ANTHEM

by Ayn Rand

PART ONE

Itisagntowritethis Itisasn
to think words no others think and to put
them down upon a paper no others are to see.
Itisbaseand evil. Itisasif wewere
speaking aone to no ears but our own.
And we know wel| that there is no transgression
blacker than to do or think alone.

We have broken the laws. Thelawssay

that men may not write unlessthe Council

of Vocations bid them so. May we be forgiven!

But thisisnot the only sin upon us.
We have committed a greater crime, and for
this crime thereis no name. What punishment

awaitsusif it be discovered we know not,



for no such crime has come in the memory

of men and there are no lawsto providefor it.

Itisdark here. Theflame of the candle
gands ill inthear. Nothing movesin
thistunnd save our hand on the paper. We are
aone here under the earth. Itisafearful
word, alone. Thelaws say that none among
men may be done, ever and at any time,
for thisisthe grest transgression and the root
of dl evil. But we have broken many laws.
And now thereis nothing here save our one body,
and it isstrange to see only two legs
stretched on the ground, and on thewall

before us the shadow of our one head.

Thewadlls are cracked and water runs

upon them in thin threads without sound,
black and glistening asblood. We stolethe

candle from the larder of the Home of the
Street Sweepers. We shall be sentenced to

ten yearsin thePa aceof Corrective
Detention if it be discovered. But this matters not.

It matters only thet the light is precious and

we should not waste it to write when we

need it for that work whichisour crime.



Nothing matters save the work, our secret,
our evil, our preciouswork. Still, we must
also write, for--may the Council have
mercy upon us!--we wish to spesk for once

to no ears but our own.

Our nameis Equality 7-2521, asitis
written on theiron bracelet which &l men
wear on thar left wristswith their names
uponit. We are twenty-one yearsold. We
aresx feet tal, and thisisaburden, for
there are not many men who are Six feet tall.
Ever have the Teachers and the Leaders pointed

to us and frowned and said:

"Thereisevil inyour bones, Equality 7-2521,
for your body has grown beyond the bodies
of your brothers." But we cannot change

our bones nor our body.

We were born with acurse. It hasdways
driven usto thoughts which are forbidden.
It has always given us wishes which men
may not wish. We know that we are evil,

but thereis no will in us and no power



toress it. Thisisour wonder and our

secret fear, that we know and do not resist.

Wedtriveto belike dl our brother men,
for dl men must be dike. Over the portds
of the Paace of the World Council, there

arewords cut in the marble, which we

repest to oursalves whenever we are tempted:

"WE ARE ONE IN ALL AND ALL IN ONE.
THERE ARENO MEN BUT ONLY THE GREAT _WE_,

ONE, INDIVISIBLE AND FOREVER."

We repest thisto oursaves, but it helps us not.

These words were cut long ago. Thereis

green mould in the grooves of the letters

and ydllow streaks on the marble, which
come from more years than men could
count. And these words are the truth,

for they are written on the Palace of the

World Council, and the World Council isthe

body of dl truth. Thus hasit been ever

since the Great Rehirth, and farther back



than that no memory can reach.

But we must never speak of thetimes before
the Great Rebirth, else we are sentenced to
three yearsin thePd aceof Corrective Detention .
It isonly the Old Ones who whisper about it in
the evenings, in the Home of the Usdless.
They whisper many strange things, of the towers
which rose to the sky, in those Unmentionable
Times, and of the wagons which moved
without horses, and of the lightswhich
burned without flame. But thosetimes
wereevil. And those times passed away,
when men saw the Gregt Truth whichisthis:
that all men are one and that thereisno

will savethewill of al mentogether.

All men aregood and wise. Itisonly we,
Equdity 7-2521, we done who were born
with acurse. For we are not like our brothers.
And aswe ook back upon our life,
we see that it has ever been thus and that
it has brought us step by step to our lat,
Supreme transgression, our crime of crimes

hidden here under the ground.



We remember the Home of the Infants
wherewelived till we were five yearsold,
together with dl the children of the City
who had been born in the same year.
The deeping hdls there were white and clean
and bare of al things save one hundred beds.
Wewerejust like al our brothers
then, savefor the one transgression:
we fought with our brothers. Therearefew
offenses blacker than to fight with our
brothers, at any age and for any cause
whatsoever. The Council of the Hometold
us so, and of al the children of that year,

wewere locked in the cdlar most often.

When we werefive years old, we were
sent to the Home of the Students, where
there are ten wards, for our ten years of
learning. Men must learn till they reach
therr fifteenth year. Then they go to work.
In the Home of the Students we arose when
the big bell rang in the tower and we went
to our bedswhen it rang again. Beforewe
removed our garments, we stood in the

great deeping hdl, and weraised our right



arms, and we said al together with the

three Teachers at the head:

"Weare nothing. Mankindisdl. By the grace
of our brothers are we allowed our lives.
We exist through, by and for our brothers

who are the State. Amen."

Then we dept. The deeping halswere white

and clean and bare of all things save one hundred beds.

We, Equality 7-2521, were not happy in
those yearsin the Home of the Students.
It was not that the learning was too hard
for us. It wasthat the learning was too easy.
Thisisagrest Sin, to be bornwith a
head which istoo quick. It isnot good
to be different from our brothers, but it
isevil to be superior to them. The Teachers

told us s0, and they frowned when they looked upon us.

So we fought againgt this curse. Wetried
to forget our lessons, but we aways remembered.
Wetried not to understand what the Teachers taught,

but we dways understood it before the Teachers



had spoken. We looked upon Union 5-3992,
who were apae boy with only haf abrain,
and wetried to say and do asthey did,
that we might be like them, like Union 5-3992,
but somehow the Teachers knew that we were not.

And we were lashed more often than dl the other children.

The Teacherswere jugt, for they had
been appointed by the Councils, and the
Councilsarethe voice of al judtice,
for they arethe voice of dl men. Andif
sometimes, in the secret darkness of our heart,
we regret that which befdll us on our
fifteenth birthday, we know that it was
through our own guilt. We had broken
alaw, for we had not paid heed to the
words of our Teachers. The Teachers

hed said to usall:

"Dare not choosein your mindsthe
work you would like to do when you leave
the Home of the Students. Y ou shdl do
that which the Council of V ocations shall
prescribe for you. For the Council of
Vocations knowsin its great wisdom where

you are needed by your brother men, better



than you can know it in your unworthy
litteminds. And if you are not needed by
your brother man, thereis no reason for

you to burden the earth with your bodies.”

Weknew thiswell, in the years of our
childhood, but our curse broke our will.
We were guilty and we confessit here:

wewere guilty of the great Transgresson
of Preference. We preferred some work
and somelessonsto the others. We did not
listen well to the history of dl the
Councils el ected since the Great Rebirth.
But we loved the Science of Things. We wished
to know. We wished to know about dl the
things which make the earth around us.
We asked so many questions that

the Teachers forbadeit.

Wethink that there are mysteriesin the
sky and under the water and in the plants
which grow. But the Council of Scholars

has said that there are no mysteries,
and the Council of Scholarsknowsal things.

And we learned much from our Teachers.



We learned that the earth isflat and that
the sun revolves around it, which causes the
day and the night. We learned the names
of dl the windswhich blow over the seas
and push the sails of our great ships.
We learned how to bleed men to cure them

of dl alments.

Weloved the Science of Things. Andin
the darkness, in the secret hour, when we
awokein the night and there were no
brothers around us, but only their shapes
in the beds and their snores, we closed our
eyes, and we held our lips shut, and we
stopped our breath, that no shudder might
let our brothers see or hear or guess,
and we thought that we wished to be sent
to the Home of the Scholars when our time

would come.

All the great modern inventions come
from the Home of the Scholars, such as
the newest one, which wasfound only a

hundred years ago, of how to make candles
from wax and string; aso, how to make glass,

which is put in our windows to protect



usfromtheran. Tofind thesethings,
the Scholars must study the earth and learn
from therivers, from the sands, from the
winds and the rocks. And if wewent to the
Home of the Scholars, we could learn from
these dlso. We could ask questions of these,

for they do not forbid questions.

And questions give us no rest. We know not
why our curse makes us seek we know not what,
ever and ever. But we cannot resist it.

It whispersto usthat there are great things
on this earth of ours, and that we can know them
if wetry, and that we must know them. We ask,
why must we know, but it has no answer to give us.

We must know that we may know.

