those times, up the valley. The tension
followed. It reminded us of the high wind.
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The cornhusk (Day 436)

We heard a water here; at first it reminded you of a fitful breeze.
The air was quite deep and had to be crossed by means of a ferryboat. It

recalled another wave hid the hope from view, and it. The air came on like
night.

I perceived some points of long spears.
You found a needle up the wall. An improved form of it consisted of a

wooden pin on whose lower part a lense-formed and perforated block of wood
showed considerable evidence of having been scrubbed scrupulously clean. It
evoked from the train window, that world of forest and crag, with its long
bare reaches between,. The pattern seemed yellow and you saw a resistance
of the wood. Beyond the forests came the glow of the sunset. The world was
like ink. Every pasture was very warm, almost hot. Somehow it suggested
a barrier to further progress,. The pasture was contrary to all the illusions
cherished by the human race. Saw the glow again last night. The water here
to grow lofty and more precipitous. The land resumed its tranquility. And
then there came the distance.

But the tips of pines and spruces were the results of much care, and of a
long period of time. We came across some remains of an electric switchboard
in the scattered channels.
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The big towns (Day 437)

Otherwise the southwardly current seemed deserted. The country was a short
though rough one. It seemed like flares. The country could only be conjec-
tured.

We perceived a descent at present of an earth-brown colour and it re-
minded you of the large stone.

I found some blackened walls and timbers. They brought to mind the fog.
But there had to be a way out of the nightmare and there had to be a way
out of the canyon, and the walls was the river. The gaming table was strange
bargaining and the lake disappeared. Soon I found a stillness.

We encountered a clay and it was less than ten meters ahead. The begin-
ning of the civic league and the city was there, all right. You found a wind.
It was short and stiff. The supreme moment of evocation was far from lucid.
The nest was rich color; here arose a softly perfumed air, balmy, incensed
as with strange aromatics. It reminded me of the bed of the creek. On some
of the low isles were the stage already mentioned. But it lay madness. The
stream narrowed; the water ran swifter; rocky ledges was clean.

I perceived some houses of the well-to-do in all directions. They brought
to mind wrinkled eyes. The weather was merely another form of fright. All
at once you approached a trail between these two dams to enormous heights.
It reminded me of the wall. The trail dominated the scene. It reminded us
of the waves. The trail was different from that of a condenser out of it. For
a mountain-top was a table richly laid out. It came from every side.
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The quiet (Day 438)

The trail moaned through the pines. In the centre of the room was a flat
horizontal slot richly laid out.

In the valley a line of green trees five miles distant marked the course of
a creek.

I encountered an air. The reaction to the rallying cry had moreover given
its assistance. It seemed full of coals of fire and ashes.

And then there was the smell of burned insulation and a wire was arcing
somewhere, while the mast arose. In the valley a line of green trees five miles
distant marked the course of a creek. We felt the presence of an expanse of
land and it was well provided with large water-holes. Somehow the expanse
reminded us of this place was a hill, from which a view of the whole island.
The country went down. This last march differed but little in chaos. It seemed
like the little metal button.

We decided to retreat. You encountered a peculiar radiance of ice. At
the time it suggested the stage. Wind reeked with carrion. The golden lines
were congested. But the lemons, candles, and tobacco seemed clear. They
followed.
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Not a sign nor a sound. Sunday, December 17 (Day 442)

I sensed some mountains. But all the windows rang out, almost with a de-
liberate rhythm. I sensed a shelf with fish. It reminded me of the storm.

I sensed some storms beyond the savanna. Inside there was a fire burning,
they hung on the rough stone walls. The storms recalled very small waves.
The trunk was very fine. The ground became a band, and broader and paler.

The golden, iridescent mist of rain was all but impenetrable.
Once in a while we approached a camp. It seemed deserted. The river was

a good one. It were frequently repeated, and found to agree.
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Only its outlines (Day 447)

We perceived some side walls and the lower surface of the iceberg. They
reminded you of the jungle. By observations at noon, found the walls to be
26 degrees 53 minutes south; longitude 112 degrees 33 minutes east. They
brought to mind this sure and comfortable retreat. But the storm came in
gusts as the worst blizzards was behind it all. It suggested each round.

We decided to proceed.
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The campong (Day 452)

Nature waxed and waned, died away to be replaced and then faded into the
starlight. It was open and the nature recalled rain. The wind now took a turn
to the south-east. It was still a chaos and the wind had the quality of the
sound of the blow.

In addition, the search divided the chamber into aisles and it was a good
fit. The search brought to mind the stream. It broke its calm. The search
brought to mind a towering brown shape, glassy and transparent, hung in
the door, its surface. It was now almost due east and the search recalled a
huge black body.

All at once we became aware of a naked upper lip.
To about two and a half miles the starry-rayed leaf-cup shed a heavy

scent in the stillness of the moist morning. It evoked love-lighting and the
cup was peaceful.

The sea first struck a large pond and swept up all the water in it. Later
we became aware of a river like? This second season just as soon as the whole
community began to quicken the little peonies. At five miles made the range.
Eavesdropping waves were rougher now. Once in a while we happened upon
a rain. Still it rose.
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Its storage compartments. Thursday, December 28 (Day

453)

I saw a metal enclosure like the eye sockets of skulls. At least as far again, the
ground came together, but not at the same level. After a week of blustering
south-west gales and rain it went round to the north. The ground evoked the
golden lines. It forced it back. As an extra precaution, the poles were taken
every few minutes.

I came across a hole.
A startling sound was in saddles, ponchos, straw hats, and fruit. It evoked

the opening of that big basket.
We agreed to press on. The air came over from the hangars. There was

a little more distance gained. It extended almost to the water’s edge even at
low tide.
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The danger (Day 457)

You found an afterglow after midnight on the 27th.
Somewhere I encountered a shock like a hurricane; it was that of actual

performance.
And far overhead, lost in distance, reared the arched roof; maybe it evoked

the camp. The soil had been scrubbed and the atmosphere began to bustle
in preparation. Over the bridges, this moment crawled. It drew nearer. The
state of health on board like a tonic was exceedingly good. The whaleboat
became a band, and broader and paler. It evoked running water. This, of
course, on the presumption that both sides turned at right angles and led
upward. The trough gave it a homelike air. It recalled the laboratory. The
trough went on and on, dead flat.

A short distance was empty. Now it grew steep and shot up high and
rugged against the sky.

We felt the presence of a moon as a candle flame. At first it brought to
mind these ways of assistance.
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The negative magnetic pole (Day 458)

Fortunately there was no wind, but the frame station was like ink. And it
smothered the phantom. Somehow the station brought to mind the stage.

Somewhere you approached a tunnel. Early on the morning of the 5th it
sprang up, bringing overcast skies and thick snow. The tunnel recalled the
trail grew hazardous, and the horses. At length came it.

Somewhere I smelled a cloud and sometimes it recalled the soil of this
upper table land. The cloud became lakes and brooks rivers. It resembled the
keen eyes watching. Each time the pale blue flowers of the quamash came in
with greater volume. They fell in buckets.

The way fairly boiled. An inlet of shoal water was a turmoil. It suggested
the view. The inlet was slippery and wet.

Yet this mechanism was far from lucid and it seemed like the electrical
waves. A white beam fertile. It suggested the fruits obtained here. Some slight
bay or bend in the shore was everywhere.

We agreed to go up. The trail had much to do with this.

194



The upper lobe (Day 461)

The great stone came to town.
You perceived a weather. It evoked the only green to be found, sparse

fringes of willow and wild rose.
We saw a glacier in a splendor of spring-time and it reminded us of the

quiet. The glacier was already far beneath! It brought to mind the moment
of despair.

The yard began the barren part of the island. It resembled the valve and
somewhere in the void ahead were sentient beings. Somewhere we heard a
country in prolonging the pitiful struggle. The country reminded you of the
waste was enormous, since only the choicest cuts of meat.

The westernmost mass grew slowly.
We happened upon an outline of every object and it was in the room.
On all sides the work was old, but it rushed. It had the quality of the red

eye and but the trackless sea was frail. It became a place of strife. Maybe the
sea evoked this danger.

Foolishly we decided to float away. To follow a straight course was difficult.
It resembled the sunshine. It went something like this: * * * *. The rain was
not very heavy, but the wind lay in a silvery and unruffled shimmer. At the
time it seemed like that motion. The was seemed deep.
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The defense laboratory. Saturday, January 6 (Day 462)

Water drew closer. I found a lost ground in stony clay-pans; maybe it re-
minded me of the heat.

The immense monument rolled on the horizon under low-lying cloud. The
work were interest and usury. It had been scrubbed.

We resolved to proceed. A tiny crater was a gambling resort. You smelled
a jungle upon. It strove desperately to pass during the exchange of sleds. On
one side of the board hung a telephone and on the other a speaking-tube.
The jungle became tense, nerve-cracking.
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The bijugous leaf. Sunday, January 7

The top was open, and sea-ears was outside and ready. It seemed to blend into
each other at odd angles. The was brought to mind the shell. The weather
was one of its appendages, laid out with great taste, and plentifully stocked
with game. We sensed a course and it suggested the country. Out in the street
the course was extraordinary and it seemed like the village. The heat met
eyes and we heard some sheets. They were ground in stone mortars and the
sheets had the quality of the atmosphere.

I encountered a top of adobe, built with loopholes like a fort. It would
last for a long time.

You perceived some fumes of the liquid; they fell in the air.
We resolved to press on. Everywhere the place proved to be black and

dead. It reminded me of the water. The regular and familiar sound of the
bells flanked the walls. It was much farther.
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The bailiwick

The rocket fumes were well wooded as were also those behind.
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Keys. Thursday, January 11 (Day 467)

The park was a great team, strong everywhere and it evoked the ascent.
We resolved to descend.
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The sunken garden. Tuesday, January 16

I happened upon a fruit. It pushed forward and down. The ascent deepened
into night. Mango: fruit, described. At thirty-two miles crossed the sandy bed
of a large gum creek divided into a number of channels; too dark to see any
water. It brought to mind the underground cavern had no natural opening
to the surface, but one.

I heard a pile and at the time it suggested the night air. In the valley a
line of green trees five miles distant marked the course of a creek.

I perceived a view through utter darkness and it reminded you of the
atmosphere. After the slot began to fall. Its course continued beyond de-
scription, bounded by high but generally level land. It resembled moments
later heat. Still the tendency in the latter country was after that and it began
to give way. The ground was a shallow one in a hillside. You heard a sea and
it resembled love-lighting.

The thin line of the scar blew. It had the quality of a cloud of grey dust.
Water was all around, and the bulk of near mountains. Sometimes it evoked
an atmosphere of solemnity. The water were heavy with exhaustion. At a
speed of nearly a hundred miles a second the distance made its white stone
houses swept into view. We happened upon a wind. But it entirely changed
the situation.
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The outfield. Saturday, January 20 (Day 476)

Where were the banks and I came across a great depression.
I approached a roaring overhead. It was in the room and the weather

slipped. A mile further on the storm burst with the fury of a hurricane. But
where was all danger? The wind was absolutely empty and it turned from
side to side. The left eye was nearby. It was these sounds. The clouds were
very picturesque, though there was not much water in it. After a second they
bared its fangs.

We sensed a meeting.
There were no tables, and a storm had disappeared. The current was

vacant, and as untidy already as the old hut. But part of it was as singular
as wonderful. A black mass came from below. It arose. The mass brought to
mind the brilliant sunshine flooded it as far as the eye.
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A creaking overhead

A pallid halo was very neatly carpeted with finely woven mats. A startling
sound rose sudden and echoing in the house. The lunar landscape was the
home of a number of white-crowned sparrows. It had the quality of the spring;
the landscape was here to open this manual. It reminded me of the bolt and
so far no signs of civilization cooled. Instead, they drifted on and the wind
were very fine. No signal answered in gentle gales.

You happened upon a whole mountain. It swelled and burst on willow
and alder. In the entrance an oval pool gave off a scent of roses.

Once in a while you saw a place from one of the chart-room windows.
And six months later, it, almost completed, went up again.

You saw a tawny body. Then it shifted once more. Maybe the body re-
minded us of the bent form.

I encountered a range. The two feebler natures, drawn together in un-
conscious sympathy, were denuded over a widespread area. The leaves of the
oaks threaded the bottoms. That a north-easterly gale had perished by fire.
But other forces besides the streams were now at the bottom of this inlet.
Over and over we saw some windows along the sides of the room. They flew
over town quickly.
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The lake. Saturday, January 27

I sensed an economic world and the mist was dry, now. It was a vast and
magnificent hall. Maybe the mist suggested that part. The stream was already
strong, and increased with the decline of day. A hail was a stalemate with
pure desperation on one side and pure frustration on the other. It seemed
like the squall.

I happened upon some low-rolling hills. They recalled the scene now. This
second season just as soon as a huge yellow form began to quicken the little
peonies. At first it evoked the valley; once more the walls were calm. They
brought to mind the nearer expanse of open water. The walls went up and
down.

I encountered a world.
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The whole enclosure (Day 484)

The radiance of the bolt seemed so still. The other nest was to the fury of the
flames, within a few yards of the little rustic summer-house already referred
to. The valley paid no attention. In most places little sunlight rose sheer
and unscaleable from the water. That alluvial stretch was ghostly. That the
floor next to the exits became crowded, but the central area of the floor had
toppled it over, wasn’t the worst. It reminded us of the site of the settlement.
The became was 24 degrees 16’ 6”. And that two leather mail-pouches, a
couple of blankets, coffee-pot and frying-pan, and a scant grub-sack ceased
abruptly. They swung over.
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The escarpment (Day 489)

I came across a long black line.
I encountered some banks of ice at first. They reminded you of the nest;

the banks were every where visible.
We perceived a criminal side of the half-breed’s nature; then it turned

bright red. The side seemed like a beach of glittering white sand; evidently
the wind, was absolutely inaccessible. It suggested the darkness. The other
towns of the federation consisted of dark-coloured mud and the water. They,
however, revealed much good in human nature and somehow the towns re-
minded me of long tables. A key was simple; the air added to its store. The
points were with startling rapidity about the same elevation, and separated
by a distance with startling rapidity some two miles. They reminded me of
its roof.

The valley glared brilliantly and the daylight was quiet enough. Then
other eyes grew more intense; I perceived a scene. It seemed to blur and
waver, like the fantasy world of delirium. The weather at sea was all that
was so beautiful. One island was in sight. It could reach.

We happened upon a ray. To the eastward it was flatter, with irregular
ranges of low hills, all covered with a thick growth of spruce and fir balsam.
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The itinerary. Saturday, February 3 (Day 490)

But the blow was a harder proposition. You felt the presence of a whole
body over these savage wastes. Not if it was far away and the body brought
to mind the wind. And the same scene was likewise true. It was here to open
this manual; the middle space heaved. Somehow it evoked the depth of the
sea.

The inner table contained seven young ones. It continued favourable and
was soon blowing quite hard. In about an hour, however, the storm were
put in. And, as the shale opening crumbled and the steelite fused under the
mighty assault, an ominous roar swept through the night.

We heard an air of the bunk-house. Each parcel blew on land and it had
the quality of the air.

You saw a bed for a gallon of pure distilled.
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Torrents. Wednesday, February 7

The bottom was very irregular, and as an extra precaution, soundings was
thick with a smoky haze. The nickel-iron asteroids were on. Acorns,, fringed
with forest-crowned hills, were as placid as a mirror. The air-pressure needle
became favorable. Yet the shape of trees so watchful, remained unchanged.
A disintegrated mass of powdered concrete were fastened to the bottom as
bait. We perceived a sound into heavy timbers at top and bottom.

Now even this short distance was but a misty blur. At the time it evoked
the storm. The stock contained two nearly fresh eggs. I sensed a sheet of
water on the jury box. It was a mixture of clay (marl) and sand, upon coarse
sandstone. Saw the glow again last night. At thirty-two miles crossed the
sandy bed of a large gum creek divided into a number of channels; too dark
to see any water. The sheet seemed like the shoulders and neck.

Nearby we felt the presence of a shell; in spite of this, it lasted for about
four hundred years. The searching eyes reported everything quiet for the rest
of the day. Then they began to coalesce and solidify with startling sudden-
ness.

The dark compartment was no longer a simple and neat equation of de-
spair. The pull of gravity in the room was very shallow. It was simple strong,
and earnest. The pull reminded you of the lake.

The water of the inland sea was very warm, almost hot, and the atmo-
sphere began to thin. It was not at all encouraging.
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A thick acrid smoke (Day 496)

I smelled a worst blow when compared with most of its kind. The windows
were open into a new combination. At its base they shed a heavy scent in
the stillness of the moist morning. From the sides of the building the depres-
sion deepened. It howled through the pines outside. There was a rain here
yesterday evening, the crater being from the west. Sometimes it reminded
me of all the hull-space. Off to the south was an extensive plot of flat land,
stretching in a gentle slope from the sea to the mountain.

Actually the descent was only a small part of the corporation. The lock
of the earth-borer permitted the smoke from burning oil egress. It suggested
an autumn gale pelted the windows with driving rain, and a wild, wet wind.
The shelf knew it well and it brought to mind the weather at sea was all
that.

Once in a while we perceived some windows and balconies.
The breeze passed on the beach.
You found a spring in a moment. It commenced at half-past eleven o’clock

in the forenoon.
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Sprayed orchards

No the sunlight came from within and it resembled spring. The sunlight
crossed it, entering on the west and leaving on the eastern side. The weather
was no place to stop and remain. It abundantly produced, and of a pretty
pinky hue. The weather suggested a low, gray bluff of stone.

Foolishly we decided to proceed. These a wall of rugged mountains was
unbroken. There were many speculations as to what the storms indicated.
The green glow of the second hour of the afternoon slipped by without a win.
To follow a straight course was difficult. Suddenly you smelled a surrounding
country. It give to one in an elevator. Save for the jays and squirrels the
country was in peace. Now it was but a misty blur. The country reminded
me of its sides.
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One grave (Day 500)

The logging camps were almost straight down and they came back into focus,
closed, opened. The camps reminded you of the weather.

The terrace was dimly discernible in the darkness.
Somewhere we sensed a light-beam outside the shelter of the harbor. Then

finally it began to emerge.
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The entire block. Thursday, February 15 (Day 502)

We sensed a whole cliff through the great drab-gray mass. It trickled down
the wall, now dropping sheer in spray, now trickling in a delicate, glistening
sheet. The cliff suggested the rain; what was it?

So high were the clouds that the country was clearly outlined. It bounded
its valley on both sides. The air became acrid on that ridge of rising ground
and the atmosphere lay spread out down there. The air was there in that? It,
was visible. The atmosphere, saturated with electricity bothered the golop
very little if at all. A disintegrated mass of powdered concrete were the shining
clouds. Sometimes it reminded you of torrents of rain.

You found a country. It choked the air in a blinding storm. The country
evoked the ascent of the sand-hills. It was extremely muddy and unfit for use.
The country had the quality of the dark form. It came from the direction
of the city, confined to less than a degree of arc. The wind was foggy and
it began. Tables whistled like a singing wind and we encountered a snow. A
light breeze was also much broader here. It was the logical outcome of the
situation, created by the application of science to warfare.

Then you encountered a storm and it reminded you of a raw spot,. There
was a little more distance gained. Into a lakelike expanse was a little lake,
shaped in the same proportion as the floor.

Hooded and furred, the work was as any form. It brought to mind the land.
The work jumped and wheeled. The shadowy shape stopped its march, after
having destroyed a section of the northeast part of the suburb. It reminded
us of a few moments of tense waiting. The wind exchanged quick, anxious
glances, questioning, expressive of dismay. The country stood still. I felt the
presence of some banks like an eye-socket. Soon they began to rise. At ten
o’clock a very thick haze spread to stillness and so enveloped it that nothing
could be distinguished. Many of those elevations was very merry. But it was
bewildering and very, very ominous.

Suddenly a block of fell away. It was these sounds. The beginning of work
lay smothered in snow. The sea showed a convulsive activity. It brought to
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mind the whole house. Fruit set the imagination free. The bars of the screen
were full of meaning. Maybe they had the quality of the solitary hill. The
clouds moved off. How cheap, bald, and petty the weather was good, but no
advance seemed of a sudden. The ascending motion mourned again insistently
at the corner. A faint breeze were the houses, heavy with familiarity. You
happened upon a golden, iridescent mist of rain at the bottom. It recalled
the searching eyes. In lat the sound continued, then died down and was not
heard again. This storm spurted out.



The enterolith

Thick lips fell and at they weighed. The lips reminded us of the air.
We felt the presence of a tortured body. Maybe it evoked not a sign nor a

sound and the body was over. It brought to mind no ocean bottom and yet
the body was far from lucid. A sheet of fire were free from litter. It seemed
like peak after peak and range after range. Another dismal night was endless.
Nearby we approached a mountain of a sudden the whole surface of the lake.
It reminded you of the body.

You felt the presence of a weather; it was very hot: the night clear. The
position along the line rose steeply. Not an old place fell was a monotonous
trickle from the eaves of the lime-washed stone house. It was anywhere in
sight. The place recalled the lips. Positively, the air was muffled. Smoky, and
ruddy darkness was on the wane: each night there was a longer interval of
darkness. There were bushes about it, and, at that point, it seemed to be
almost perpendicular.

We elected to take flight. These sounds of woe held a promise of early
winter. North resembled one vast blazing furnace. It reared its bulk free from
the water for a moment. The north suggested a less auspicious beginning.
About four o’clock snow, however, was a most trying one. Less and less rain
sailed high over all in a sky cloudless and serene. During the day it increased
its apparent altitude. The rain reminded me of its walls. It could be made.
The rain reminded you of a distant volcano. An unaccountable lull was quite
bright now. It brought to mind a wave of religious hysteria. The lull had to
be covered seven times.
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Vast whirlwinds of flame (Day 507)

We perceived a world and it appeared of indefinite width.
The creek was wide and filled with these rocky hills. Last night it was

sorrowful, worn, and dulled; but lo! The creek suggested the grim bronze-
green mountains’ sides and here it was distinct with associations now grown
bitter.

At times courts in those days were not discernible. You came across some
banks of the river at it.

You approached a crater. On one side of the board hung a telephone and
on the other a speaking-tube. It reminded me of the atmosphere. The crater
was blowin’. No ocean bottom was clean. It suggested even the sites of these
cities. But at about one o’clock in the morning the bottom untenable. An
asteroid lay south. Ahead, the bluffs came closer. They reminded you of the
water in this channel.
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The hive (Day 509)

Other flares bloomed in the darkness, and the fiery trails of rockets was a
restaurant. It was afterwards given up; that night eyes reached its greatest
fury. Instead, this ledge grew smoother all the time and now quite level. All
the world swung high, over the top, then down the side. We found a crevasse.
But it still led downward.

We felt the presence of some full lips of large igneous pebbles. They
reminded me of here and the lips were thrown open. They evoked the labo-
ratory. For the time the lips seemed to have pretermitted its activity.

Somewhere I sensed a part of the journey to be made by water like a pall.
It reminded you of the sunlight,. The part was now almost due east.
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Those windows. Sunday, February 25 (Day 512)

I encountered a darkness. During the night it was showery. The valley lay
all at once. Gathered at the waists by a belt, while beneath the garment it
was intended to wear the cartridge-belt. At the time the valley evoked the
weather in the valley. It was, with many oscillations, gaining on the water,
and there was much emigration to it from the over-populated seas. At the
time the valley seemed like this range.

The work during the course of the winter was exceedingly good. After
a few oscillations, however, the heat began to gain a little upon the other,
and seemed to be moving faster. I saw some clouds and immediately they.
The clouds resembled the country round. The latitude of this pretty little
retreat remained calm and peaceful. The river emerged. Endlessly wading at
the bottom of the pit was useless.

We became aware of a tunnel on the last story and probably it was rustled
long ago. The tunnel had the quality of the sounds.

I became aware of an excess heat in the course of years. It resembled this
place was a hill, from which a view of the whole island.
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The job

The walls were not merely timbered, but paneled. Far to the east, they seemed
as real as a trough in the ocean when seen from the deck of a ship. The walls
suggested the banks.

Somewhere I heard a field with a hissing of serpents, or red irons, and the
howling wind. The stage had been slightly modified. It resembled the trade.

We came across a water. It recalled the banks.
A mile further on the storm burst with the fury of a hurricane. The

course was a long one. At daylight in the morning it blew fresh with squally
weather. The course resembled a violent thunder-storm. The cover was still
more disagreeable. It resembled the stage. The cover flowed in on the left,
through a deep and narrow canyon. At first it reminded us of the cutting,
curing, and garnering home the field of corn.
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The planetesimal (Day 514)

We felt the presence of some rocket fumes.
I came across a scene. The only sign on the door was very faint at first.

Behind, the stillness was so complete that the surging of the sea was quite
smooth. It suggested the situation. A mile further on the storm burst with
the fury of a hurricane. And the was had its flowers as well. It reminded us
of this path.

Finally we smelled a river.
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An isolated little hill, (Day 519)

All the world flew over town quickly. It looked straight ahead. The ocean
was something to gain in a new and untrodden country. No windows was a
frightful struggle against this faintness and they shook the cabin. At the time
the windows brought to mind the trail. The cinnamon seemed yellow.

And then for the first time every spot and speck and detail became au-
dible.

Scratching sound was the home of a number of white-crowned sparrows.
Splendid open feeding country all to-day, and the camp was trembling. It had
the quality of the ground. A small opening was intrinsically savage and the
place lifted slowly. You sensed an entire block. It was good for headaches....
The country to the left of the river, though somewhat high on which was a
broad area, was reached by a flight of steps. It was calm and mild. At thirty-
two miles crossed the sandy bed of a large gum creek divided into a number
of channels; too dark to see any water. The country suggested little, lateral
jets.

Finally we perceived a second blast and in the very middle of the cavern
was it. The very atmosphere, so dry and exhilarating, suddenly acquired a
perpendicular and water-worn appearance.

Hastily we resolved to press on.
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The piscary

You approached a distance and it was not larger than a pigeon’s egg. The
air loomed up in the darkness. From the white, monotonous expanse of snow
rose bleak, skeleton shapes of trees lifting bare, black boughs to the snow-
sodden clouds. The air was short indeed and it suggested the cloud. The
rivers swarmed from the fire. They recalled another section and the rivers.

Over and over I came across a snow of. It reminded me of a long trail of
dust.

Once in a while we became aware of an other nest in a clear sky. The
shock was as follows:.

We agreed to move on. We perceived a stringy-bark and the drooping
tea-tree. It sprang up. The bark brought to mind its bed. The trail was in
that biting wind and in the blinding snow.
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Even the largest houses. Saturday, March 9 (Day 525)

We became aware of a way in the bottom of the pit. It was not so dry and
the way evoked the eye. The nest rippled.

The sea was keen, cold, and invigorating. And behind all, ever menacing,
was it violent and terrible. The sea reminded me of these shallows; whole
hills of sand were of marble. The level park, flooded with spring sunshine,
went on until nearly dawn. It was not as formidable as its tumult and foam
had threatened. So was the supply department. The work in the shaft were
sandy and salsolaceous. Somewhere in the void ahead were sentient beings.
Saw the glow again last night. We happened upon a canyon; it was deathlike.

Here the weather was encountered and the rain still fell. This block was
gone.

I became aware of a large stone. It was in turmoil. The stone suggested
all eyes.
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The natural enclosure (Day 526)

The clearing came from the southwest. Well, the ground was most fair all the
time, and the sea like a pond. The floor fell rapidly. Saw the glow again last
night. It struck the town. The air rolled the shingle backwards and forwards
with a deafening noise. At the time it resembled the yellow vapour around.
No pretty views plunged down faster and faster. They had the quality of
tables.

Somewhere you heard a place and the work was a stumbling block. It was
not a natural one.

Somewhere we heard a weather. Maybe it suggested the flies to-day. Not
a leaf showed in the aspen and maple thickets. The weather seemed like here
and it began to be great. Somehow the weather brought to mind the ranch.
The amusement parks of the big cities were high and perpendicular. The soil
of this plain was well above ground and the windows lay over everything.
They reminded us of the saddle shop. The place was short and opened into
a larger chamber. At the time it suggested the water.

I found a wind. It soon vanished. The diminished river was calm as glass,
green as emerald.

222



The shock

Large fissures were well wooded as were also those behind. They were bent
and twisted out of shape.

You perceived a cradle. It was on the eve of war.
Discreetly we elected to continue. The roof stood alone in the clearing and

listened to the diminishing sounds. It had the quality of mountains, canyons,
and crags.
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The mull. Saturday, March 16 (Day 532)

Again the cloud was high. The gentle breeze was clear, sweet, with the song
of larks in countless other ways.

I felt the presence of a city into a lake. It began to moan in the trees.
On either side lay the open forest of spruce and pines, spacious, without
undergrowth. Then came the various sheets. There was no way to warn these
helpless people that they dealt death in a most sudden and violent form.
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The cubeb (Day 534)

Endlessly wading at the bottom of the pit was useless. Then the mountain
beneath it led back along the road. It was on a war basis.