So we wished to be sent to the Home of
the Scholars. We wished it so much that
our hands trembled under the blanketsin
the night, and we bit our arm to stop that
other pain which we could not endure.
It was evil and we dared not face our brothers
inthe morning. For men may wish nothing

for themsdves. And we were punished



when the Council of VVocations cameto
give usour life Mandateswhich tdll those
who reach their fifteenth year what their

work isto befor the rest of their days.

The Council of Vocations came on thefirst day
of spring, and they sat inthe greet hall.
And we who werefifteen and dl the
Teachers cameinto the great hall.
And the Council of Vocations sat on ahigh dais,
and they had but two words to spesk to each
of the Students. They cdled the Students names,
and when the Students stepped before them,
one after another, the Council said:
"Carpenter” or "Doctor" or "Cook" or "Leader."
Then each Student raised their right arm and said:

"Thewill of our brothers be done."

Now if the Council has said " Carpenter” or "' Cook,"
the Students so assigned go to work and they do not
sudy any further. But if the Council has said "L eader,”
then those Students go into the Home of the L eaders,
which isthe greatest housein the City, for it has
three stories. And there they study for many years,
so that they may become candidates and be el ected

to the City Council and the State Council and



the World Council--by afree and generd vote
of al men. But we wished not to be a L eader,

even though it isagreat honor. We wished to be a Scholar.

So we awaited our turnin the great hall
and then we heard the Council of Vocations
cdl our name: "Equdlity 7-2521." Wewaked
tothedais, and our legs did not tremble,
and we looked up at the Council. Therewere
five members of the Council, three of
the male gender and two of thefemae.
Their hair was white and their faceswere
cracked asthe clay of adry river bed.
They were old. They seemed older than
the marble of theTemple of the World Council.
They sat before us and they did not move.
And we saw no bregth to tir the folds
of their white togas. But we knew that
they were dive, for afinger of the hand
of the oldest rose, pointed to us, and fell down again.
Thiswasthe only thing which moved, for the lips of

the oldest did not move asthey said: " Street Sweeper.”

Wefdt the cords of our neck grow tight

asour head rose higher to look upon the



faces of the Council, and we were happy.
We knew we had been guilty, but now we
had away to atonefor it. We would accept
our Life Mandate, and we would work for
our brothers, gladly and willingly,
and we would erase our sin against them,
which they did not know, but we knew.
So we were happy, and proud of ourselves
and of our victory over ourselves.
Weraised our right arm and we spoke,
and our voice was the clearest, the Steadiest

voiceinthe hal that day, and we said:

"Thewill of our brothers be done."

And we looked gtraight into the eyes of the Council,

but their eyes were as cold blue glass buttons.

So we went into the Home of the Street Sweepers.
It isagrey house on anarrow stredt.
Thereisasundid initscourtyard,
by which the Council of the Home can
tell the hours of the day and whentoring
the bell. Whenthebell rings, wedl arise
from our beds. The sky isgreen and cold

in our windows to the east. The shadow on



the sundid marks off ahaf-hour whilewe
dressand eat our breskfast in the dining hall,
wherethere arefive long tables with
twenty clay plates and twenty clay cups
on each table. Thenwe gotowork inthe
streets of the City, with our brooms and our
rakes. Infive hours whenthesunishigh,
we return to the Home and we eat ourmidday med,
for which one-haf hour isdlowed. Thenwego
to work again. Infive hours, the shadows
are blue on the pavements, and the sky isblue
with adeep brightnesswhich isnot bright.
We come back to have our dinner, which lasts
one hour. Thenthe bell ringsand wewak in
adgraight column to one of the City Hals,
for the Socia Meeting. Other columns of
men arrive from the Homes of the different
Trades. The candlesarelit, and the Councils
of the different Homes stand in apulpit,
and they speak to us of our duties and
of our brother men. Then vidting Leaders
mount the pulpit and they read to usthe
gpeeches which were madein the City
Council that day, for the City Council

represents al men and al men must know.



Then we sing hymns, the Hymn of Brotherhood,
and the Hymn of Equality, and the Hymn
of the Collective Spirit. Thesky is
asoggy purple when we return to the Home.
Thenthe bdl ringsand wewak ina
graight column to the City Thestre
for three hours of Social Recrestion.
There aplay is shown upon the stage,
with two great choruses from the Home of
the Actors, which speak and answer all together,
intwo great voices. The plays are about
toil and how good itis. Thenwewalk
back to the Home in astraight column.
The ky islikeablack seve pierced
by slver dropsthat tremble, ready to
burst through. The moths beat against
the street lanterns. We go to our beds
and we deep, till the bell ringsagain.
The deeping hdls are white and clean and

bare of al things save one hundred beds.

Thus have we lived each day of four
years, until two springs ago when our
crime happened. Thusmug dl menlive
until they areforty. At forty, they are

worn out. At forty, they are sent to the



Home of the Usdless, where the Old Ones
live. The Old Ones do not work, for the
State takes care of them. They Stinthe
suninsummer and they St by thefirein
winter. They do not spesk often, for they
areweary. The Old Ones know that they
are soon to die. When amiracle happens
and some liveto beforty-five, they arethe
Ancient Ones, and the children stare a them
when passing by the Home of the Useless.
Suchisto beour life, asthat of al our

brothers and of the brothers who came before us.

Such would have been our life, had we
not committed our crime which changed
al thingsfor us. And it was our curse
which drove usto our crime. We had been
agood Street Sweeper and like all our
brother Street Sweepers, save for our
cursed wish to know. We looked too long
at the sars a night, and at the treesand
the earth. And when we cleaned the yard
of the Home of the Scholars, we gathered
the glassvids, the pieces of metd, the dried

bones which they had discarded. Wewished



to keep these things and to study them,
but we had no place to hide them.
So we carried them to the City Cesspoal.

And then we made the discovery.

It was on aday of the spring before last.
We Street Sweepers work in brigades of
three, and we were with Union 5-3992,
they of the hdf-brain, and with Internationa
4-8818. Now Union 5-3992 areasickly lad
and sometimesthey are stricken with
convulsions, when their mouth froths
and their eyesturn white. But Internaiond
4-8818 are different. They areatdl,
strong youth and their eyes arelikefireflies,
for thereislaughter in their eyes. We cannot
look upon International 4-8818 and not
smileinanswer. For thisthey were not
liked in the Home of the Students, asit is
not proper to smile without reason. And
a so they were not liked because they took
pieces of coa and they drew pictures upon
thewals, and they were pictureswhich
made men laugh. But it isonly our brothers
in the Home of the Artistswho are permitted

to draw pictures, so International 4-8818



were sent to the Home of the Street

Sweepers, like oursalves.

International 4-8818 and we are friends.
Thisisan evil thingto say, foritisa
transgression, the great Transgression of
Preference, to love any among men better
than the others, sncewe must love dl men
and al men areour friends. So International
4-8818 and we have never spoken of it.
But we know. We know, when we look into
each other's eyes. And when welook thus
without words, we both know other things
aso, strangethingsfor which thereare

no words, and these things frighten us.

So on that day of the spring before last,
Union 5-3992 were stricken with convulsions
on the edge of the City, near the City
Theatre. Weleft themto liein the shade
of the Theatre tent and we went with
International 4-8818 to finish our work.

We came together to the great ravine behind
the Thestre. It isempty save for trees and weeds.

Beyond theravinethereisaplain, and beyond



the plain there liestheUnchartedForest ,

about which men must not think.

We were gathering the papers and the
rags which the wind had blown from the
Thestre, when we saw an iron bar among
theweeds. It was old and rusted by many
rains. We pulled with al our strength, but
we could not moveit. So we called
International 4-8818, and together we scraped
the earth around the bar. Of a sudden the
earth fell in before us, and we saw an old

iron grill over ablack hole.

International 4-8818 stepped back. But

we pulled a the grill and it gave way.

And then we saw iron rings as steps leading

down a shaft into adarkness without bottom.

"We shdl go down," we said to International 4-8818.

"Itisforbidden,” they answered.

Wesad: "The Council does not know

of thishole, so it cannot be forbidden."



And they answered: "Sincethe Council
does not know of this hole, there can
be no law permitting to enter it.
And everything which isnot permitted by law

isforbidden."

But wesad: "Weshdl go, nonetheless.”

They werefrightened, but they stood by

and watched us go.