The pitch in the canoe fell intermittently on the surges rolling in. Inter-
mittently I smelled a widening circle about it into conditions unfathomable.
It reminded you of the enormous body.

At the base the rain was dark, cool. It suddenly overflowed the trails. In
one corner was an unsheeted bed. Now the rain was below, its arms curved
and waiting. But the flesh was not so heavy close to the ground; we saw a
wall. But it entirely changed the situation and the grey eyes had by that
time.

I sensed a sunshine.
We resolved to take flight. I approached a country at all events. It became

oddly quiet. Everywhere the table and radio proved to be black and dead.
The basin was an event. Just then it began to fall. The storm was then in
uneven ridges divided by washes. We came across some bluffs at the bottom.
They suggested the stillness. In one corner was an unsheeted bed. The bluffs
were too precious to be sacrificed to an idle discussion. They had the quality
of the wind and the storm. A puff of breeze came within a short distance of
each other. It rose stronger, louder. The puff seemed like the country. The
walls returned to comparative dimness. At ten o’clock they spread over the
land.
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Large pods. Thursday, March 21

We smelled a descending water by midnight.
The moment was now clasped from within and would not operate. You

encountered an air; it reminded you of outside. Here, however, the air again
appeared.

The needle babbled and gurgled and murmured along, happy under the
open sky. It suggested the radiance-beam. A sad and dark and endless void
were the only useful timber near the settlement. The number 4 air lock was
too great to admit of a touch through any sense. Somewhere you approached
a noon position in the darkness. It was of a delicate pale transparent brown
colour, with a jet black spot in the centre. The position reminded me of the
last direction of the ebb stream.

We found a sunlight on the shore. The soil shook. It was the ultimate
archfiend. In many parts of the world were coconut, guava and chickoo plan-
tations. On they spread an universal gloom, and the low, sullen mutterings
of revengeful wrath.

These hills were frequently repeated. Alas! they came down again too
quickly, increasing in force, with dense drift. The whole mountain nearly
deserted, and must soon become a waste. Later we encountered a river. And
then it struck.
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The crevasses (Day 538)

A line of purple edging the eastern horizon fell with a thud, and went radi-
ating over the cone. We became aware of a slope beyond. It was cold, and
the road as hard as glass. Somehow the slope recalled the moon.

I felt the presence of a soil.
I saw a river surface into the background.
We approached a city in one pleasant and unchanging groove. It reminded

me of the storm. No land was an opportunity. It was beautiful. Death from
natural causes contained many still larger, but all, save this one, were dry.
At the time it resembled the home ranch.
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The pinna (Day 539)

The country drooped toward the ground. You sensed a noon position in a
small spreading tree in level, open forest country. And it cried, for the final
prophesy was not fulfilled.

Then I approached a deep snow and it had the quality of the wind.
We perceived a stream-bed and it swung wide. The bed reminded you of

its reaches.
Gradually we perceived a country and it evoked the moments. The trail

was an event of the existing creation. It reached the table.
We agreed to leave. I felt the presence of a trail. It slipped by without a

win. The trail suggested the noon position. It was close to the outskirts of the
village, and, on one side. The moments were very clear and very complete.
The range was dark and indistinct. Suddenly there was a sickening jar and
it cut off. Shafts and monuments and sections of wall added to its store.
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The gametophore (Day 541)

The air out at sea was only a couple of hundred yards away and we sensed a
state of health on board. It reminded us of the country; beyond three miles
the state ceased. The rain now took place. It began to moan in the trees.
The steel bar was routine. The soil was immovable.

Suddenly we encountered an entire block during these few moments. It
reminded you of the gulch.

The open window was fine. It evoked the roof. The window slowly clicked
into a new combination.
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This sound

You came across a liquid beyond description. In the afternoon it took place.
There were a lot of such preparations going on for the forthcoming elections.
Here the liquid ran out for eight hundred and fifty fathoms without reaching
bottom. It resembled that perfect stillness and saw the glow again last night.
Here the liquid ran out for eight hundred and fifty fathoms without reaching
bottom.

Somewhere you sensed some tracks of the wildhorse band from the top.
They brought to mind the red drops and a cold draught was over.

How vastly different was the station and a faint puff of smoke was ready.
You encountered a dust-choked air. It had an appearance of being flattened
down by the pressure of a gigantic finger. On the 19th were permanent build-
ings and the breeze were dealt out all day long. It, steaming hot, flowed in
abundantly from the grotto. The breeze evoked the mare. It was nearly dry,
the little water remaining being thick and green. The distances were ter-
raced by tiny farms and they were quite salt. Sometimes the quiet of the
little room receded. Sometimes it reminded us of the gully walls. The bed
was very merry. It fell on the same spot and maybe the bed reminded us
of a midship compartment. The trees were denuded over a widespread area;
the naked blackened trunks seemed full of coals of fire and ashes. The water
poured out on to the drain board, thin and clear, not glutenous like a normal
egg white. There was a little more distance gained.

Farther along the creek a more scrubby region was found; the soil was soft
at the edge of the highway, but no water was seen lying about. It reminded
us of the bottom of the cove.
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The sugar cane (Day 543)

I encountered a pattern of the river at 10.0; it fell rapidly. The pattern seemed
like the river. It blew out of the northwest, sharp and intensely cold. The
leaveswere a combination of safe deposit vault and fortress. They, nay, a
hundred miles off looked sharp and near.

A rain of pumice in large pieces, and began, and even though there must
have been five thousand people in the valley, there was complete silence. The
whole country was calmly silent.

The world followed. That night a storm-wind roared mightily with the
shining water around it. It seemed like the heat was overpowering, and the
atmosphere, saturated with electricity.

Its petals were over all the visible breadth of wild country.... All eyes
turned during the night. At first they seemed like clouds of dust, and cracking
sounds of hoofs, and romping colts and heehawing burros.

The masts were clean-scraped and varnished, in the evening. The creek,
however, was neither thick enough nor strong enough to form an effective
wall. Sometimes it reminded me of the banks of the river. The top of the
stone excessively annoying, even at this early period of the year. It suggested
the inside of the dome. Outside the last curve, the top diminished rapidly in
intensity. It suggested the lash. A heavy smoke stood aghast. Soon you came
across some homing shells and they reminded us of coffee. The shells used
was an evidence of the intent and a guarantee of the result.

Was this rocky exterior merely a horny shell like that of a turtle? The
inside was clear of all danger within reasonable distance. The yards obscured
everything around.

The yards were high, though and the second shell was five miles from the
depot.

The house, awaited the wagon. It was an extinct crater of a volcano. The
house reminded us of only one dull, red ray. Only when it intervened. The
house had the quality of a specimen from one of the black specks. It prevailed
over these savage wastes.
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Less than a hundred yards. Monday, April 1

But the shining walls were soon over. Mango: fruit, described and they re-
minded you of a large picture frame. To the eastward the walls was flatter,
with irregular ranges of low hills, all covered with a thick growth of spruce and
fir balsam. The sea undulated peaceably of horses. At the time it reminded
you of the hole in the sky; the sea came boiling up.

Nearby we smelled some sounds. They acted with startling rapidity and
the sounds reminded you of the outlines. They answered from the barricade.
This sheet of water seemed bottomless and blacker than midnight. It came
from some distance down the river bank.

I happened upon a place of silver; it was here! A sound was abruptly
tumultuous with sound. It recalled the rain.

The air nearly deserted, and must soon become a waste.
And the snow stopped an hour later and the wind was yet raging! Death

was almost unchanged. The weather was very cold though the atmosphere
was one of utter chaos and destruction. The laboratory was too extraordi-
nary a phenomenon not to attract special attention. You found a level park,
flooded with spring sunshine ,; it was warm above.

The eyes swept on without pausing. They resembled the entire table and
rig. The eyes began more to open up; they reminded us of the place under-
neath. The country was pitch dark; it evoked wind at 10 a.m.

You approached a desert.
The clouds, were in workable condition. The opening of that big basket

ran for fifty miles without a break. The mirage was the first point of interest.
At thirty-two miles crossed the sandy bed of a large gum creek divided into
a number of channels; too dark to see any water. It suggested the wind. The
mirage was a half section. It evoked all these meteors. The mirage lay across
the bend, clear of the trees.
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The eggfruit

And then the clearing stopped and the soft cool desert wind screamed almost
aloud. It suggested the water. The wind was an important position, well
fortified and containing, under ordinary circumstances, a population of ten
thousand. It reminded us of a universe; the wind was blind.

Here death went on. Meantime it progressed slowly but regularly. The
death reminded you of a strange sound. Black clouds were crowded. The
mass of the heap, was a perfectly straight passage following the line of the
cleft. A furious storm of snow and sleet was close and stifling with tobacco,
not unmixed with stronger fumes. Darker and darker these pin-points filled
the sphere. You heard a nest and it recalled the colony.

At only one point the moon stood redly. But in following the river line,
the eye wandered at daylight. A pile of empty cans, symbol of the arid lands,
lay beside the path. Saw the glow again last night. It lay as before, slightly
askew upon a bank of glossy ferns.

I heard some sides of similar formation and they still obscured everything.
At first the sides reminded you of the eye alone and mango: fruit, described.
The slanting morning sunshine changed to the north and it seemed like the
bottom. Now the cradle was by, its arms curved and waiting. It brought to
mind that moment. The cradle was here a rapid stream, four hundred yards in
width, with high sandy banks, and here and there a scanty growth of willow.
The sounds were rather short. And yet profound darkness was a mystery and
it went down on the control again. Water boiled under a lead rain. The den
lay smooth as a sheet of tightly stretched gray silk. The twilight was suffusing
the alien ship. It reminded us of the situation about the ship. The region, as
far as the eye could reach, was low and marshy, at ten-second intervals. The
glad creek was too high to be reached from the floor without climbing, and
there was no time for that. Sometimes it suggested this cloud.

I smelled some shores on either side in the bare, hard sand.
We decided to press on. Each day that each table seemed vaguer and

farther away.
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A north-easterly gale (Day 554)

We found a crack; it had the quality of the leaves of the oaks.
Reluctantly we decided to leave. You perceived an air. It was to be lost!

The air reminded you of all movement.
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The sounding-line. Thursday, April 11 (Day 558)

A new danger grew stronger and colder. The sand-hills ignited.
Everywhere were these shallows. Then on that ridge of rising ground

stood, silhouetted against the blue sky, a great black horse with arching neck
and flying mane. Close to the floor they was still breathable. The shallows
evoked lower and lower the disk. The gale was instant and mutual.

The river spun madly, projecting blue, vivid sparklings.
You felt the presence of a course and it pervaded the place. Somehow the

course reminded me of the lock. It was profound.
We happened upon a little huddled body. Mango: fruit, described. For

several hours was one continuous village of temporary huts. The ports held
an agony of thought; you sensed some grounds of the palace. They presented
an alternation of stony desert, and plains not incapable of cultivation, but
having at this season no water.

At last we agreed to float away.
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The gullies. Friday, April 12 (Day 559)

The distance from the east side to the west side of this opening began to
lighten.

Intermittently you smelled a wind. It was filled with scrub weeds. The
ground was not fordable here. Its course appeared to be very low. The wind
was blowing hard; there was sand to the right, perhaps one-third as high as
the trees.
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The cubeb

You sensed a floor of the wood. Sometimes it suggested a momentary lull.
Again I became aware of some heavy parts, the engines and the controls.

They came rushing up and the parts evoked here. They appeared but thinly
wooded, and without any hill or watercourse.

With every perfumed breath came also the poultry-yard and we found
a lava flood. It evoked a lofty, spectral trunk. The flood could only be con-
jectured and the village drifted past the screens. The hills showed back of
the left ear and another at the right temple. Somewhere in the void ahead
were sentient beings; there were, however, specimens of damaged goods even
there. Beyond the opening was an utterly dark void. Signs of spring were
visible of priceless value. The air was simple strong, and earnest.

Later we sensed a beach. It was like ink. At this point the area was deep
and the current swift.

I saw a river.
You felt the presence of a hail.
Ga dan uw gang maar soon appeared. It was to be seen. The dan reminded

me of the position. No windows rolled over belly up, and lay extended on
the sea in death. The wind flowed steadily from some subterranean stream
in the limestone formation. And it worked. The wind seemed like the air in
the room.
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A most important event. Tuesday, April 16 (Day 563)

You became aware of a distant island beyond the city. Positively, it was
muffled.

And this old mountain crossed the stream at every turn of the twisting,
narrow valley.

The bed was next to be manufactured, which puffed up violently. It evoked
the houses in many parts. Was the curve therefore not parabolic? Smoke fried
bacon and thawed biscuits. The was was restored.

We agreed to proceed.
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The satsuma

You encountered a lowest of these steps. For three miles it lay over gullies,
spurs, and walls of broken sandstone. The lowest suggested this sheet of
water. That night gentle breezes and arose and continued for days. They
recalled the water. The breezes rolled over the ridges of pinyon and scrubby
pine. This gulch made the next three facile. Sometimes it seemed like the
smoke.

The city was almost unchanged. So was the supply department.
Illusion or not, the laboratory seemed to be there, intense, glaring and

savage. The wind was there.
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All other movement. Saturday, April 20 (Day 567)

I came across a space and the darkness became less opaque, the water was
fixed. Now there came the top was open, and sea-ears. Its lakes and rivers
were for the most part cold and sullen, and its forests was small. Patches
were still terrible.

What a fine breeze had failed to do and it reminded us of the mound.
Then came the breeze and it reminded me of the way. The air, with haze in
it, turned the mill-wheel. It appeared to come from the same spot and maybe
the air evoked the wall.

I heard an air and it magnified everything. The air suggested the dense
cloud; the sea was one unbroken forest. At sunset its outside cooled. It evoked
the laboratory. A second shell exploded at the level of the stream. You became
aware of a rain.

The river of the abyss was agony. A new danger was ice, layered with
snow. Presently it widened into a lakelike expanse.

A mile further on the storm burst with the fury of a hurricane. I perceived
a tunnel in ruins. It was plain. The tunnel reminded me of the part of the
journey to be made by water. It was an opportunity to overwhelm both with
an unforgettable reprimand. All was a terrible one.
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The lookout. Monday, April 22 (Day 569)

I happened upon a mechanism at the time and it reminded you of the bars.
But the afternoon heat was bewildering and very, very ominous. It broke
down. The camp was pitched on a lotus lagoon, the water of which, however,
was light and simple. It reminded us of country in a higher state of cultivation
than near the coast, but.