We hung on theiron rings with our hands and our fet.
We could see nothing below us. And above us
the hole open upon the sky grew smaller and smdler,
till it cameto be the size of abutton. But till we
went down. Then our foot touched the ground.
We rubbed our eyes, for we could not see.
Then our eyes became used to the darkness,

but we could not bdlieve what we saw.

No men known to us could have built
this place, nor the men known to our
brothers who lived before us, and yet it
was built by men. It wasagreat tunndl.

Itswallswere hard and smooth to the



touch; it felt like stone, but it was not stone.
On the ground there were long thin tracks
of iron, but it was not iron; it felt smooth
and cold as glass. We knelt, and we crawled
forward, our hand groping aong theiron
lineto seewhereit would lead. But there
was an unbroken night ahead. Only the
iron tracks glowed through it, straight and
white, caling usto follow. But we could
not follow, for we werelosing the puddie
of light behind us. So we turned and we
crawled back, our hand on theiron line.
And our heart beat in our fingertips,

without reason. And then we knew.

We knew suddenly that this place was

left from the Unmentionable Times. Soiit

was true, and those Times had been, and

all the wonders of those Times. Hundreds
upon hundreds of years ago men knew

secretswhich we have logt. And wethought:
"Thisisafoul place. They are damned
who touch the things of the Unmentionable Times."
But our hand which followed the track, as we crawled,
clungtotheiron asif it would not leaveit,

asif the skin of our hand were thirsty and



begoing of the meta some secret fluid

beeting in its coldness.

We returned to the earth. Internationd

4-8818 looked upon us and stepped back.

"Equdity 7-2521," they said, "your faceiswhite."

But we could not speak and we stood looking upon them.

They backed away, asif they dared not touch us.

Then they amiled, but it was not agay smile;

it waslogt and pleading. But till we could

not speak. Thenthey said:

"We shall report our find to the City

Council and both of uswill be rewarded."

And then we spoke. Our voice was hard

and there was no mercy in our voice. Wesad:

"We shal not report our find to the City Council.

We shdl not report it to any men.”

They raised their handsto their ears,



for never had they heard such words asthese.

"International 4-8818," we asked, "will you report us

to the Council and see us lashed to death before your eyes?’

They stood straight al of asudden and they answered:

"Rather would we die."

"Then,"” we said, "keep slent. Thisplaceisours.
This place belongsto us, Equality 7-2521, and to
no other men on earth. And if ever we surrender it,

we shall surrender our lifewith it also."

Then we saw that the eyes of International 4-8818
werefull to thelidswith tears they dared not drop.
They whispered, and their voice trembled, so that

their wordslogt dl shape:

"Thewill of the Council isaboveadl things,
for itisthewill of our brothers, which ishaly.
But if you wishit so, we shdl obey you.
Rather shall we be evil with you than good
with dl our brothers. May the Council

have mercy upon both our heartd"

Then we walked away together and back



to the Home of the Street Sweepers.

Andwewdked in slence.

Thusdid it cometo pass that each night,
when the stars are high and the Street
Sweepers gt in the City Theatre, we,

Equality 7-2521, stedl out and run through
the darknessto our place. Itiseasy to leave
the Thegtre; when the candles are blown out
and the Actors come onto the stage, no eyes

can see us as we crawl under our sest and
under the cloth of thetent. Later, it iseasy
to sted through the shadowsand fdl inline
next to International 4-8818, asthe column
leavesthe Thegtre. It isdark in the Streets
and there are no men about, for no men
may walk through the City when they have
no mission to walk there. Each night, we
run to the ravine, and we remove the
stones which we have piled upon theiron
grill to hideit from the men. Each night, for

three hours, we are under the earth, alone.

We have stolen candles from the Home

of the Street Sweepers, we have stolen flints



and knives and paper, and we have brought
them to thisplace. We have stolen glass
vidsand powders and acids from the Home
of the Scholars. Now we St in the tunnel
for three hours each night and we study.
We mdt strange metals, and we mix acids,
and we cut open the bodies of the animals
which wefind in the City Cesspool. We have
built an oven of the bricks we gathered
in the streets. We burn the wood we find
intheravine. Thefireflickersinthe
oven and blue shadows dance upon the wals,

and thereis no sound of men to disturb us.

We have stolen manuscripts. Thisisa
great offense. Manuscripts are precious,
for our brothersin the Home of the Clerks
spend one year to copy one single script
inther clear handwriting. Manuscripts are
rare and they are kept in the Home of the
Scholars. So we sit under the earth and
we read the stolen scripts. Two years have
passed since we found thisplace. Andin
these two years we have learned more than
we had learned in the ten years of the

Home of the Students.



We have learned things which are not
in the scripts. We have solved secrets of
which the Scholars have no knowledge.
We have come to see how gresat isthe
unexplored, and many lifetimeswill not
bring usto the end of our quest. But we
wish no end to our quest. Wewish nothing,
saveto be alone and to learn, and to
fed asif with each day our Sght were
growing sharper than the hawk's and clearer

than rock crystal.

Strange aretheways of evil. Weare
falsein the faces of our brothers.

We are defying the will of our Councils.
We aone, of the thousands who walk this
earth, we donein thishour are doing a
work which has no purpose save that we
wishto doit. Theevil of our crime
isnot for the human mind to probe. The
nature of our punishment, if it be discovered,
isnot for the human heart to ponder.
Never, not in the memory of the Ancient

Ones Ancients, never have men done that



which we are doing.

And yet thereisno shamein usand no regret.

We say to oursalvesthat we are awretch and atraitor.
But we fed no burden upon our spirit and no fear in our heart.
And it seemsto usthat our spirit isclear asalake
troubled by no eyes save those of the sun. And in our heart--
strange are the ways of evil!--in our heart thereis

the first peace we have known in twenty years.

PART TWO

Liberty5-3000 . . .Liberty five-three thousand

...Liberty 5-3000. ...

Wewish to write thisname. Wewish to spesk it,
but we dare not speak it above awhisper.

For men are forbidden to take notice of women,
and women are forbidden to take notice of men.
But we think of one among women, they whose name
isLiberty 5-3000, and we think of no others.

The women who have been assigned to work

the sail livein the Homes of the Peasants



beyond the City. Where the City ends
thereisagreat road winding off to the
north, and we Street Sweepers must keep
thisroad clean to the first milepost.
Thereisahedge adong the road, and beyond the
hedgeliethefields. Thefieldsare black
and ploughed, and they lielike agreat
fan before us, with their furrows gathered
in some hand beyond the sky, spreading
forth from that hand, opening wide apart
asthey cometoward us, like black plests
that sparkle with thin, green spangles.
Women work in thefields, and their white
tunicsin thewind arelike the wings of

sea-qulls beating over the black soil.

And thereit wasthat we sawL iberty
5-3000 walking along the furrows. Their
body was straight and thin as a blade of
iron. Their eyes were dark and hard and
glowing, with no fear in them, no kindness
and no guilt. Their hair was golden asthe
sun; their hair flew in thewind, shining
and wild, asif it defied mento redtrainiit.

They threw seedsfrom their hand asif



they deigned to fling ascornful gift,

and the earth was a beggar under their feet.

We gtood ill; for thefirst time did we
know fear, and then pain. And we stood
il that we might not spill thispain more

precious than pleasure.

Then we heard avoice from the others
cdl their name: "Liberty5-3000," and they
turned and walked back. Thuswelearned

their name, and we stood watching them go,

till their whitetunic waslogt in the blue mist.

And thefollowing day, aswe cameto the
northern road, we kept our eyes upon
Liberty5-3000 inthefield. And each day
thereafter we knew theillness of waiting
for our hour on the northern road. And
there we looked atLiberty 5-3000 each day.
We know not whether they looked at
usalso, but we think they did.

Then one day they came closeto the
hedge, and suddenly they turned to us.
They turned in awhirl and the movement

of their body stopped, asif dashed off,



assuddenly asit had sarted. They stood
dill asastone, and they looked straight

upon us, straight into our eyes. There was
no smile on their face, and no welcome.
But their face wastaut, and their eyes
were dark. Then they turned as swiftly,

and they walked away from us.

But the following day, when we cameto
the road, they smiled. They smiledtous
and for us. And we smiled in answer.

Ther head fell back, and their armsfell,

asif their amsand ther thin white neck
were stricken suddenly with agrest lassitude.

They were not looking upon us, but upon the sky.
Then they glanced at us over their shoulder,

aswefdt asif ahand had touched our body,

dipping softly from our lipsto our feet.