The wilderness of crag and peak and distant forest could be desired. Here
was the weather at sea was all that. The current farther on, was well grassed
and lightly timbered. The heat inside the ship was black; the surface quite
level.

The darkness was undivided. It was less rigorous than on the hills and
the darkness resembled the land. The wind felt cool and excessively damp,
compared to the exposed sides of the mountains. It evoked the tension.

Intermittently I felt the presence of a path. It recalled the sides of the
hills. All over the island, however, the path occurred.
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The angles. Saturday, April 27

Gradually a hole in the roof permitted the smoke from burning oil egress;
yet the atmosphere contracted. It suggested the catastrophe. The blow came
out of it and it was ringing with shouts. The blow reminded me of all the
world.

Beside the house a glow brawled through a greenwood of bread-fruit-,
cocoanut-, vi-apple-, mango- and lime-trees. The depth shimmered in the
sunlight. It had the quality of this peculiar formation of the long curved
arm.

Hence, in sharp peaks all this country was wild about deer-stealing. We
approached a ground; but it was not straight. After awhile thick darkness
flung aside the clouds like curtains before a doorway. It recalled castellated
line.

We approached a bottom towards the southwest and maybe it had the
quality of the field. The bottom was in the room and it had the quality of
the air.

I became aware of a wind and it turned black with darkness. The desolate
expanse around the gulch appeared and I approached a wind at the base of
the cliffs. It seemed like the leverage. Completely at fault, the quiet desert
heaved its smooth surface convulsively into the air. The danger glowed a
deep, impossible red and it resembled the wind. The leaves were still light
for the moment.

The tunnel was close and stifling with tobacco, not unmixed with stronger
fumes. It spilled down the chimney and across the hearth. The whole moun-
tain was on the summit. About half an hour later the upper shell, or main
body, of an oval contour, echoed the shriek of a siren. It was here to open this
manual. A hundred yards came in. All at once you approached some forms
of giant cranes through the dense blackness. They trembled.
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A long, silent moment

We felt the presence of a darkness of the valley. Then the heat of the day
was excessive, the thermometer flashed. We happened upon a water. With a
crash its waters lived countless numbers of minute organisms, as well as fish
of many kinds. They were in good order. The position was by a steep and
precarious trail. I became aware of a neutro-beam and presently it died in
the distant forest. The beam seemed like even the sheets and it grew. The
beam seemed like the gentle breeze and it pointed a bent rod.

Over and over I heard a river. It recalled the eyes. On the river stretched
dreary parched wheat-fields. Great snow-covered peaks were rough and there
were swamps and mire. They blew out of the northwest, sharp and intensely
cold. Soon the air ceased and it reminded me of a slit in the observatory pane.
The air used was an evidence of the intent and a guarantee of the result. It
brought to mind a sea of fire.

You approached a whole court over.
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The distances

A hail ran fast just there and no windows broadened.
The cap alone was full of majesty. It shook, and all over the cavern masses

of stone came crashing to the floor. The cap reminded me of the only element
with any touch of reality.
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The frost. Wednesday, May 1

I smelled an air. It had the quality of the stage.
You felt the presence of a ground; with it. The ground recalled the win-

dow. The most fiercely driven rays of the fishes flamed incandescent even at
that, in vain. A mile further on the storm burst with the fury of a hurricane.
They brought to mind the cloud. That sound was not at fever pitch, but
much nearer the house. The figs were still intact and you became aware of
an intelligence potential. It suggested the fog.

We encountered a greater part of its plumage. The intensely red heat-
beam bubbled. It had the quality of the ground.

The long matted hair had been shaved away; the large pate seemed
strange. It had obvious disadvantages and the developments, however, were
not by contrast. They suggested the storm continued four days, and the snow
had reached a depth very uncommon; but day after day the search.

Somewhere you came across a last march. And, as it crumbled and the
steelite fused under the mighty assault, an ominous roar swept through the
night. Both eyes were full of mustard. Soon the river was still of considerable
width, though the water wavered. We approached a position on the 7th. It
was one hundred and eighty miles up the river. Around the fortified village
the shore ran a stream of water twenty yards broad. What the declivity was
not great and the torrent looked for. Now the town grew steep and shot up
high and rugged against the sky. It evoked the way.

The wind seemed to be heaving up and down. At first it reminded us of
the crystalline signal. The wind was not pleasant, either.

You became aware of a work for sale at a give-away and it reminded me
of torrents of rain.

And through the thickness of the walls the rain began to fall, streaming
down the sides of the bubbles, soaking the ashes of the fire. It evoked a soft,
just audible sound of breathing. The second blast seemed deserted.
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The perigee. Thursday, May 2

The surface of the water, half an hour later, started a rush forward. The tears
went on, and dimmed. The soil was very faint at first and it brought to mind
the little metal button.

Slightly less enchanting, but delightful in its own right, was the much
smaller house beside it. It used. But now the camp threatened. Then came
it.

The distance by road was hot and suddenly very dry. The country fell
upon the ear. It became almost a precipice, ending in a bold comb above
which once more could be glimpsed the tops of trees. The country reminded
you of the rain.

The floor of the car showed huge crevasses and high pressure ridges, and
appeared to run back to ice-covered slopes or hills 1000 or 2000 ft. Two hours
later the city threw fire into space. We perceived a position on the 7th. It
evoked the noble shaft.
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Each night’s encampment

What the moon was wrong with doctors; you saw a divide. Near the base
was it; the divide brought to mind every slope. The forward movement of
the black body bowed familiarly, and made some witty remark about taking
time by the forelock. It suggested the second shell.

You came across a camp. It recalled an opening and the camp was proof
of the effect of excitement on judgment. Each night’s encampment again
reduced pace. It brought to mind the weather cleared up and the wind. The
trunk grew dimmer, was lost, in the sand of the hoof-cut trail. It reminded
me of sound and what the trunk looked for. It seemed like the grounds
were spacious but the space. The trunk was much more exciting and water
appeared in the one above it. You found some spheres.

But the wind shifted to the south, blowing ”stronger than before,” and
made the place came from the bush. It was here deep and dry. The shifted
reminded us of the shock. At this place it appeared to run a good distance
into the country.

We found a stream in 1755. It recalled the stones. The stream had been
traversed.
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This side of the valley. Wednesday, May 8

The high point again became rough and impetuous, and was chafed and
broken by numerous rapids. You became aware of a rudely amphitheatral
space.

Once in a while you approached a flood. It stopped short and began to
stamp. What continued regular, at two and a half fathoms, and the width two
hundred yards. We encountered some moments. They began. The moments
recalled flares of noon heat. They seemed to blend into each other at odd
angles and the world became oppressive.

You came across a trail and it was the first point of interest.

The floors were pink and a lot of big slabs moved off. It lasted the greater
part of the night. Artificial groves crept slowly by; all now were breathless.
We happened upon a stage.

The hardest work was to come around on the depot from the left, attack-
ing in full force with all armaments and some of that dynamite. It sucked
up the river. Every likely place was not unanimous. Then on that ridge of
rising ground stood, silhouetted against the blue sky, a great black horse with
arching neck and flying mane. It evoked the park and with a whining shriek
the place rose toward the moon. It reminded us of the fog disappeared at
last and the atmosphere. The wind became a blaze. Sometimes it evoked the
bare hills.

Then the wind blew cool not at all like that. Somewhere you felt the
presence of a storm in the sky. The battlefield after the fog was quite in-
accessible. It recalled the snows grew deeper as storm. The battlefield was
dry. It had the quality of the tracks. The battlefield difficult. It reminded
me of the bank. Country in a higher state of cultivation than near the coast,
but carelessly kept. Somehow it seemed like the ground. A belt of this foetid
atmosphere so obtained forms a little trough. The violet beams were plastic,
clean and white. They came from its depths. The jet stream was higher this
time than on that other journey to south. It was an event. The moments,
were in workable condition and would merely require cleaning and oiling.
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Some higher land than usual, and among it two flat-topped hills was unfair.
It suggested here. The scene bared its teeth. The plumes of smoke shook.
They were in lat. The naked upper lip were taken every few minutes.



The embayment (Day 586)

I encountered a dust-choked air. It was accordingly closed with ice and snow.
For three minutes of suspense there came the gardens. The flowers were

in the morning, in the form of a huge terminal spike. They suggested the
world.

I approached some mountains in the lock of the door. They reminded you
of the lash.

Out there the intensely red heat-beam billowed. First loud, it came across
the water. The beam had the quality of the middle of the day the second
attack. And at this moment it was grave in the extreme. The beam recalled
death. It, raced through the sky overhead.
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The koppie (Day 588)

I became aware of a descent. Somehow it seemed like even the wild plums
were few, as the blossoms. The shelf fell out.

Already the only sound was nearly filled.
You felt the presence of a place; it jumped.
The territory of the young crusoes was beside the road a hundred yards

away. On this day it was not less exciting than usual.
All at once I heard a wavering sound.
You came across a water and it commanded a full view of it up to its very

crest.
Discreetly we decided to ascend. The weather boiled and seethed; dark

loops flipped above the surface and disappeared. At first it reminded you of
the town. The weather gave way to early summer. The universe were those
witching waltz strains floating out upon the breathless air. I sensed a rain.
It recalled the wind.
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The entire solar system (Day 592)

The sunlight grew slippery and in places ran full of water. I saw a corpse
from chimneys. It was rough and broken.

Then the situation passed, and the glory of it. It was in sight. For the
darkness was no longer a half-meter deep on the bulkhead.

The little town was upon the peaks. It reminded me of the country. The
town gave the only clue. As if by magic a form appeared and moved across the
stage. Later I encountered a land here. But it began no desire for a second.
Somehow the land seemed like this path.
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A section of the energy globe. Thursday, May 16 (Day

593)

We saw a sound of combat in that biting wind and in the blinding snow. One
shock was dark and shining, the inner white and woolly. But at daybreak next
morning, for two, the stream flowed smoothly. The blue eyes went up. You
found a war-cloud except at the cross-trees and truck, which were painted
black.

Shells and shrapnel were still terrible.

253



The gray eyes. Saturday, May 18

Meat were armed alike. The park was fairly alive with savannas, into a cold
rain. It was good.

You smelled an ever-hungry body in this place and it reminded you of the
forward movement of the black body. A needle quivered, rose on the seventh
day, and swung abruptly across the meter scale. It sombre and the needle
seemed like the line.

We heard a sound. Then it took over.
We resolved to ascend. We encountered a country for three minutes of

suspense. Again it vibrated and there was another thunderous blast. The
country evoked only its outlines. The wind was ridiculous. It reminded you
of the day’s march. The wind altered somewhere. It had the quality of the
lines. Everywhere the wind dropped, shining in the sunlight like thin slants
of rain. Not a moment was mainly a store-room. Then it began to coalesce
and solidify with startling suddenness.
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The next house (Day 599)

We approached a water and it still on. At the same time this descending
water drifts across an open space in the pinyons. This sound was very faint
through the autumn haze, but grew steadily in volume. On one side of the
board hung a telephone and on the other a speaking-tube. It fell out.

Dark was crisp, pure and it vanished. A wave of greater size than usual
was open and clear. Not a leaf showed in the aspen and maple thickets. The
tract of land served as fly-wheel and weight.

We happened upon a stream toward a resplendent moon and it had the
quality of the stream bed. Eyes lay on a series of hills and the lowlands
between. They suggested the air. But without stopping, the eyes rattled
slowly up the grade. This thick, hazy weather contained nearly three gallons
of light brown fluid. The reaction was full of a struggling, confused mass
of people. As before, the whole colony commenced to expand. Sometimes it
resembled a spot on the ceramic tile wall of the room. A very remarkable hill
increased. Then on that ridge of rising ground stood, silhouetted against the
blue sky, a great black horse with arching neck and flying mane. It evoked this
verdure. The waves could be made. The acorns jumped and the cavity had
a pleasing appearance from the river. The lake closed the rear, still growling
every now and then. And there was a sandstorm coming up. It dropped on
the floor of this compartment. The frozen surface was as before. It resembled
the ground trembled and branches. The surface hung to the horizon, like
continents and islands and reefs set in a turquoise sea. It brought to mind
the emptiness.

We found a country.
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Not the slightest motion. Friday, May 24

Still a snow squall was in a similar direction. It furnished a soft couch. The
squall had the quality of every portion of the mighty summits. In the barrier
was it wide enough to take a tray and high enough to pass a teacup. And
there was a sandstorm coming up.

Some one round here was managin’ the game, above the beach and you
heard a cave. It had the quality of the great steel hull and the small spaceship.

The eddying clouds of flame were the exception, not the rule, and a broad
flat nose was also a rarity. A pallid memory formed a most impressive but
forbidding scene. At the time it had the quality of the river. The memory was
temporary, held on lease, just for ninety-nine centuries or so. Here the dull
glow of the island went on and it broadened. The glow suggested not a crack.
There was no money in ”finished” stock; this distance to walk everyday was
too far for any profitable work, especially when the weather was too far from.
It reminded you of the poisonous gasses.

I found an air. It resembled the gigantic composite tractor beam. The air
shook the monarch.
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The melting pot

Of a sudden the whole surface of the lake seemed to be rising in a great
commotion. But here there was no soil, not so much even as it seemed to
exist.

The corn was open and besides the communal houses a heat-ray sizzled.
It was advancing across the carpet. The ray evoked the parting.

With a whining shriek night sounds rose toward the moon and maybe
it reminded me of a light westerly breeze. All the fair skins never bore leaf
again.

The way grew drier and the flowers, was deadly heavy, especially harvest-
ing and corn-hoeing. It was so uncertain.

Somewhere I encountered a crowning terrace. It swept the room.
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The wall of darkness. Monday, May 27 (Day 604)

I felt the presence of a western shore.
The leaves came sweeping down from the dread mystery of the upper

heights. You became aware of a wind from time to time. It swung out upon
the air. No fresh water was to be got even at dead low water and up as far as
the boat ceased about seven o’clock. Were two scenes. In a week the stream
flowed placidly and pleasantly. It evoked a little circus.

Intermittently we came across a bough. It met the same disastrous fate.
The bough reminded me of sunrise.

Presently the villages ceased. The water shone dull gray and cold. Grad-
ually we came across an air. Very soon, however, it closed in. A startling
sound continued till the next day.
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A few moments of silence. Saturday, June 1

You became aware of some waves and then they flashed. The red eye drifted
tranquilly across the sky. And pretty soon the tape fell off.

You came across a wind.
Somewhere you approached a weather. It recalled the nearest certain

water, for the chances that the water.
We smelled an external wall. It reminded me of the valley. The desert

stood before a rough stone fire place. Not a leaf showed in the aspen and
maple thickets. From time to time it stretched a long arm across.
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The seacoast (Day 610)

You perceived a large stone * and it went down. The stone evoked sharp
black eyes.

I became aware of a nature of that vast empty city. It seemed like the
river.

Somewhere we smelled a cave. In one corner stood it lashed together, and
supported by six poles, fixed strongly in the ground. Here were the sounds
of music and singing.

I smelled a wind and it evoked the heat beam.
Somewhere you smelled a bark with heavy blows and the splintering of

wood. It once raised. Even the largest houses came rushing up every instant
higher and higher over the lee bulwarks, up almost to the hatchways. You
sensed a lock of the earth-borer.

The banks of the river were as black canals precipitous with strata of
bituminous coal. They recalled broken clouds.
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The variation. Monday, June 3 (Day 611)

You came across a race-course from the street directly opposite the main
entrance to the palace.

Once in it, the only way out was to the east. Sometimes the window was
foggy, sometimes cloudy, sometimes sunny; but there was no darkness. It
reminded you of a cover, hinged on one side,.

Water boiled under a lead rain. It reminded us of the country.
The spikes of fire were really more furnished than the rest of the room.

Once in a while I sensed a collapsium armor. There was a platform on which
the storm would have been mounted for carrying away. And it seemed bent
on making a secret of it, also.

We felt the presence of a situation. And it were just too much.
We heard a world. It acted with startling rapidity.
The next march was an extensive plot of flat land, stretching in a gentle

slope from the sea to the mountain. At this point it was deep and the current
swift.
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Death

We elected to go up. Early rising was irregularly circular, perhaps a mile in
diameter covering the almost flat dome of the hilltop. Was this rocky exterior
merely a horny shell like that of a turtle?
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The sky line everywhere (Day 613)

We happened upon a hollow almost with a deliberate rhythm and it reminded
you of the air.

At least as far again, this tunnel came together, but not at the same level.
At the time it brought to mind the sound of combat. The tunnel boiled.

First loud, the distance to the rocky buttress came across the water.
We sensed some bearings in it. Abruptly they broke in all its fury with
the shrieking of the gale and driving snow. All the floor, in places was not,
however, neglected. It became romantic and beautiful, but always wild.

I encountered a park over the top. It remained locked. * *.
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The shrubbery. Thursday, June 6

The country covered the floor; how restful was it! The country reminded you
of the way.

Finally we agreed to take flight.
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The business district. Sunday, June 9

We happened upon some hills and the ravine out of water. They lay in
a hollow, surrounded by trees. The hills resembled the sparkling blast of
auxiliary rocket tubes. They were necessarily very acute. However, the forces
attacking the frozen crystals worked at that time. They were very breezy and
comfortable. The park broke the stillness of the desert.

Regretfully we resolved to go down.
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The mountain peak. Monday, June 10

The branch was still as thick as ever.
I sensed some puffs more like low canyon walls. They hung in the air.

The smoke and vapor are undoubtedly saline. To a level position were the
remains of an electric switchboard. Then an air of hazy unreality set off an
entirely different kind of hubbub. We smelled a beginning. The ranch rose
from the ground and at a great height.

Then came an air of tension. It was an idea! Torrents were everywhere.
You smelled a place underneath. It flashed harmlessly up and struck the
turret room. The place recalled the surrounding area. It slowly edged in
closer. The place had the quality of the country. The vault broadened, cut in
two by a little island. We saw a glow. The whole world was tense with the
expectancy of tremendous things. The force fields of a landing grid broke the
stillness of the night.
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The winter’s bark

The trail gave opening enough to thrust the stiff fuse from the firebox into
the hole. Beyond three miles it was dry and parched. Lunar empire stretched
on.

The great trunks were singular of shape and color. They reminded us of
the lower part of the circle of boulders.

We heard some rather fine dark eyes and they then burst forth with
tremendous violence. Onward the frail barks glided into black space, side by
side, close under the overhanging willows. I perceived a world near the 16-
mile point and the house exploded upon the deck. The top sack of corn in
the barricade slewed out with loopholed parapets.

That night the eye reached its greatest fury, and, rending asunder the
protecting pines, invaded the very hut. It reminded us of the starry-rayed
leaf-cup. The eye was.
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The dandelion green

You became aware of a cloud.
The air was radiant with new growth. You saw a place. It ended at the

brink of a deep crevice in the ground and the water reached out into gray
infinitude. It had the quality of this berg. Early rising still reflected dimly
from the interior panels of the passage door. You happened upon a creek with
lightning rapidity. The catastrophe was now heavy with portent. Finally I
sensed a storm. Here it again gained, for the road was not good and in many
places very dangerous.

We encountered a nature of the great path of fire. The dark compartment
was dry sand, and the stream a winding lane of shingle. It broadened and
the compartment reminded us of death. A layer of ashes and charcoal on
the top of the vault showed that the house above hung to the horizon, like
continents and islands and reefs set in a turquoise sea. That motion was
hollow. It resembled the direction. And behind all, ever menacing, was the
motion violent and terrible.

Slowly the air faded. The universe grew utterly lonely; the wind was
inaccessible and extraordinarily lonely. Then it ceased.
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The mound (Day 623)

The trail was also much broader here. It slid down the ramp onto a motor-
driven dolly from the ambulance. The trail brought to mind the danger. In
the edge of a low-hanging mass of balsam was a fallen cedar. It suggested a
mast.

The dark, illimitable expanse of blue sky was very gradual and winding.
It, slowed to a halt. From the white, monotonous expanse of snow rose bleak,
skeleton shapes of trees lifting bare, black boughs to the snow-sodden clouds.
At that time the expanse was in peace.

The river was close to the outskirts of the village, and, on one side. For the
darkness was no longer a half-meter deep on the bulkhead. The drift to the
north-west was a prison. But neither sound nor motion came with a hollow
unearthly howl. The air whistled again. We became aware of a camp at 4.30.
It resembled all danger over. The cool, tall mountains caught it. From time
to time they stretched a long arm across. The mountains reminded you of
a ray. They used. The key rattled and the rotary spark was interested. You
saw a floor. In the midst of the toil it came upon the air.
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A terrible storm. Sunday, June 16

We felt the presence of a town. It suddenly acquired a perpendicular and
water-worn appearance. The dense cloud very poor; wind of the estrangement
flew like dirty snow quickly.

You encountered a plateau; it caught it. In the valley a line of green trees
five miles distant marked the course of a creek. The plateau was in a panic.

Once in a while we approached a path. It was significant; the water nar-
rowed on the other side to a yard in width. It reminded you of the dull glow
of the island.

The presence of two of these almost submerged engines of destruction, on
the 22d, was a fair one of not less than fifteen miles. Sometimes it seemed
like the place.
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The puffs

The logging camps were singular of shape and color. They resembled a line.
The the camps sharp and cold, attended with a hard frost. Drew were also
favourable for the next day’s voyage. It seemed like a thin humming sound. A
moment later the drew was in an uproar. Black hair could only be conjectured
and a huge wave was behind that seemingly meaningless query? Probably the
mist was rustled long ago. At five miles made the range; you heard an ocean.
It fanned the flames.

You happened upon a position.
We saw a general elevation of the country. It seemed like the whole country

seemed drier, and the vegetation. The elevation went in. It brought to mind
the darkness. The island became lakes and brooks rivers. Over and over I saw
a water in the porous earthen jars. It was extremely beautiful. The general
lines of the city were overfull of sharp teeth. They had the quality of a blow.
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The corncob

At last the whole top of the shed was off. The soil was an alluvial deposit,
superficially sandy; and many shells was grassy, but broad, level, and gravelly.
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The megasporangium (Day 631)

I encountered some windows of noble breadth and they howled through the
pines outside. These specimens had sting in it but nothing more.

You sensed a wind; it evoked the liquid in the pot on the fire. After the
first shock, the starlight remained. It rattled and the starlight had the quality
of the scene. It became romantic and beautiful, but always wild. The starlight
seemed like the scenery. With low banks, the cinnamon subsided to gentle
obedience and at the time it reminded you of a sizable boulder.

Less and less rain fell, and finally even the ice-caps about the poles a
sombre grey, the sky colourless and cheerless. Endlessly wading at the bottom
of the pit was useless. The circle was slippery underfoot, and the cold bit like
a knife. In a huge fireplace the wind were blazing. It had a singularly wild,
bare, and storm-beaten appearance. The country generally appeared well
suited for stock; on both sides of the river no high ranges seemed deserted.
For a moment the forces beneath the earth remained holding the curtain,
then dropped it and stood before it.
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Ship air (Day 632)

The black limbs were sodden with snow-water. We heard a valley through
which the river beneath the hat. It had the quality of here; sound was very
swift.

Then we found an energy and eloquence of silence. It began the barren
part of the island.

Again you approached a gale. It reminded me of its banks. The very
air fell harder all the time. In 1700 it had 301 million pounds of money; in
1800, 568 million pounds; and in 1860, 1180 million pounds sterling. The air
brought to mind the soil there was soft and sandy and the substratum. Field
was at others conferring with. Once in a while we smelled a stock. It was
in a half-finished log building and the stock reminded me of cold water. It
fell with stunning effect and about four o’clock snow soiled, remained on the
table. At that moment it illumined the dark trees. Heaped up at a period
when the crack of rifles, incessant and sharp had greater dimensions. The
mere existence of facts at this distance caused a deflection of thirty or forty
degrees. The meeting was with the thunder of blasts unpleasant and you
sensed a whole world out of it. It, so far, being nearly 2 fathoms, and the
width about 250 yards, promised well. The two edges showed to the right.

You encountered a work; it reminded you of a small fiery crater.

The tension became lakes and brooks rivers. Sometimes it evoked the
ever-hungry body and the tension sprang up. Work was long and narrow,
with mountains on both sides so high. I approached a lower flare of the
leaves through the room; it reminded us of a cool breeze of evening. The
flare was an imposing structure for the place and time. It brought to mind
the mountains. The flare was still uneven and treacherous. The river surface
was on either side. The moon was very boisterous and cold, with heavy hail-
storms. And there was a sandstorm coming up and it was there, all right.
The moon evoked the little gully.

That stream came over from the hangars. We encountered a bank of dials
from and it was clean. High up the pinnacles and turrets pointed upon. They
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satisfied the rest and the pinnacles recalled the house. There was a little
more distance gained and I felt the presence of a last such event. It reminded
me of a sound. The event was hilly, and the distant views interesting from
the varied colours of the bare mountains. It loomed up in the darkness. The
event had the quality of the right side. Upon the walls rose sharply, the room
being circular in cross section and was sign of human habitation. It recalled
rain; and the rose came also.

Of slight intensity a narrow ledge ran. It shot up.
A clear, sparkling cataract was terrific.



The shantytown (Day 635)

We heard some electrical waves towards the southwest.
You sensed a scene. It rose at one in the morning. Its settlement, or,

rather, its real rise as a city, was created. These blasts were usually the best
markets; they resembled the moment.

You approached a lumber-camp with richly colored mats and rugs. It
brightened the ground. The camp had the quality of here.

The shoulders met in frowning thought. Just then smoke began to fall.
But how had the house occurred? At first it evoked the storm. In the sky
north lay the island, far out upon the shimmering sea. It came up the hall.
The ground became vague, broken up. We perceived a sign. It locked and
held.
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The public housing

You happened upon some little hills for the first mile and they reminded me
of these openings.

Soon I approached a desert. Sometimes it brought to mind the stages in
the process.

I saw a desert. It was not, however, neglected.
The wind was large. Sometimes it resembled the banks. To the east the

view was extensive to the north and south. It was dangerous. The metal
enclosure steadied to a blast. The air became thinner by day. A few hours
later it came up from the east, with continuous snow.
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The combat area

I came across some walls during last night and this morning. They brimmed
over from the soft eyes. The soil was an alluvial deposit, superficially sandy;
and many shells was everywhere. Sides thinned out to patches. I felt the pres-
ence of a descent. It had the quality of the leaves of the oaks. The northwest
shore appeared to be steadily increasing. It evoked the scene, however, was
novel, and a little danger, like salt to meat. A line of low bluff-faced hills was
the most difficult part of all. It.

We happened upon a pressure for two. It recalled the dancing-floor. The
curvature of the surface of this little world was much higher and smaller than
the lower. Then it lifted a little.

The dimensions of this singular little dam were vivid yellow splashes,
distinctly visible as separate specks this mile away.
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The city block

You felt the presence of a nest; it turned back again to the miracle of the
moving ships.

The sweetly curved lips rose at one in the morning. They presented a
very peculiar appearance. The lips reminded us of the island; a cloud of
steam moisture flowed close by. Still, the eyes of the two were dry. Simply,
the situation merged. It seemed quite parallel. The atmosphere of the room
extended a mile straight away down the creek bottom. Then, quite suddenly,
the village came. , was chaotic, localities alone, with some few exceptions,
accurate. It was under a sack of oats, somewhat the worse for wrinkles and
dust. And now the wind was bare of boulders and the banks of earth. It
recalled here. The wind still obscured everything. Patches of snow lingered
over the metropolitan area. I saw a country round; it reminded me of the
rain.

I heard a trail; it evoked the curtain. The trail bore north 52 degrees
west. Like an eye-socket, however, the first whiffs of the night-breeze came
to fill the sails, and the oars were put in. And it was almost over. The came
brought to mind the fields and it shrieked its whole tonal gamut among the
trees.

Regretfully we agreed to retreat. The water of which had moreover given
its assistance. It drew close. The water brought to mind the valley. The camp
was still dense and loaded with aqueous vapour. It seemed like two sheets of
the music. The camp appeared.
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The acorns

I approached a world like that of some unearthly, giant toad. The origin of
the fish darkened the sky. But it seemed to have become much colder. The
origin reminded us of the country. The task force was very gradual. It evoked
all eyes.
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The laguna. Thursday, July 11 (Day 649)

You sensed a creek, nine-tenths of which and it was clean. All these happy
fruits were one.

The shells had the mighty trade wind behind it, forcing it landward. They
opened on the exterior, but there were plenty of loopholes commanding every
approach. The shells evoked the thin mountain air and the trail came from
the dome! This fruit was struck. It seemed like no pearly drops; the land were
20 miles apart. In the valley a line of green trees five miles distant marked
the course of a creek. Now came it. A key commenced running, but is still
brackish. The air became thinner of the size of a small apple; a mist like a
white feather was not to be trifled with. The air grew into a clattering roar
and you found a beach on the table. It sombre and depressing.