Every morning thereafter, we greeted each
other with our eyes. We dared not speak.
It isatransgression to speak to men of other
Trades, savein groups at the Social Meetings.
But once, standing &t the hedge,

we raised our hand to our forehead



and then moved it dowly, palm down,
towardLiberty 5-3000. Had the others seen
it, they could have guessed nothing, for it
looked only asif we were shading our eyes
from the sun. ButLiberty 5-3000 saw it
and understood. They raised their hand to
their forehead and moved it as we had.
Thus, each day, we greetLiberty 5-3000,

and they answer, and no men can suspect.

We do not wonder at thisnew sin of ours.
It isour second Transgression of Preference,
for we do not think of al our brothers,
aswe mugt, but only of one, and their name
isLiberty 5-3000. We do not know why
wethink of them. We do not know why,
when wethink of them, wefed al of
asudden that the earth is good and
that it isnot aburden to live.

We do not think of them asLiberty
5-3000 any longer. We have giventhem a
namein our thoughts. We cdl them the
Golden One. Butitisasntogivemen
names which digtinguish them from other
men. Y et we call them the Golden One,

for they are not like the others.



The Golden One are not like the others.

And we take no heed of thelaw which
saysthat men may not think of women,
save a the Timeof Mating. Thisisthe
time each spring when dl the men older
than twenty and al the women older than
elghteen are sent for one night to the City
Pdace of Mating. And each of the men
have one of the women assigned to them
by the Council of Eugenics. Children are
born each winter, but women never see
their children and children never know
their parents. Twice have we been sent to
the Palace of Mating, but it isan ugly and

shameful matter, of which we do not liketo think.

We had broken so many laws, and today
we have broken one more. Today, we

spoke to the Golden One.

The other women were far off in the
field, when we stopped at the hedge by the
sde of theroad. The Golden Onewere

knedling done a the moat which runs



through thefield. And the drops of water
fdling from their hands, asthey raised the
water to their lips, were like sparks of fire
in the sun. Then the Golden One saw us,
and they did not move, knedling there,
looking at us, and circles of light played
upon their white tunic, from the sun on the
water of the moat, and one sparkling drop
fdl from afinger of their hand held as

frozenintheair.

Then the Golden One rose and walked
to the hedge, asif they had heard a
command in our eyes. The two other Street
Sweepers of our brigade were ahundred
paces away down the road. And we
thought that I nternational 4-8818 would
not betray us, and Union 5-3992 would
not understand. So we looked straight upon
the Golden One, and we saw the shadows
of their lashes on their white cheeks and

the sparks of sun on therr lips. And we sad:

"Y ou are beautiful Liberty 5-3000."

Their face did not move and they did not



avert their eyes. Only their eyes grew wider,
and there wastriumph in their eyes,
and it was not triumph over us,

but over things we could not guess.

Then they asked:

"What isyour name?"

"Equality 7-2521," we answered.

"Y ou are not one of our brothers, Equality

7-2521, for we do not wish you to be."

We cannot say what they meant, for there

are no wordsfor their meaning, but we know it

without words and we knew it then.

"No," we answered, "nor are you one of our ssters.”

"If you see us among scores of women,

will you look upon us?*

"We shdll look upon you,Liberty 5-3000,

if we see you among dl the women of the earth.”



Then they asked:

"Are StreetSweepers sent to different
parts of the City or do they awayswork

in the same places?'

"They dwayswork in the same places,”

we answered, "and no onewill takethis

road away from us."

"Your eyes," they sad, "are not like the

eyesof any among men.”

And suddenly, without cause for the

thought which cameto us, wefdt cold,

cold to our stomach.

"How old are you?" we asked.

They understood our thought, for they

lowered their eyesfor thefirst time.

"Seventeen,” they whispered.

And we sighed, asif aburden had been



taken from us, for we had been thinking
without reason of thePalaceofMating .
And we thought that we would not let the
Golden One be sent to the Palace. How to
prevent it, how to bar the will of the
Councils, we knew not, but we knew suddenly
that we would. Only we do not know why
such thought cameto us, for these ugly
meatters bear no relation to us and the

Golden One. What relation can they bear?

Stll, without reason, as we stood there
by the hedge, wefdt our lips drawn tight
with hatred, asudden hatred for al our
brother men. And the Golden One saw it
and smiled dowly, and there wasin their
gmilethefirst sadnesswe had seenin them.
We think that in the wisdom of women
the Golden One had understood more than

we can understand.

Then three of the Sstersin thefield appeared,
coming toward the road, so the Golden One
walked away from us. They took the bag of seeds,

and they threw the seeds into the furrows of earth



asthey walked away. But the seedsflew wildly,

for the hand of the Golden One was trembling.

Y et as we walked back to the Home of the
Street Sweepers, we felt that we wanted
to Sng, without reason. So we were
reprimanded tonight, in the dining hall,
for without knowing it we had begun to
sing aoud some tune we had never heard.
But it isnot proper to Sng without reason,

save at the Socid Mestings.

"We are Snging because we are happy,”
we answered the one of the Home Council

who reprimanded us.

"Indeed you are happy,” they answered.
"How else can men bewhen they livefor

thair brothers?"

And now, sitting herein our tunnd, we
wonder about these words. It isforbidden,
not to be happy. For, asit has been
explained to us, men are free and the earth
belongsto them; and dl things on earth belong

to al men; and thewill of al men together is



good for al; and so dl men must be happy.

Y et aswe stand & night in the greeat hall,
removing our garments for deep, we look
upon our brothers and we wonder. The heads
of our brothers are bowed. The eyes of our
brothers are dull, and never do they look
one another in the eyes. The shoulders
of our brothers are hunched, and their
muscles are drawn, asif their bodies were
ghrinking and wished to shrink out of sight.
And aword stealsinto our mind, aswe look

upon our brothers, and that word isfear.

Thereisfear hangingintheair of the
deeping hdls, and inthe air of the streets.
Fear walks through the City, fear without name,

without shape. All men fed it and none dare to spesk.

Wefed it also, when we are in the Home of the
Street Sweepers. But here, in our tunnd,
wefed it nolonger. Theairispure
under the ground. Thereisno odor of men.
And these three hours give us strength

for our hours above the ground.



Our body isbetraying us, for the Council
of the Home looks with suspicion upon us.
It isnot good to fed too much joy nor to be glad
that our body lives. For we matter not and
it must not matter to uswhether weliveor die,
whichisto be asour brotherswill it.
But we, Equality 7-2521, are glad to be living.

If thisisavice, then wewish no virtue.

Y et our brothersare not like us. Allis
not well with our brothers. Thereare
Fraternity 2-5503, a quiet boy with wise,
kind eyes, who cry suddenly, without reason,
inthe midst of day or night, and their
body shakes with sobs they cannot explain.
There are Solidarity 9-6347, who area
bright youth, without fear in the day; but
they scream in their deep, and they scream:
"Hepud Helpud Hepud" intothe
night, in avoice which chills our bones, but

the Doctors cannot cure Solidarity 9-6347.

And asweadl undressat night, inthe
dim light of the candles, our brothersare

slent, for they dare not speak the thoughts



of ther minds. For al must agreewith al,
and they cannot know if their thoughts
arethe thoughts of dl, and so they fear to
speak. And they are glad when the candles
are blown for the night. But we, Equdity
7-2521, look through the window upon
the sky, and thereis peace in the sky,
and cleanliness, and dignity. And beyond
the City thereliesthe plain, and
beyond the plain, black upon the black sky,

there lies theUnchartedForest .

We do not wish to look upon the
UnchartedForest . We do not wish
to think of it. But ever do our eyes
return to that black patch upon the sky.
Men never enter theUnchartedForest
for thereis no power to exploreit
and no path to lead among its ancient
trees which stand as guards of fearful
secrets. It iswhispered that once or
twicein ahundred years, one among
the men of the City escape doneand runto
theUnchartedForest , without call or reason.

These men do not return. They perish from



hunger and from the claws of thewild
beasts which roam theForest . But our
Councils say that thisisonly alegend.

We have heard that there are many Uncharted
Forests over the land, among the Cities.
And it iswhispered that they have grown
over theruins of many cities of the
Unmentionable Times. Thetrees have
swallowed the ruins, and the bones under
the ruins, and dl the things which perished.
And aswe look upon theUnchartedForest
far inthe night, wethink of the
secrets of the Unmentionable Times.