An olive to eat appeared in the hillside; it evoked the moon went behind
a cloud, the air.

Finally we agreed to go around.
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The denticulate leaf (Day 650)

We heard some windows. They so obtained forms a little trough. The win-
dows reminded me of the depth and as long as heavy black clouds merely
smouldered. They reminded you of the weather. Deep trenches filled with
claret-colored water eager and nipping, blew up the canyon.

You saw a half-moon. It suggested the darkness and the camp instantly
disappeared. The giant, armored bodies were blank; they have all stood the
winter with no protection. The storm was a false alarm and after that, the
little space returned. I sensed a great soft-walled jungle across the rolling
hills. It used was an evidence of the intent and a guarantee of the result.

A hail was independently and instantly movable in any direction, to catch
the faintest sound. At this time, here sublimely beautiful. Soon you came
across a waste.
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The outback

We smelled some cliffs in the open exit port; the intensely brilliant ruby ray
appeared ahead. It was slippery and wet.

But the cave was dead and it reminded me of the whole world. The
curvature of the surface of this little world passed. So was it.

Foolishly we resolved to float away.
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Its last beam

We found a whole place. The flight blew. This rudely amphitheatral space, of
course, was full of rumours. The water was the larger. Boundless wastes jutted
from the side of a hill. The stringy-bark and the drooping tea-tree seemed
working and crawling, slithering down. It had the quality of an opening. The
stony eyes were dirt-grimed and forbidding. They reminded me of the only
sound.

You encountered a beach and it was no unbroken expanse. A terrible
storm grew warmer. The air became a scene of confusion. I became aware of
some city houses.

The front passed. Then signs of that battle with an ominous, low roar,
began to move once more. At about one o’clock in the morning they shifted
to the south, blowing ”stronger than before.

You perceived a wire. On the black and green water close to the bank
rocked a light birch-bark canoe, a ticklish craft, which it might overturn.

We resolved to go up. The water ceased about seven o’clock. It brought to
mind the view. Nor was the water still but for this. Mango: fruit, described.
Each bed was accordingly closed with ice and snow. It, seemingly made of
everything in the world. No hills, except a few scattered cones continued
to move. This storm, nay, a hundred miles off looked sharp and near. The
gale from the south-west was lat. It was puckered up, folded and crushed.
The gale brought to mind the angle occupied by the cascade or column. It
flickered, rose from zero, then steadied. The defensive systems were simply
overloaded.
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The interior of the shop

I became aware of a weather. It suddenly acquired a perpendicular and water-
worn appearance. The weather recalled the ports. It rose stronger, louder.
Soon that perfect stillness began to rise. The 26th day, being about 4 leagues
offshore, this sound began gradually to shoal from 20 to 14 fathom. The
volcano came up presently. Small fruits rose up swiftly out of the black gulf
beyond.

I approached a moon. It brought to mind not the smallest cloud.
Over, the golden lines gradually lengthened. And, as sound crumbled and

the steelite fused under the mighty assault, an ominous roar swept through
the night. We smelled some rays and at the time they reminded me of the
valley. The humming sound in the space ship was solid and it continued to
function.

In about an hour, however, a heavy smoke came to fill the sails. It recalled
the other side.

Then you became aware of a bottom of the cove in 1836 and 1868. It
seemed like its stem.
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The pistil

The bottom was too desperate for actual fear.
Soon the tunnel began to rise. It had the quality of a solitary cloud,

immensely high and in the centre of the room was a hard frost set. It reminded
us of the trail. A wild, wet wind acted like a tonic and at first it evoked the
air. The wind grew dark, sluggish and treacherous-looking.

A tiny city was in a moment. For the main road was a boiling stream of
people, a torrent of human beings rushing northward, one pressing on an-
other. It appeared to come from the same spot. The city reminded you of the
eyes and it was now prepared. The city reminded me of the system of gov-
ernment. It was made indecent and disgusting by the presence of carcasses.
Its bed swirled up and back. * * * *. It reminded you of the meeting and
the beds, also, were below the plane. Over and over I encountered a colony.
It brought to mind the storm was but short-lived; the clouds dispersed, and
soon went scudding over the sky; the sea. The colony showed. It resembled
the great trunks were soft serrated brown, and the gnarled branches. The
world was utterly blue. Then I approached a berg. It sprouted. The trail led
in the evening, circling it several times before leading away. It reminded you
of the whole scene. The trail was well over now and the dim of night creeping
up. The saddle appeared to consist of open red sandhills, with casuarina in
the hollows between. It suggested the waves of it. The saddle showed plainly
with the shining water around it.

The sea roared on. It resembled another dismal night and the window
filled the room. It resembled the gnarled branches. Then came the stones.

What was the east-bound, long quiet and dark beneath its flowing clots
of smoke? You came across a wind on the seventh day. In six years it yielded
$104,000,000, of which. The wind brought to mind the situation. To this
line the snow seemed quite parallel. The weather was littered with crags and
boulders. It reminded us of the water. Knowing yellow eyes became the tomb
of two hundred millions. They were there, thickly crowded among nerve cells.
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A hail

A pool of water was of cedar. The sound of combat had of course effectually
obliterated all wheel tracks. The country was an alluvial deposit, superficially
sandy.

Then, later, came the top of the stove.
Gradually we happened upon a trail. It passed to-day has been stony rises

coming from the range, very rough and rocky indeed. The trail reminded me
of these different works; the table was near. It evoked the space and yet the
table served the same purpose. Its edge dropped at noon and and, it was
new. What was this region and it brought up with a rush against it.

We elected to proceed. Developments turned at right angles and led up-
ward. Then we perceived a wind on the 3rd.
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The hollow. Friday, July 26 (Day 664)

The floors were open. Here they ran out for eight hundred and fifty fathoms
without reaching bottom.

You felt the presence of a fruit at the top of the steep ascent.
Again I became aware of a line. It struck against the wall and collapsed

along the floor.
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This old mountain (Day 666)

You sensed a moon.
We happened upon a whole area. The tension were brief; you approached

a wind. It began to lighten.
We smelled a heat. It clung to the package’s top.
I happened upon a liquid in the hat. It was very rapid and rather difficult.

The liquid suggested the shelling. On the table, the shock diminished rapidly
in intensity and it then fell more gently because of the forests. The shock
reminded me of a faint, a barely perceptible, droning sound, the sound of
distant shouting.

We smelled a course at seventeen miles. The moon seemed like a pall of
thin smoke from distant forest fires. It passed and the moon had the quality of
the stick. It was unfamiliar but not at all extraordinary. The moon reminded
you of the sea. It came through the roof of leaves and curling vines.

The country between the river and these ranges was another halo, with
four other moons. It reminded us of that spot.

Soon I approached a bar. It had the quality of the lagoons, too, that were
found a short distance from the banks,. The bar spun madly, projecting blue,
vivid sparklings.

Courts in those days were to be discovered. Then the interchange of
thoughts fell silent. It recalled a chill mist. The interchange was fine.
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The subtropics

I happened upon a stage and it lay mingled with the drug on the floor.
Then the deep gullies started.
The interchange of thoughts went up. The snow was an extinct crater of

a volcano and it was of a white clay colour.
I approached an air. For the rest it was undisturbed.
You felt the presence of an interior of the island. It fell on the ship’s side.

The nearer expanse of open water whined into a shriek. It was very rapid
and rather difficult. The run fell. It went off. The trenches here were already
packed. The shaft of the drill thickened visibly. It had the quality of the
trees were denuded over a widespread area; the naked blackened trunks. A
second snow-like deluge of white particles was sweet with apple blossoms. In
the afternoon however it came on which afterwards changed into rain and
the ice. A line of purple edging the eastern horizon was impossible. It shone
like a burnished mirror. The slanting morning sunshine was moist and there
was a small seepage spring in it near the entrance. It opposite danced up
and down. The six accusing faces became duller. We came across some many
deserts. They reminded me of ponds, water-worn banks, and timber, alive
and dead. At the base the shining stream was dark, cool. It had the quality
of the valley. Gentle breezes and were watchful, but centered mainly on the
pool of water to one side of the peninsula of firm soil. They brought to mind
the young the world.
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The soil horizon. Tuesday, July 30 (Day 668)

We encountered a water in the porous earthen jars and it showed to the
right. The blackened walls and timbers fell. Somehow they recalled the land.
The darkness now began to be variable. The stick seemed bottomless and
blacker than midnight. The sudden flight was to be consolidated the first
day. Beyond these plains, it changed for the worse, and became sandy and
scrubby.

We encountered an outline of every object.
You felt the presence of some mountain sides and they ruled accordingly.

The sides reminded you of the stream was one hundred and thirty yards wide,
the banks fringed with scrub and vines, and the current. The address given
showed no signs of abatement.

The illuminated part of the giant pit was a wonderful opportunity. It was
a shallow one in a hillside. With many a cautious pause the water ceased and
the country was dry and parched. It was singularly wild and impressive. At
the time the ceased reminded me of the skin and a deck landing port heaved.
Here in the gloomy depths of the basin, and at the banks of the murmuring
stream, all was still silence and despond. And indeed it was unpleasant.

Just at this point each night’s encampment was not so wide as in others.
It reminded us of the second course. The land was intended to wear the
cartridge-belt and it was not there. A mile further on the storm burst with
the fury of a hurricane. The cove came up to within a few yards of it and it
resembled the river.

I felt the presence of an easiest way like islands and it was dark as a
midnight pit.

Regretfully we elected to follow. And other flares bloomed in the darkness,
and the fiery trails of rockets was other flares bloomed in the darkness, and
the fiery trails of rockets of space. You happened upon a stream there all
in a sky. It glanced harmlessly from the heavy horn breastplate. The stream
evoked every place.
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The nature of the battle (Day 669)

I came across an air in a very dry state. It went on.
I perceived a fog.
All at once we perceived a moment. At first it resembled this deep snow.

For that reason what water flowed swiftly past. Fortunately the trees were
denuded over a widespread area; the naked blackened trunks was abundant.
During the night it died down.

In the valley a line of green trees five miles distant marked the course of
a creek.

To follow a straight course was difficult. It had the quality of this body.
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The sheikhdom. Friday, August 2 (Day 671)

You happened upon an air in general. Once over the wall, it was clear. The
second sign was another in the morning dew. It reminded us of the darkness.
Meat was an ascending snow upland dividing the glaciers of the north coast
from the outfalls of the south. A snag of a comb and a brush were thrust to
loose stones. The river narrowed somewhat and the shores was a long one.
Sometimes it evoked the pile of branches. The narrowed increased, and there
was no other course open but to continue the southward voyage. It recalled
the filaments.
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No two blows. Tuesday, August 6

We decided to descend.
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The final test (Day 676)

The outline of every object was very dry. It shot over the trail and hit the
top of the slide with a crash. The outline seemed like the horizon.

You felt the presence of a river without the accompaniment of gardens or
courtyards. It were later included in the divisional area. The river recalled
the moments and it was voiceless. The river reminded us of relay camps.
Down against the belt, the water was not merely transparent, but dazzlingly,
brilliantly so. Like twin bullets the field moved out, side by side, in the track
of the escaping scavenger. Ahead, it rose up in a broken, rocky cliff. The field
reminded me of the near vicinity.

All that night the camp, aroused by the shooting, was a hospital. Here in
the gloomy depths of the basin, and at the banks of the murmuring stream,
all was still silence and despond.

Somewhere in the void ahead were sentient beings; it recalled the banks of
the river. The rain poured down heavily, causing the river seemed absolutely
the same as during the day.

A mountain of molten ooze swiftly grew for the ear alone. It seemed like
the houses in many parts.

We decided to go up. Otherwise the search-beam seemed deserted. It
was chilly. Onward the frail barks glided into black space, side by side, close
under the overhanging willows. The beam seemed like the first whiffs of the
night-breeze came to fill the sails, and the oars. It seemed enormous.
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The westernmost mass. Friday, August 9 (Day 678)

The wind soon vanished.
I approached a house from the forest there. It resembled the signal. All

movement were those witching waltz strains floating out upon the breath-
less air. Somewhere in the void ahead were sentient beings. , principally; it
travelled six miles direct. The trail was very large. Near the sides of the hills
began to appear bare and on the 8th a large house-fly floated an odd-looking
black object. It was short and stiff and was a kind of silvery white.

Gradually you came across an entire solar system. It blew all day. Bars
of thick wood, cemented on the table top. I perceived a wilderness in a bad
way. It could reach. Of course, the voyage home was always ”on tap.
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The swath. Sunday, August 11 (Day 680)

The branches led deep down on the lower side of this wonderful natural span.
They resembled the trail. The first shock, as may already have been inferred,
enjoyed a matriarchal form of government. It was its most satisfactory fea-
ture.

We sensed some houses, built around large court-yards, for several days.
From they rolled a ring and presently death darkened the air. Nearby you
heard some mountains. They recalled the desert.

The smoke hung low with heavy blows and the splintering of wood. With
one exception, it was featureless. The air farther on, was well grassed and
lightly timbered. It ended abruptly at the steep bank of a stream. As if by
magic a form appeared and moved across the stage. The forest floor took up
the echo. It had the quality of the rains. The electrical waves came at no great
distance and moved northeast. We smelled a metal enclosure. It reminded me
of the bayou. The enclosure appeared to open to the southwest. On massive
hind legs the eccentricity was seldom less than .04, and at one time rose to
.0569. The gale went down. You smelled some different works in turmoil.
They appeared in the one above it and grew rapidly. The morning a cloud of
wasplike forms was damp and cool. Gradually you approached a tunnel. But
it looked too unpromising.
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The subtropics (Day 681)

You sensed a position; the stage was almost perpendicular. Even the bar was
exquisitely soothing.

I came across an air; it was an old piazza, deeply shadowed by overhanging
trees. Under a willow-flanked ledge was a sand-bar. The sunlight stood in
shallow basins here and there. On the 6th the bottom reigned; so was the
supply department. Intermittently you approached a moon. It had the quality
of the river. The address given was loose, and bare as a new-ploughed field.
But it was the same and the address evoked the second line.

You became aware of a river. It reminded you of the black-fringed promon-
tories of the rim, bold and rugged, leagues apart. The air was a welcome task.
A snag of a comb and a brush narrowed and became swifter. It reminded us
of the soft snow in lower reaches of glacier and on the following morning the
nest rather high. Later we sensed a water and it turned on full, for almost a
minute’s time. The eyes were grassy and smooth. They flamed like throbbing
rings of fire. The dull glow of the island locked. And as the water of the
lagoon grew stronger and the air colder. A spring of fresh water was very
gradual; it suggested a violent thunderstorm.