And we wonder how it came to passthat
these secrets were lost to the world.

We have heard the legends of the great fighting,
in which many men fought on one side and only
afew on the other. Thesefew werethe Evil
Ones and they were conquered. Then greet
firesraged over theland. Andin
thesefiresthe Evil Onesand dl the
things made by the Evil Oneswere burned.
And the firewhich is called the Dawn of
the Great Rebirth, wasthe Script Fire
where dl the scripts of the Evil Ones

were burned, and with them dl thewords



of the Evil Ones. Great mountains of flame

stood in the squares of the Citiesfor

three months. Then came the Great Rebirth.

Thewords of the Evil Ones. ..
The words of the Unmentionable Times. . .

What are the words which we have lost?

May the Council have mercy upon udl
We had no wish to write such aquestion,
and we knew not what we were doing till

we had written it. We shal not ask
this question and we shdl not think it.

We shall not call death upon our head.

Andyet...Andyet...
Thereis some word, one single word
which isnot in the language of men,
but which had been. And thisisthe
Unspeakable Word, which no men may spesk
nor hear. But sometimes, and itisrare,
sometimes, somewhere, one among men find
that word. They find it upon scraps of old

manuscripts or cut into the fragments of



ancient stones. But when they speek it
they are put to death. Thereisno crime
punished by deeth in thisworld, savethis

one crime of speaking the Unspeakable Word.

We have seen one of such men burned
diveinthe square of the City. Andit was
asight which has stayed with usthrough
theyears, and it haunts us, and follows us,
and it givesusno rest. Wewere achild
then, ten yearsold. And we stood in the
great square with dl the children and dl the
men of the City, sent to behold the burning.
They brought the Transgressor out into
the square and they led them to the pyre.
They had torn out the tongue of the
Transgressor, so that they could speak no
longer. The Transgressor were young and tall.
They had hair of gold and eyes blue as morning.
They walked to the pyre, and their step did
not felter. And of dl the faces
on that square, of al the faceswhich
shrieked and screamed and spat curses upon

them, theirs was the calmest and the happiest face.

Asthe chainswere wound over their



body at the stake, and aflame set to the
pyre, the Transgressor looked upon the
City. Therewasathin thread of blood
running from the corner of their mouth,
but their lipswere amiling. And amonstrous
thought came to usthen, which has
never left us. We had heard of Saints.
There are the Saints of Labor, and the
Saints of the Councils, and the Saints of the
Greet Rebirth. But we had never seen a
Saint nor wheat the likeness of a Saint
should be. And we thought then, standing
in the square, that the likeness of aSaint
was the face we saw before usin the flames,
the face of the Transgressor of the

Unspeakable Word.

Astheflames rose, athing happened
which no eyes saw but ours, esewe would
not beliving today. Perhapsit had only
seemed to us. But it seemed to usthat the
eyes of the Transgressor had chosen us
from the crowd and were looking straight
upon us. Therewasno painintheir eyes

and no knowledge of the agony of their



body. Therewasonly joy inthem, and
pride, apride holier than isfit for human
prideto be. And it seemed asif these eyes
weretrying to tell us something through
the flames, to send into our eyes some word
without sound. And it seemed asif these
eyes were begging usto gather that word
and not to let it go from us and from the
earth. But the flames rose and we could not

guesstheword. . . .

What--even if we haveto burn for it
like the Saint of the Pyre--what isthe

Unspeakable Word?

PART THREE

We, Equality 7-2521, have discovered a
new power of nature. And we have discovered

it alone, and we done areto know it.

Itissaid. Now let usbelashed for it,

if wemust. The Council of Scholars has



sad that we al know thethingswhich exist
and therefore the things which are not
known by al do not exist. But wethink
that the Council of Scholarsisblind.
The secrets of this earth are not for al men
to see, but only for those who will seek them.
We know, for we have found a secret unknown

to all our brothers.

We know not what this power is nor
whence it comes. But we know its nature,
we have watched it and worked with it.
We saw it first two years ago. Onenight,
we were cutting open the body of adead
frog when we saw itsleg jerking. It was
dead, yet it moved. Some power unknown
to men was making it move. We could not
understand it. Then, after many tests,
we found the answer. The frog had been
hanging on awire of copper; and it had
been the metd of our knife which had sent
the strange power to the copper through the
brine of thefrog's body. We put a piece of
copper and apiece of zincinto ajar of

brine, we touched awire to them, and



there, under our fingers, wasamiracle
which had never occurred before, anew

miracle and anew power.

This discovery haunted us. Wefollowed
itin preferenceto al our studies.

We worked with it, we tested it in more ways
than we can describe, and each step was as
another miracle unveiling before us.

We came to know that we had found the
greatest power on earth. For it defiesal
the laws known to men. 1t makesthe needle
move and turn on the compass which we
stole from the Home of the Scholars;
but we had been taught, when ill achild,
that the loadstone points to the north and that
thisisalaw which nothing can change;
yet our new power defiesal laws.

We found that it causeslightning, and never
have men known what causeslightning.

In thunderstorms, we raised atall rod of
iron by the sde of our hole, and we
watched it from below. We have seen the
lightning strikeit again and again.

And now we know that metal draws the power

of the sky, and that metal can be madeto



giveit forth.

We have built grange thingswith this
discovery of ours. We used for it the
copper wires which we found here under the
ground. We have walked the length of our
tunnd, with acandle lighting the way.
We could go no farther than haf amile, for
earth and rock had fallen at both ends.
But we gathered dl the things we found
and we brought them to our work place.
We found strange boxes with bars of metal
ingde, with many cords and strands and
coilsof metal. We found wiresthat led
to srangelittle globes of glasson thewadlls;
they contained threads of metd thinner

than a spider's web.

Thesethings help usin our work. We do
not understand them, but we think thet
the men of the Unmentionable Times had
known our power of the sky, and these
things had somerdation toit. We do not
know, but we shdl learn. We cannot stop

now, even though it frightens us that we



areadonein our knowledge.

No single one can possess greater
wisdom than the many Scholarswho are
elected by dl men for their wisdom.

Y et we can. We do. We have fought against
saying it, but now itissaid. We do not care.
Weforget dl men, dl lawsand dl things
save our metals and our wires. So much
istill to belearned! So long aroad
lies before us, and what care weif we

must travd it alone!

PART FOUR

Many days passed before we could speak
to the Golden One again. But then came
the day when the sky turned white, asif
the sun had burst and spread itsflamein

theair, and thefiddslay ill without
breath, and the dust of the road was white
intheglow. So the women of thefield

were weary, and they tarried over their



work, and they were far from the road
when we came. But the Golden One stood
aone a the hedge, waiting. We stopped
and we saw that their eyes, so hard and
scornful to theworld, were looking a us as

if they would obey any word we might speak.

Andwesaid:

"We have given you anamein our

thoughts, Liberty 5-3000."

"What isour name?' they asked.

"The Golden One."

"Nor do we call you Equdity 7-2521

when wethink of you."

"What name have you given us?'

They looked straight into our eyes and

they held their head high and they answered:

"The Unconquered.”



For along time we could not speak.

Thenwesad:

"Such thoughts as these are forbidden,

Golden One"

"But you think such thoughts asthese

and you wish usto think them."

Welooked into their eyes and we could not lie.

"Yes," wewhigpered, and they smiled,

and then we said: "Our dearest one,

do not obey us."

They stepped back, and their eyes were

wide and till.

"Speak these words again,” they whispered.

"Which words?' we asked. But they

did not answer, and we knew it.

"Our dearest one," we whispered.

Never have men said thisto women.



The head of the Golden One bowed dowly,
and they stood till before us, their arms
at their sdes, the padms of their hands
turned to us, asif their body were ddivered

in submission to our eyes. And we could

not spesk.

Then they raised their head, and they

spoke smply and gently, asif they wished

usto forget some anxiety of their own.

"Theday ishot,” they sad, "and you have

worked for many hours and you must be weary."

"No," we answered.

"Itiscooler inthefidds," they said,

"and thereiswater to drink. Areyouthirsty?'

"Yes" we answered, "but we cannot crossthe hedge.”

"We shall bring the water to you," they said.

Then they knelt by the moat, they gathered



water in their two hands, they rose and

they held the water out to our lips.

We do not know if we drank that weter.
We only knew suddenly that their hands
were empty, but we were still holding our
lipsto their hands, and that they knew it,

but did not move.