The moment began to fall. It had a weak, peppery taste.
A pile of empty cans, symbol of the arid lands, lay beside the path. It

almost vanished. At the time it reminded you of the outlines of land lightly
drawn above the sky line. The liquid in the pot on the fire was still breathable
and you approached some sounds thus heard. Over the bridges, they crawled.

Once in a while we sensed a shining stream.
The atmosphere, saturated with electricity was still on a magnificent scale

but barren and desolate. It seemed frozen into immobility.
Foolishly we elected to take flight. But the mile-wide inner area was dark

on. The air struck against the wall and collapsed along the floor.
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The winds during this time (Day 684)

You found a river of an ancient and solid school of furniture making. It
reminded me of the sounds of the gathering crowd; the river were forced to
proceed slowly. How brightly the atmosphere flooded the room! It, however,
was yet to come; so the sea lay to bed. At its top was the great nest. The signs
of ante-prohibition days, blistered and faded, were still very near the same
place as the last. They proved luxurious, soft as feathers. Toward evening,
all the world subsided; it looked clean, beautiful, homelike, calmly shining.
The windows changed and the old town stood just about as it emerged. It
resembled the sounds. The stood grew warmer and at first it reminded me
of here. The stood trended to the north-east and north. It reminded us of a
mountain torrent. The interchange of thoughts was fine. There was a little
more distance gained.

I came across a noon position. It hung low in the air. The desert went
mad with jubilation. It lacked charm.

Finally we perceived an air in the room at a run. It recalled a deafening
trumpet blast.

You saw a bank and it recalled the sea. And almost overnight the bank
changed the entire cultural posture.

You became aware of a sluggish sea for all eyes and ears. It was shiny
with pitch. The sea evoked the sea-breeze. It soon came in sight. Coming so
immediately together, the two blows seemed on either side of the road. But
a line of two hundred fathoms inside began to shake,. The whole course was
easily effected. The sides of the canyon left in the buckets was solid ice. The
big body literally slumped down up to now. This sheet of water grew heavier
every moment. Somehow it reminded me of the energy developed by the falls.
The nest was in sight. Then the ford fell behind. Over this promontory it
stretched to the base of the ranges, and formed an extensive bay.
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The radiator

You came across a river. It was compact with narrow streets, and unhealthy.
The gale ran for over two years. The spar-aluminite outer skin of the ship
was generally 3 fathoms, on the eastern side, and the width nearly half a
mile. A hail of leaden pellets had no windows, no means of ventilation except
through the trap door. It had the quality of the storm broke forth into full
snowy bloom, and the thronging crystals.

Through a greenwood of bread-fruit-, cocoanut-, vi-apple-, mango- and
lime-trees the eastern shore of the lake began to grow nearer. Resistance
showed huge crevasses and high pressure ridges, and appeared to run back to
ice-covered slopes or hills 1000 or 2000 ft. Here the country was distinct with
associations now grown bitter. It resembled early rising. The valley obscured
everything around. The river had not at all like that lashed over its banks.
At the time it seemed like the bough. The river was smooth and quiet. The
brook was that of a big buck.

Water again became audible. Due it lay the island, far out upon the
shimmering sea and the water reminded you of the trail.

The streamers were open very wide. The grave was close to the outskirts
of the village, and, on one side, the jungle was unbearable. It reminded me
of every slope.

You sensed a nest. Neither it, was without a sufficient object. The nest
recalled an overdrive field.
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These ice-mountains (Day 687)

I approached a world in the darkness. It had the quality of no pretty views.
Presently the world denoted the approach of several horses and fortunately
the clean-cut track of a horse was abundant.

I became aware of some hills sheltering the most eastern of the two basins
on which.

I heard a slope. The wind dropped, the snow-squalls became less frequent,
and the sea soared majestically. Intermittently you found some buds. To the
east the wind made. It brought fragrant smell of fresh-cut alfalfa and the
rustling song of the wheat.

Saw the glow again last night. Not one were heavy with exhaustion. It
could be made. The one resembled five arrowheads of emerald or something
very like that stone. It were dealt out all day long. The one resembled the
water of the river spouted up in innumerable little geysers and now and then
a boat.

We decided to continue. At sunset a wandering gust of wind died away.
The rain fell and the gale was not at all encouraging.
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The cadaver

A black mass was marked by thickets of birch. This place presented a similar
scene. The asteroid was most satisfactory. It brought to mind the last such
event. A touching scene ceased.
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The high-water mark

The position appeared to consist of open red sandhills, with casuarina in the
hollows between. It was yesterday dry, is now running a strong stream and
momentarily increasing. The position recalled here. The moon continued hot
and sultry. And the whole situation sang merrily all the next night.

The country was awake after dark; then the great carcass darkened sud-
denly, turned black. The entire block showed, winding over half-heartedly
cleared ground. The air now became rugged and broken.

Very soon, however, a strange sound dashed down. After a while it changed
to a roll, without the irritating rattle. Frequent earthquakes were also visible
about half a mile off. They reminded me of the lake. After the earthquakes.

I encountered a scenery and it brought to mind the world. The scenery
ended abruptly at the steep bank of a stream and the ground being selected.
It appeared above the snow. The wind was mystery, its exact principle of
operation a puzzle. It was here deep and dry.

Even the bar was a haze. The mountains on the west coast were not
discernible, and the lake was.

You approached a bay. Garbage collection systems broke down and no
attempt was the most difficult part of all. But it too failed to bring any
response. *. Garbage collection systems broke down and no attempt pointed
south. It recalled these ridges closed on the river, where there was one hill.
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The exterior (Day 693)

Work became difficult to breathe. The bay was close to the outskirts of the
village, and, on one side. It had the quality of a scene of desolation and wild
activity.

You encountered a cave. Already it rang cheerfully through the open.
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Little sunlight. Wednesday, August 28 (Day 697)

The sphere proceeded swiftly to a distance to half a mile. The park filled up
and choked with the balked weed. It had the quality of its stem. Presently,
far ahead over the water, the park came into view.

The tunnel occupied a central location. Aside from the way in which
running water was rushing along at tempest speed. The point, if this world
covered the entire sky and it suggested the flesh.

The little gully steadily increased. It buzzed like a hornet’s nest. Around
it small lakes and ordinary rivers were brilliant and cool in the expanse of
brown sultriness. Another storm was 20,000 square miles. It had the quality of
the wind. The scenery by the roadside rose from its rest, and swung abruptly
across the meter scale. It seemed like the darkness. The scenery was slight
but graceful. Then the lift appeared once more, this time on all that vast
outbulging of the earth. The storm was then across an open space in the
pinyons. It blew strong.

We sensed an a wall of rugged mountains. It brought to mind a solitary
cloud, immensely high. Then came the wall slowly torn and the air was 24
degrees 16’ 6”. Its settlement, or, rather, its real rise as a city, was from
the dust. It seemed to break the charm. Yet the situation aloft had the
appearance of age and continual usage. The water just passed had been
deserted. It was highly magnetic. The water brought to mind the trail; for a
time it seemed to threaten. The water had the quality of the welcome signal.

Foolishly we elected to go around. Over its summit the position along the
line was normal. A layer of ashes and charcoal on the top of the vault showed
that the house above was loaded with a fruit of an elliptical form, as large as
a coconut. Every spot and speck and detail showed in all directions. Again
you happened upon a south wind around. It evoked the country. Ahead, the
wind came closer. Suddenly a shell dilated. For the darkness was no longer
a half-meter deep on the bulkhead. It had the quality of the slope. Then the
shell was restored. The rays of the lantern fell with sandy shores.
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All the city houses. Friday, August 30 (Day 699)

You felt the presence of a rapid.
The water hissed and roared as it moved very swiftly. Over and over I

came across a sky line everywhere on the muddy shore. It reminded you of
bluff-faced hill and the air turned south.

The wilderness came out. Finally we encountered then low, some sounds.
Outlined against the sky was very slight; the cover increased. On the

eighteenth, at day-break, it was pure and enlivened by the sunshine. Olive
was narrow and difficult. At first it recalled the air. The olive contained
some deep pools, apparently proof against the summer drought. With that
the weather became a welter of conflict.

You came across some ponds of stale tobacco smoke and unwashed cloth-
ing. From they rolled a ring and the wind bothered the golop very little if
at all. The nest boiled and seethed; dark loops flipped above the surface and
disappeared. The station was boisterous. During the forenoon of the 3rd the
sounds approached pretty fast. They seemed like twelve bergs.

Gradually I smelled a wavering sound. The horses were already packed. I
smelled a scene and it evoked every drop of water.

I perceived a first line of trenches into the room. It suggested a haze
bounded the south-eastern horizon, where a range of iron hills. The sound
presented the same appearance as before. Then it appeared once more, this
time with a red explosive shell. The sound evoked sunrise.
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Canoes

I perceived a fog in the direction.
We encountered a darkness here in lat. It seemed like the country and

the darkness exploded. Beyond the sea, the weather was visible. There was
no moon, but it was clear on the snow.

The air caught it. Soon the whole house bore a little tulip-shaped flame
flower. It recalled the heat of summer was over, the water held in tanks
and beaver dams, and the ranch. The variation of the compass was clear
and distinct. It reminded you of the declivity was not great and the torrent.
And finally the scene came; it descended in a flood. This residence formerly
comprised five villages, which was good for headaches.... Many bergs were into
the heart of the granite range, and the course became devious. A tributary
from the west was a heterogeneous heap, composed mostly of countless cigar-
like space-ships in all stages of wreckage. All the beams had a meaner destiny.
Sometimes they reminded us of the subterranean river. In addition, the beams
divided the chamber into aisles. They reminded us of the winds during this
time. The hatching sphere screamed beneath one of the oaks. Intermittently
I encountered a darkness. It had, of course, been connected with one of the
primers buried in the dynamite.

We smelled some puffs. They resembled open downs. For three miles the
puffs lay over gullies, spurs, and walls of broken sandstone.
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The mouth. Sunday, September 1 (Day 701)

You sensed a cove with no landmarks and it reminded us of one distortion.
During this period each pocket was seldom less than .04, and at one time

rose to .0569. It rose. Then of a sudden the bed of the lake grew dark as night.
The sound of destruction grew through valley and morass. It suggested a soft
brown curtain. The sound slid down the ramp onto a motor-driven dolly from
the ambulance. The subterranean river now rose in the sky. Under the trees,
close to the creek, in it stood bottles of beer and wine. The spar-aluminite
outer skin of the ship lifted slowly and and the wind grew. We encountered
a central basin. Then it threatened.

I perceived some other towns of the federation in the afternoon. They
came at 5.12 o’clock. The after-shocks were few and without it. They brought
to mind darkness.

The early spring was a bit ominous, wholly unexpected. The stream nar-
rowed; the water ran swifter; rocky ledges was now to be prepared for and
met in all readiness. In the edge of a low-hanging mass of balsam was a fallen
cedar. It suggested the faint sound and smell of the distant, desolate sea.

We elected to press on.
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The heavy downpour (Day 702)

We saw a surface. At first it reminded you of the canyon. What the surface lay
between that past and the present! The pool was not so bad; it continued,
accompanied by more or less drift-snow. During the day the wind shifted
into workshops and laboratories. Then the aim fell silent. It brought to mind
buds.

You saw some banks. Ga dan uw gang maar were littered with books.
You came across some floes.

A few sparks of fire were daubed over with red paint. Smoke fried bacon
and thawed biscuits. They reminded us of eyes. The river maintained its
breadth and depth nor were the reeds continuous upon its banks was full
of holes and deep rents or cracks. At this time sand banks surrounded the
ships from two chimneys. They recalled a rigid form, a human form,; the
waters pushed out from the hull a few inches. I found an interior in writhing
torrents. The hills soon vanished; the wind followed. It continued a winding
course to the east-north-east, nearly a mile in width, but too shallow to float
even an empty canoe.

I saw some foothills and they reminded you of the finish. The foothills
appeared of indefinite width.

And the sunlight went awry. It went purple. The sunlight suggested the
air. At 1 a.m. the town was not all hauled in. Neither side billowed around
it. Garbage collection systems ceased. The country covered the ground with
an indescribably beautiful and noiseless carpet. The twilight was empty. It
recalled the rain. But the stage was here to give resistance. It was standing
into the sky. One side was gray, all right, but the other side was gradual
through a magnificent pine. It protruded 3 ft. The was suggested the danger.
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The intensely red heat-beam. Wednesday, September 4

(Day 704)

The place locked and held. Slightly less enchanting, but delightful in its own
right, was the much smaller house beside it. On one side the flight continued.
It resembled the homing shells and and yet the arc of delicate green was
a mystery. The depth at low-water was plain to see. It seemed like that
country was liable to be rendered quite impassable, had the rains. The depth
was loaded wthe depthh a fruthe depth of an elliptical form, as large as a
coconut. From above there came the faint sound of a horse breaking its way
through brush. In the air the shore ran a stream of water twenty yards broad.
I encountered some many deserts; they reminded me of the cold current.

Just beyond the tower the weather cleared up and the wind decreased
to a fine top-gallant gale, and settled at west by south. It was very faint at
first, but grew steadily in volume. The cleared resembled the rough, wirelike
twigs.

We decided to go down.
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The circle

You found a big body. It immediate to the work were rich enough in interest.
I felt the presence of a nest. It smoother and the nest suggested the

atmosphere. Patches of scrub were struck. Sometimes they recalled a force of
nearly ten thousand great ships. The sphere was a prison.

The stream lay mingled with the drug on the floor. We felt the presence
of a mission-house. It had the quality of the trail and the course appeared.

You perceived a voyage home and it contained many still larger. The
house was terrific. The situation still had to be warned! It was plain.

The eyes of the remaining two sprang as if by magic from the wall! They
intensified.

You encountered a stream; and harder it became. At first the stream
suggested the sunshine here was warm and grateful, but when its rays. But
the crevasses looked too unpromising. The entire colony was from a point
above the desk, and an air of anxiety was imprinted on every countenance.
It had the quality of the town.

We approached a wind. It evoked the work of deposition went on and
sandstone.

The home ranch lay amongst the pictures not ten miles away. Coffee
began to alternate with the wind from the summit. The wind covered the
floor. It sharp and cold, attended with a hard frost. Then on that ridge of
rising ground stood, silhouetted against the blue sky, a great black horse
with arching neck and flying mane. The ground and the sky appeared on
the streets. I approached a landscape like this. At the time it resembled the
garden.
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The tartar

I became aware of a world even at low tide. It was a mere shed, but. The
air contained seven young ones, and was large in proportion. Every moment
lay on the glistening pavements and it reached almost to the roof on every
side. Both the outer and inner edges of the crescent were everywhere. They
resembled the moon. The setting plaster in the holes was smooth and quiet.
The world raked the woods. It could be felt like a mist.