Weraised our head and stepped back.
For we did not understand what had made

usdo this, and we were afraid to understand it.

And the Golden One stepped back, and
stood looking upon their hands in wonder.
Then the Golden One moved away, even
though no others were coming, and they

moved, stepping back, asif they could not
turn from us, their arms bent before them,

asif they could not lower their hands.

PART FIVE



We madeit. We created it. We brought
it forth from the night of the ages.
Weaone. Our hands. Our mind.

Oursaoneand only.

We know not what we are saying. Our head
isreding. Welook upon the light which
we have made. We shdl beforgiven for

anything we say tonight. . ..

Tonight, after more daysand trials
than we can count, wefinished building
agrangething, from the remains of the
Unmentionable Times, abox of glass, devised
to giveforth the power of the sky of grester
strength than we had ever achieved before.
And when we put our wiresto thisbox,
when we closed the current--the wire glowed!
It cameto life, it turned red, and acircle

of light lay on the stone before us.

We stood, and we held our head in our hands.
We could not conceive of that which
we had created. We had touched no

flint, madenofire. Y et herewaslight,



light that came from nowhere, light from

the heart of metdl.

We blew out the candle. Darkness swallowed us.
There was nothing | eft around us,
nothing save night and athin thread of
flameinit, asacrack inthewall of aprison.

We stretched our handsto the wire,
and we saw our fingersin the red glow.
We could not see our body nor fed it,
and in that moment nothing existed save our

two hands over awire glowing in ablack abyss.

Then we thought of the meaning of that
which lay before us. We can light our

tunnd, and the City, and al the Cities of
the world with nothing save meta and
wires. We can give our brothers anew
light, cleaner and brighter than any they
have ever known. The power of the sky
can be made to do men's bidding. There
areno limitstoits secrets and its might,
and it can be made to grant us anything if

we but choose to ask.

Then we knew what we must do. Our



discovery istoo gresat for us to waste our
time in sweeping the Streets. We must not
keep our secret to ourselves, nor buried
under the ground. Wemugt bring it into
thesght of dl men. Weneed dl our time,
we need the work rooms of the Home of
the Scholars, we want the help of our
brother Scholars and their wisdom joined
to ours. Thereisso much work ahead for

al of us, for dl the Scholars of the world.

Inamonth, the World Council of Scholars
isto meet in our City. Itisagreat Council,
towhich thewisest of al landsare
elected, and it meetsonce ayear in the
different Cities of the earth. Weshall goto
this Council and we shdl lay before them,
asour gift, thisglass box with the power of
the sky. We shall confess everything to them.
They will see, understand and forgive.

For our gift isgreater than our transgression.
They will explain it to the Council of VVocations,
and we shdl be assigned to the Home of the Scholars.
This has never been done before, but neither

has a gift such as ours ever been offered to men.



We must wait. We must guard our tunndl as
we had never guarded it before. For should
any men save the Scholarslearn of
our secret, they would not understand it,
nor would they believe us. They would see
nothing, save our crime of working aone,
and they would destroy usand our light.

We care not about our body, but our lightis. . .

Yes, wedo care. For thefirst timedo we
care about our body. For thiswireisasa
part of our body, asavein torn from us,
glowing with our blood. Are we proud of
this thread of metal, or of our hands
which medeit, or istherealineto

dividethesetwo?

We stretch out our arms. For thefirst
time do we know how strong our arms are.
And a gtrange thought comesto us:
wewonder, for thefirst timein our life,
what welook like. Men never seetheir
own faces and never ask their brothers
about it, for it isevil to have concern for

their own faces or bodies. But tonight,



for areason we cannot fathom, wewish
it were possible to usto know the

likeness of our own person.

PART SIX

We have not written for thirty days.
For thirty dayswe have not been here, in
our tunnd. We had been caught.

It happened on that night when we wrote
last. Weforgot, that night, to watch the
sand in the glasswhich tdls uswhen three
hours have passed and it istimeto return
to the City Theatre. When we remembered

it, the sand had run out.

We hastened to the Thestre. But the big
tent stood grey and slent againgt the sky.
The streets of the City lay before us, dark
and empty. If wewent back to hidein our
tunnel, we would be found and our light

found with us. So we walked to the Home



of the Street Sweepers.

When the Council of the Home questioned us,
we looked upon the faces of the Council,
but there was no curiosity in those faces,
and no anger, and no mercy. Sowhen
the oldest of them asked us. "Where have
you been?" we thought of our glass box
and of our light, and weforgot al dse.

And we answered:

"Wewill not tdll you."

The oldest did not question us further.
They turned to the two youngest, and said,

and their voice was bored:

"Take our brother Equdity 7-2521 to
the Palace of Corrective Detention.

Lash them until they tel.”

So we were taken to the Stone Room
under the Palace of Corrective Detention.
Thisroom has no windows and it is empty

savefor aniron post. Two men stood by

the post, naked but for leather aprons and



leather hoods over their faces. Those who

had brought us departed, leaving usto the
two Judges who stood in a corner of the
room. The Judgeswere smdl, thin men,
grey and bent. They gavethesgnd to the

two strong hooded ones.

They tore the clothes from our body,
they threw us down upon our knees and
they tied our handsto theiron post.
Thefirst blow of thelash felt asif our
spine had been cut in two. The second
blow stopped the firgt, and for a second we
felt nothing, then the pain struck usin our
throat and fireran in our lungswithout air.

But we did not cry out.

Thelash whistled like asinging wind.
Wetried to count the blows, but we lost count.
We knew that the blows were faling upon our back.
Only we fdt nothing upon our back any longer.

A flaming grill kept dancing before our eyes,
and we thought of nothing save that grill, agrill,
agrill of red squares, and then we knew

that we were looking at the squares of the



iron grill in the door, and there were dso
the squares of stone on thewalls, and the
sguares which the lash was cutting upon our back,

crossing and re-crossing itsdlf in our flesh.

Then we saw afist before us. It knocked
our chin up, and we saw the red froth of
our mouth on the withered fingers, and the

Judge asked:

"Where have you been?'

But we jerked our head away, hid our

face upon our tied hands, and bit our lips.

Thelash whigtled again. We wondered
who was sprinkling burning coa dust upon
the floor, for we saw drops of red twinkling

on the sones around us.

Then we knew nothing, save two voices
snarling steadily, one &fter the other,

even though we knew they were speaking

many minutes goart:

"Where have you been where have you been



where have you been where have you been?. . .

And our lips moved, but the sound trickled

back into our throat, and the sound was only:

"Thelight... Thelight... Thelight...."

Then we knew nothing.

We opened our eyes, lying on our ssomach
on the brick floor of acdl. Welooked
upon two hands lying far before us on the
bricks, and we moved them, and we knew
that they were our hands. But we could
not move our body. Then we smiled, for we
thought of the light and that we had

not betrayed it.

Welay inour cdl for many days.
The door opened twice each day,
once for the men who brought us
bread and water, and once for the Judges.
Many Judges cameto our cell,
first the humblest and then the

most honored Judges of the City.



They stood before usin their white togas,

and they asked:

"Areyou ready to speak?"

But we shook our head, lying before

them on thefloor. And they departed.

We counted each day and each night asit passed.
Then, tonight, we knew that we must escape.
For tomorrow the World Council of Scholars

isto meet in our City.

It was easy to escape from the Palace of
Corrective Detention. Thelocksareold on
the doors and there are no guards about.
Thereis no reason to have guards, for men
have never defied the Councils so far asto
escape from whatever place they were
ordered to be. Our body ishealthy and
srength returnsto it speedily. Welunged
againgt the door and it gave way. We stole
through the dark passages, and through the

dark streets, and down into our tunnel.

Welit the candle and we saw that our



place had not been found and nothing had
been touched. And our glass box stood
before us on the cold oven, aswe had left it.

What matter they now, the scars upon our back!

Tomorrow, inthefull light of day, we
shall take our box, and leave our tunne
open, and walk through the streetsto the
Home of the Scholars. We shdl put before
them the greatest gift ever offered to men.
We shdl tell them thetruth. We shdl hand
to them, as our confession, these pages we
have written. We shdl join our handsto
theirs, and we shal work together, with the
power of the sky, for the glory of mankind.
Our blessing upon you, our brothers!
Tomorrow, you will take us back into your
fold and we shall be an outcast no longer.
Tomorrow we shdl be one of you again.

Tomorrow . . .

PART SEVEN



Itisdark hereintheforest. Theleaves
rustle over our head, black against the last
gold of the sky. The mossis soft and warm.
We shall deep on thismossfor many nights,
till the beasts of the forest cometo
tear our body. We have no bed now, save

the moss, and no future, save the beasts.

We are old now, yet we were young this
morning, when we carried our glass box
through the streets of the City to the Home
of the Scholars. No men stopped us, for
there were none about from the Palace of
Corrective Detention, and the others knew
nothing. No men stopped us at the gate.
We walked through empty passages and
into the greet hall where the World Council

of Scholars sat in solemn meeting.

We saw nothing as we entered, save the
sky in the grest windows, blue and glowing.
Then we saw the Scholars who sat around
along table; they were as shapeless clouds
huddled at the rise of the great sky.

There were men whose famous names



we knew, and others from distant
lands whose names we had not heard.
We saw agreat painting on thewall
over their heads, of the twenty illustrious

men who had invented the candle.

All the heads of the Council turned to us
aswe entered. These great and wise of the
earth did not know what to think of us,
and they looked upon us with wonder and
curiosity, asif wewereamiracle.
Itistruethat our tunic wastorn and
stained with brown stains which had been blood.

Weraised our right arm and we said:

"Qur greeting to you, our honored

brothers of the World Council of Scholard"

Then Collective 0-0009, the oldest and

wisest of the Council, spoke and asked:

"Who are you, our brother? For you do

not look like a Scholar."

"Our nameis Equdity 7-2521," we answered,



"and we are a Street Sweeper of this City."

Thenit wasasif agreat wind had stricken
the hdl, for al the Scholars spoke at once,

and they were angry and frightened.

"A Street Sweeper! A Street Sweeper walking
in upon the World Council of Scholars!
It isnot to be believed!

Itisagaing dl therulesand dl the lawd!™

But we knew how to stop them.

"Our brothers!" we said. "We matter not,
nor our transgression. Itisonly our
brother men who matter. Give no thought to us,
for we are nothing, but listen to our words,
for we bring you a gift such ashad never
been brought to men. Listen to us, for we

hold the future of mankind in our hands."

Then they listened.

We placed our glass box upon the table

before them. We spoke of it, and of our

long quest, and of our tunnel, and of our



escape from the Palace of Corrective Detention.
Not ahand moved in that hall, as we spoke,
nor an eye. Then we put the wiresto the box,
and they dl bent forward and sat till, watching.
And we stood still, our eyes upon the wire.
And dowly, dowly asaflush of blood,

ared flametrembled in thewire. Then thewire glowed.

But terror struck the men of the Council.

They legpt to their feet, they ran from the

table, and they stood pressed against the
wall, huddled together, seeking the warmth

of one another's bodiesto give them courage.

We looked upon them and we laughed and said:

"Fear nothing, our brothers. Thereisa

great power in these wires, but this power

istamed. Itisyours. Wegiveit toyou."

Stll they would not move.

"We give you the power of the sky!" we cried.

"We giveyou the key to the earth! Takeit,

and let us be one of you, the humblest among you.



Let usal work together, and harnessthis power,
and make it ease thetoil of men. Let us
throw away our candles and our torches.
Let usflood our citieswith light.

Let usbring anew light to men!™

But they looked upon us, and suddenly
we were afraid. For their eyeswere dtill,

and smdl, and evil.

"Our brothers!" we cried. "Haveyou

nothing to say to us?'

Then Collective 0-0009 moved forward.

They moved to the table and the others followed.

"Yes," spoke Collective 0-0009,

"we have much to say to you."

The sound of their voices brought silence

to the hall and to beat of our heart.

"Yes," said Callective 0-0009, "we have
much to say to awretch who have broken

al the laws and who boast of their infamy!



How dared you think that your mind held
greater wisdom than the minds of your
brothers? And if the Councils had decreed
that you should be a Street Sweeper,
how dared you think that you could be of

greater use to men than in sweeping the streets?’

"How dared you, gutter cleaner,” spoke
Fraternity 9-3452, "to hold yoursdlf asone
aone and with the thoughts of the one

and not of the many?"

"You shall be burned at the stake,"

said Democracy 4-6998.

"No, they shall belashed," said Unanimity 7-3304,

"till thereisnothing left under the lashes"

"No," said Collective 0-0009, "we cannot
decide upon this, our brothers. No such
crime has ever been committed, anditis

not for usto judge. Nor for any smdl Council.
We shdll deliver this creature to the World Council

itself and let their will be done.”



We |ooked upon them and we pleaded:

"QOur brothers! You areright. Let the
will of the Council be done upon our body.
We do not care. But thelight? Whet will

you do with the light?"

Collective 0-0009 looked upon us, and they smiled.

"So you think that you have found a new power,"

said Collective 0-0009. "Do dl your brothersthink that?"

"No," we answered.

"What is not thought by al men cannot be true,"

said Collective 0-0009.

"Y ou have worked on this alone?' asked

International 1-5537.

"Many men in the Homes of the Scholars have
had strange new ideasin the past,”
said Solidarity 8-1164, "but when the
mgjority of their brother Scholars voted
againg them, they abandoned their idess,

asdl men mug.”



"Thishox isusdess," said Alliance 6-7349.

"Should it bewhat they claim of it,"
said Harmony 9-2642, "then it would
bring ruin to the Department of Candles.
The Candleisagreat boon to mankind,
as gpproved by al men. Thereforeit

cannot be destroyed by the whim of one."

"Thiswould wreck the Plans of the
World Council," said Unanimity 2-9913,
"and without the Plans of the World Council
the sun cannot rise. It took fifty years
to secure the gpprova of al the Councils
for the Candle, and to decide upon the
number needed, and to re-fit the Plans so
asto make candlesinstead of torches.
Thistouched upon thousands and thousands
of men working in scores of States.

We cannot dter the Plans again so soon.”

"And if thisshould lighten the toil of
men," said Smilarity 50306, "thenitisa

great evil, for men have no causeto exist



saveintoiling for other men."

Then Collective 0-0009 rose and pointed at our box.

"Thisthing," they said, "must be destroyed.”

And dl the others cried as one:

"It must be destroyed!”

Then we legpt to the table.

We saized our box, we shoved them

asde, and we ran to the window. We

turned and we looked at them for the last

time, and arage, such asit isnot fit for

humans to know, choked our voice in our throat.

"You foold" wecried. "Youfoold Y ou thrice-damned fools™

We swung our fist through the windowpane,

and we legpt out inaringing rain of glass.

Wefdl, but we never let the box fal
from our hands. Then weran. Weran

blindly, and men and houses stresked past



usin atorrent without shape. And the road
seemed not to be flat before us, but asif
it were leaping up to meet us, and we waited
for the earth to riseand strike usin the
face. But weran. We knew not where we
were going. We knew only that we must
run, run to the end of theworld,

to the end of our days.

Then we knew suddenly that we were lying
on asoft earth and that we had stopped.
Treestaller than we had ever seen
before stood over usin great slence.
Then we knew. We were in the Uncharted Forest.

We had not thought of coming here,

but our legs had carried our wisdom, and

our legs had brought usto the Uncharted

Forest againgt our will.

Our glass box lay besde us. We crawled toiit,

wefdl uponit, our facein our arms, and we lay ill.

Welay thusfor along time. Thenwerose,

we took our box and walked on into the forest.



It mattered not where we went. We knew
that men would not follow us, for they
never enter the Uncharted Forest. We had
nothing to fear from them. The forest
disposes of itsown victims. Thisgaveus
no fear either. Only we wished to be away,
away from the City and from the air that
touches upon the air of the City. Sowe

walked on, our box in our arms, our heart empty.

We are doomed. Whatever days are left
to us, we shdl spend them done. And we
have heard of the corruption to be found
in solitude. We have torn ourselves from
the truth which is our brother men, and there

isno road back for us, and no redemption.

We know these things, but we do not care.

We carefor nothing on earth. We aretired.

Only theglassbox inour aamsislikea
living heart that gives us strength. We have
lied to ourselves. We have not built this
box for the good of our brothers. We built
it for itsown sake. Itisaboved| our

brothersto us, and its truth above thair truth.



Why wonder about this? We have not many days
tolive. We arewaking to the fangs awaiting us
somewhere among the greet, Slent trees. Thereis

not athing behind usto regret.

Then ablow of pain struck us, our first and our only.
We thought of the Golden One. We thought of the Golden One
whom we shdl never see again. Then the pain passed.
It isbest. We are one of the Damned. It is best
if the Golden One forget our name and the body

which bore that name.