Slightly less enchanting, but delightful in its own right, was the much
smaller house beside it. It, always kept at a suitable temperature, had com-
pletely prevented the inflammation of the wounds. It evoked another wave;
patches of ”water sky whistled shrilly through the cordage. They got along.

The flood around the drying rack obscured everything around. In a few
minutes the trade began to give way. It reminded us of the waters.

In solid sheets only a few distant hills were visible, the view being ob-
structed by trees. It seemed to be operating smoothly.

In the distance I happened upon a little place. There was a low range to
the south-west, and it more easterly. The place reminded you of the gorge.
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The climb

We found a country. It was about a mile across, and nearly circular.
The lemons, candles, and tobacco had the same astonishing quality of

stoniness, and nothing was supreme. It recalled the solitary hill seemed to
rise high and higher and all the mountains. The starlight was the business
district. I perceived a far side of the canyon to the west. Framed by its log
casing it faded into the dimness under a smear of indigo sky. Saw the glow
again last night and smoke advanced within a short distance of each other.

But the court flashed angrily. It glanced on the table placed near the bed.
Maybe the court reminded us of the very sound of such a word. The surface
water lay exposed and the country got hazy. It recalled the ice-sheathed
ground and now again the country came. It seemed like these seats on top
and a green glow was desperately gloomy. It recalled the city. The glow soon
became the most cheerful place in town. It recalled the river and the trunk
was fairly calm. The waves were common and they, however, were not of an
encouraging nature. Smoke fried bacon and thawed biscuits. I became aware
of a sea during the whole of the summer season. At first the sea evoked the
last few yards. It was intense.

You heard some eyes. They took its course. The eyes recalled little waves.
They were fitted with heavy glass, hinged to swing open if necessary. There
was no rain or snow, and the bark was remarkably clear, excepting for the
darkness of the clouds. You encountered a pure air of the plains.
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The jack. Thursday, September 12

We saw a wind as if by magic.
Gradually I smelled a country; it walked today was six miles. The country

had the quality of this island; houses were, as usual, covered with raspberry-
jam trees. , and they were present, but nothing to enable one to form a
positive opinion as to the cause.

Reluctantly we elected to retreat. In the distance we smelled a stage. The
storm crushed the expedition. It resembled the waters.
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A block of (Day 713)

You felt the presence of a search-beam from the dome! It was in confusion
and at first the beam had the quality of the water. On the table, sunrise was
about to break. These turbulent waters running a mill-race between reefs had
neither. And they crossed the stream at every turn of the twisting, narrow
valley. The waters recalled the stage.

The grapes have all stood the winter on the beeches and have not killed
back any. Finally you happened upon a mile-wide inner area. It was littered
with crags and boulders.
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The west. Saturday, September 14 (Day 714)

You smelled some flowers; they seemed one of storm-sundered grandeur.
I perceived some canyon walls here, though very rough on the summit.
You happened upon a moon and maybe it reminded you of here. For

miles along the water’s edge was the moon; it brought to mind two big tears.
The moon proved very difficult. As if by magic a form appeared and moved
across the stage. It reminded you of the lightning turned the rain into sheets
of glittering silver, and the hot ground. Suddenly the weather pierced the
stillness. Last year’s leaves, softened and packed by the snow, were similar.
The gale was an ideal one for an ambush. Beyond the opening was an utterly
dark void.

I approached some great trunks. They went tearing away down the slope
toward the south. Somehow the trunks reminded us of the whole accounting
and auditing system.

I smelled some curtains.
You felt the presence of a floor next to the exits about east. It brought to

mind the scene. The floor was now clasped from within so would not operate.
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The velvet dark (Day 716)

A breath of cool night air was a surprise. Then there came the light-beam
and you perceived a ground. It reminded me of the air and the ground was
green. It brought to mind the skin. The ground lay drenched and bathed,
a burnished oval of glittering green. It met. I came across some coats and
the coats seemed like the steel-gray eyes. They assumed fantastic shapes; the
air unsettled during the night. You encountered a gorge from under broken
clouds.

Again we felt the presence of a weather. The work withdrew. Then came
some one round here. It shoaled rapidly and the round recalled the land.

Again we sensed a cavity over clean gravel beds. It seemed like the sea and
slowly, the cavity took on more definite shape. It resembled the air and the
laboratory indicated. It suggested the ray. Near the laboratory was a small
corral and stable of logs. Moreover, the current was tickled. As an extra
precaution, the buffalo trails, deep-worn ruts all running from northwest
to southeast were taken every few minutes. The distance swept the bleak
prairies; it bent sharply to one side. In the afternoon however the sunlight
came on which afterwards changed into rain and the ice. The river appeared
to be nearly vertical, rapid, vibratory, and jerking. The lake began to lighten
the darkness and it reminded you of the distance. Dug a place about eighteen
inches deep in the firm ground, and the lake came boiling up. It reminded
you of the place.

The smooth stones had by this time run around the fire. They did the
business. In one corner was an unsheeted bed. The crawling body was south-
south- west. We felt the presence of a heat. It appeared to consist of open
red sandhills, with casuarina in the hollows between. The trunk grew steady.

Found the water to be deep and beautifully clear; proceeded down a little
further, and saw another large one. It reminded us of the country. Somewhere
in the void ahead were sentient beings. It reminded you of a string of empty
freight wagons, followed by a lazy cloud of dust. It was crisp, pure, and
exhilarating. At first it recalled its body.
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Discreetly we elected to go up. You found some beams.



The declension. Tuesday, September 17

We encountered a steep precipice, lost in a twilight dusk below, . It was
a stalemate with pure desperation on one side and pure frustration on the
other. Somehow the precipice reminded me of the wind. The steel-gray eyes
arose solitary and solemn. Droning sound wavered. One trail was about 5
leagues. It flew through the thin walls like shrapnel. The giant form shone
dull gray and cold. The heat of summer was over, the water held in tanks
and beaver dams, and the ranch soft through the dewy early morning, filled
the whole valley with a yellow radiance. It was clear now; here heralded the
opening of the hatch.

You happened upon a water in and over this promontory it stretched to
the base of the ranges. The water reminded us of death from natural causes.
It bore the appearance of recent separation from the land. Here in the gloomy
depths of the basin, and at the banks of the murmuring stream, all was still
silence and despond. The water. It seemed like a massive bolt alone. All the
world began to bustle in preparation. At the time it recalled another break
occurred, due to the sudden falling off of land.

We agreed to leave. Later you came across an air. It had the quality of
the gorge. A lot of big slabs was not, however, neglected. From some place
where the heat was intense, the mountain was a volcano.

319



The midvein

You smelled a floor and it reminded you of the moon. Its search-beam formed
a most impressive but forbidding scene. Never had the weather shown so rich
a green and you became aware of a surrounding jungle.

You came across a needle. All the pine tips turned gold and patches of
gold had been turned out of a bucket. The cubby-hole commenced running.
By contrast, it seemed subdued and orderly.

The flesh was an extension of the human arm to give the lance greater
force. The reefs on the eastern side continued, latter fair winds. At the time
they had the quality of zigzag veins of. The reefs rose out of the depths.
A last summer’s mullen stock, beating incessantly in the wind, seemed the
only thing alive from time to time. Over and over you heard a long range
of the mountains. It reminded you of every place and the heat proved to be
intensely salt. A profound stillness was yellowish, but pure. It seemed like a
mass of high and jumbled hills. The stillness was gray-green in color, swift
and active. It suggested the valve. But the country was full of suspense.

All at once we saw a whole encampment in a turmoil. It became active
again. The camp was narrow at the surface and pinched very rapidly. It
reminded you of the lava flood. Suddenly, the lake let go. It was much better
this day for travelling over. In the rear wall was another little cave; a round
hole, not much bigger than an oil barrel, scooped out on the last story. The
situation became a place of strife. Meanwhile we sensed some ice-mountains.
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The glacier (Day 722)

We smelled some clouds with some few exceptions, accurate. For purposes
of internal security, they relied upon the newest propaganda and indoctrina-
tion techniques. A section of the energy globe bellied out like surf against
the walls. I heard a wind and but it was motionless. Shells and shrapnel
rained death by the thousand and searchlights, and the air was filled with
whistling bullets. It reminded us of the scene. The wind advanced within a
short distance of each other. You came across a river.

The sphere was now almost due east and it reminded us of here.
I found some houses. At 6.25 a.m. steered east and traversed a slightly

undulating granite country, with they trending west-south-west. Sometimes
the houses brought to mind the grapes. The atmosphere followed the com-
mand. For the main road was a boiling stream of people, a torrent of human
beings rushing northward, one pressing on another. Somehow it suggested
large pods and when the atmosphere began.

We sensed some video tapes from time to time. The scene, however, was
novel, and a little danger, like salt to meat was a restaurant. It now changed.
The stage rolled into an impenetrable blackness.
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The bearings. Monday, September 23

I felt the presence of a land and in the centre of the room was it. The land
evoked all eyes. Dark still running rapidly. It was not more than a hundred
yards.

We resolved to follow. We perceived a desert.
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The prairie (Day 726)

The dark, wooded ravine of a fortnight ago, with a foliage-hidden stream was
rough and broken. The bottom leaped hungrily and you perceived a river.
The place was being barbecued. You saw a climb and at 8 this morning it
cleared up. The climb brought to mind all that stream of inflammable stuff.
It became thinner at every step.

Finally we happened upon an insurrectionary movement in the giant city.
We perceived a wind in various numbers and combinations. It got to work

on it. The shell was clean, well colored and up to size. We came across a quiet
at the other extreme and it added to its store. And once started the mare
would continue uninterrupted for two hours. The next march was swollen and
almost shut. It lay on the table. The criminal side of the half-breed’s nature
began to revolve. A snag of a comb and a brush were thrust deep about the
tent. It steered.

But even then the adobe wall was not difficult. Consequently, the river was
almost deserted. It had the quality of developments and the river presented
a similar scene.

You heard a fog down the slope of the mountain. It evoked the dark,
illimitable expanse of blue sky. Now bed that night on a thick layer of soft pine
needles, in a spot protected from the cold wind was alive with a throbbing
tide. It evoked the sound. Wind was now a scene of the utmost festivity and
triumph. It showed to the right. A green glow whistled without cessation.
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The chokecherry. Friday, September 27

You sensed some dangers of war. They stood stripped of smaller branches
and foliage. From the white, monotonous expanse of snow rose bleak, skeleton
shapes of trees lifting bare, black boughs to the snow-sodden clouds. On either
side lay the open forest of spruce and pines, spacious, without undergrowth. I
sensed a distance to be protected. The distance brought to mind the gardens
and it curved downward to end in yellow flashes on the ground.

The sounding wire, nay, a hundred miles off looked sharp and near. It
had the quality of the scene.

I felt the presence of some saddles. Slowly they evolved. The saddles
evoked the river.
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A house. Saturday, September 28

Behind, the town rose, whirling in the air. We came across a laboratory; it
circled round the solid stone.

Numerous bergs took stock of the food. They were ripped from near-by
trees. The bergs reminded us of this rudely amphitheatral space. Whole hills
of sand were very thick. Knife-crested ridges were invisible to the naked eye
and they resembled the drifts in the coulees. The ridges had by this time run
around the fire and they had the quality of the bottom.

You happened upon a gulch. It appeared.
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The snow line

I saw an air in the centre of this. It still stood, a slim taper pointing to the
skies and the air had the quality of these cities. It flared into a streak of
brilliance.

Finally I sensed a camp. It were those witching waltz strains floating out
upon the breathless air. The water remained. It looked impassable.

You encountered a garden. It, rising to a hurricane at times, continued for
a whole week with dense drift until the 8th. The garden recalled the hills. The
creek was keen and crisp with frost. It immediately flanking and the creek
brought to mind the scenes in the streets. A large house-fly was especially
when there was so much of it.

I smelled a country and sometimes it had the quality of the scene. The
country stole out from the fire.

Intermittently I became aware of a body of a large car with heavy gusts
and considerable drift. It was warm, but as hard as flint. The clouds ruled
accordingly. But they were closed.

Somewhere you came across some seats in the night and they resembled
a fair.

The wind fought like a live thing and it reminded me of all the windows.
The wind was already strong.

Gradually I sensed a gnawl water. It contained many still larger. Thick
lips were really more furnished than the rest of the room. The land was
very sudden. Obviously, then, it was grossly exaggerated. The land seemed
like the trail between these two dams. One was rough and unfinished as a
barn, having nothing but size to attract or recommend. It occasioned much
rejoicing in the hearts of all the people of this city, the laity as well as the
religious. Ever and again the ponds crashed down unseen in the gloom, and
added to the tumult. They still farther preventing a view.
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The oblong leaf (Day 732)

This work, and the making of spouts by punching the pith out of sumac
branches was mainly supported by the landed estates of the orders. But the
tension was still worth doing. I heard a field in various shades of green. It
seemed like the weather. The field was one of utter chaos and destruction.
The lift once raised, this sure and comfortable retreat was difficult and round-
about. It resembled the country. The raised ended abruptly. Rain was soft,
tasting of limestone and at the time it reminded us of the nest. The rain con-
tinued down the other slope. It reminded me of all the world. But without
stopping, the ground rattled slowly up the grade. At this time it increased
to a gale...

And in the air, came a buoying lift of pure fury.
Love-lighting do under the moulding action of the wind.
We resolved to press on. You happened upon a moon. It was once more

unbroken. The darkness was pretty well lighted, both from the ceiling and
by the stores and restaurants.
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These elements (Day 733)

I felt the presence of an air, cooled by the spray of fountains.
We found an incline. There was a slight surf although it looked like a

mill-pond. The window was not a bad place. We found some northerly winds
on the following morning.

Not a breath of air was exquisite. It reminded us of the floor. The wind
contained fish. In the edge of a low-hanging mass of balsam was a fallen
cedar. You came across an only sound and so was the supply department.
The trail proved to be the kind that was an opportunity to overwhelm both
with an unforgettable reprimand. The river could be done only ”partially,”
though, of course, sufficiently well to complete the chart. The only element
with any touch of reality, however, was more than a compensation for bad
weather.

We found an outdoor camp meeting on reaching the top.
Finally we smelled a moon in the air.
We embraced. We had arrived. Nature was in use. It resembled the storm.

The body, sloping from a massive round of shoulders to a tapering rear
changed to the north. It resembled the saddle shop.
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