PART EIGHT

It has been aday of wonder, this,

our first day in theforest.

We awoke when aray of sunlight fell across
our face. We wanted to leap to our feet,
aswe have had to leap every morning
of our life, but we remembered suddenly

that no bell had rung and that there was



no bell to ring anywhere. Welay on our back,
we threw our arms out, and we looked up at the sky.
The leaves had edges of slver that trembled and

rippled like ariver of green and fire flowing high above us.

We did not wish to move. We thought
suddenly that we could liethus aslong as
we wished, and we laughed aoud at the
thought. We could also rise, or run, or leap,
or fal down again. We were thinking that
these were thoughts without sense, but before
we knew it our body had risen in one leap.
Our arms stretched out of their own will,
and our body whirled and whirled,
till it raised awind to rustle through the
leaves of the bushes. Then our hands
seized abranch and svung ushighinto a
tree, with no aim save the wonder of learning
the strength of our body. The branch
snapped under us and we fell upon the moss
that was soft as a cushion. Then our body,
losing dl sense, rolled over and over on the
moss, dry leavesin our tunic, in our hair,
in our face. And we heard suddenly that
we were laughing, laughing doud, laughing

asif there were no power |€ft in us save laughter.



Then we took our glass box, and we
went on into the forest. We went on,
cutting through the branches, and it was
asif wewere swvimming through a sea of leaves,
with the bushes aswaves risng and faling
and risng around us, and flinging their
green sprays high to the treetops.
Thetrees parted before us, cdling usforward.
Theforest seemed to welcome us. We went on,
without thought, without care, with nothing

to fed save the song of our body.

We stopped when we felt hunger. We saw
birdsin the tree branches, and flying
from under our footsteps. We picked a
stone and we sent it as an arrow at abird.
It fell before us. We made afire, we cooked
the bird, and we ate it, and no meal had
ever tasted better to us. And wethought
suddenly that there was a great satisfaction
to be found in the food which we need
and obtain by our own hand. And we wished
to be hungry again and soon, that we might

know again this strange new pride in egting.



Thenwewaked on. And we cameto a
stream which lay asastregk of glassamong
thetrees. It lay so ill that we saw no
water but only acut in the earth, in which
the trees grew down, upturned, and the
sky lay at the bottom. We knelt by
the stream and we bent down to drink.
And then we stopped. For, upon the blue
of the sky below us, we saw our own face

for thefirs time.

We sat till and we held our bregth.
For our face and our body were beautiful.
Our face was not like the faces of our brothers,
for wefelt not pity when looking uponiit.
Our body was not like the bodies of our brothers,
for our limbs were straight and thin and hard and strong.
And we thought that we could trust this being who |ooked

upon us from the stream, and that we had nothing to fear

with thisbeing.

Wewalked on till the sun had st.
When the shadows gathered among the trees,
we stopped in ahollow between the roots,

where we shall deep tonight. And suddenly,



for the first time this day, we remembered
that we are the Damned. We remembered it,

and we laughed.

We are writing this on the paper we had
hidden in our tunic together with the
written pages we had brought for the World
Council of Scholars, but never given to them.
We have much to speak of to ourselves,
and we hope we shall find the words
for itin the daysto come. Now, we

cannot speak, for we cannot understand.

PART NINE

We have not written for many days.
We did not wish to speak. For we needed

no words to remember that which has happened to us.

It was on our second day in the forest that
we heard steps behind us. We hid in the bushes,

and we waited. The steps came closer.



And then we saw thefold of awhitetunic

among the trees, and agleam of gold.

We leapt forward, we ran to them, and

we stood |ooking upon the Golden One.

They saw us, and their hands closed into
fists, and thefigts pulled their arms down,
asif they wished their armsto hold them,

whiletheir body swayed. And they could

not speak.

We dared not come too close to them.

We asked, and our voice trembled:

"How did you cometo be here, Golden One?"

But they whispered only:

"Wehavefoundyou. . . ."

"How did you cometo bein the forest?

we asked.

They raised their head, and therewasa

greet pridein their voice; they answered:



"We havefollowed you."

Then we could not speak, and they said:

"We heard that you had gone to the
Uncharted Fores, for thewhole City is
gpesking of it. So on the night of the day
when we heard it, we ran away from the Home
of the Peasants. We found the marks of
your feet across the plain where no men walk.
So we followed them, and we went into the forest,
and we followed the path where the branches

were broken by your body."

Their white tunic wastorn, and the
branches had cut the skin of their arms,
but they spoke asif they had never taken

notice of it, nor of weariness, nor of fear.

"We havefollowed you," they said,
"and we shdl follow you wherever you go.
If danger threatens you, we shall face it aso.
If it be death, we shdl die with you. Y ou are damned,

and we wish to share your damnation.”



They looked upon us, and their voice was low,

but there was bitterness and triumph in their voice.

"Y our eyes are as aflame, but our brothers
have neither hope nor fire. Y our mouth
Iscut of granite, but our brothers are soft
and humble. Y our head ishigh, but our
brothers cringe. Y ou walk, but our
brothers crawl. We wish to be damned with you,
rather than blessed with al our brothers.

Do as you please with us, but do not send

usaway fromyou."

Then they knelt, and bowed their golden

head before us.

We had never thought of that which we did.
We bent to raise the Golden Oneto their fedt,
but when we touched them, it was asif madness
had stricken us. We seized their body
and we pressed our lipsto theirs.

The Golden One breathed once,
and their breath was a moan,

and then thaeir arms closed around us.



We stood together for along time.
And we were frightened that we had lived
for twenty-one years and had never known

what joy is possible to men.

Thenwesad:

"Our dearest one. Fear nothing of the forest.
Thereisno danger in solitude. We have
no need of our brothers. Let usforget
their good and our evil, let usforget
al things save that we are together
and that there isjoy as a bond between us.
Give usyour hand. Look ahead. Itisour
own world, Golden One, astrange,

unknown world, but our own."

Then wewalked on into the forest, their

hand in ours.

And that night we knew that to hold the
body of women in our amsisneither ugly
nor shameful, but the one ecstasy granted

to therace of men.



We have waked for many days. Theforest
has no end, and we seek no end. But each day
added to the chain of days between us

and the City islike an added blessing.

We have made abow and many arrows.
We can kill more birds than we need for
our food; wefind water and fruit in the
forest. At night, we choose a clearing, and
we build aring of firesaround it. We deep
inthe midst of that ring, and the beasts
dare not attack us. We can see their eyes,
green and yellow as codss, watching usfrom
the tree branches beyond. Thefiressmoulder
asacrown of jewelsaround us, and smoke
dands till in theair, in columns made blue
by the moonlight. We deep together in the
midst of thering, the arms of the Golden

One around us, their head upon our breast.

Some day, we shall stop and build a house,
when we shdl have gone far enough.
But we do not have to hasten. The days

before us are without end, like the forest.

We cannot understand thisnew life



which we havefound, yet it seems so clear
and so smple. When questions cometo
puzzle us, we wak faster, then turn and
forget al things as we watch the Golden
Onefollowing. The shadows of leavesfdl
upon their arms, asthey spread the branches
gpart, but their shouldersarein the sun.
Theskin of ther aamsislikeabluemis,
but their shoulders are white and glowing,
asif thelight fel not from above, but rose
from under their skin. We watch the lesf
which hasfalen upon ther shoulder, and
it lies at the curve of their neck, and a
drop of dew glisensuponit likeajewd.
They approach us, and they stop, laughing,
knowing what we think, and they wait
obediently, without questions, till it

pleases usto turn and go on.

We go on and we bless the earth under
our feet. But questions cometo usagain,
aswewalk inslence. If that whichwe
have found isthe corruption of solitude,
then what can men wish for save corruption?

If thisisthe greet evil of being aone,



then what isgood and what isevil?

Everything which comes from the many is good.
Everything which comesfrom oneisevil.
This have we been taught with our first breath.
We have broken the law, but we have never doubted it.
Y et now, aswewalk through the forest,

we are learning to doubt.

Thereisno lifefor men, savein ussful
toil for the good of al their brothers.
But we lived not, when wetoiled for our
brothers, we were only weary. Thereisno
joy for men, save thejoy shared with dl
thelr brothers. But the only thingswhich
taught usjoy were the power we created
in our wires, and the Golden One. And both
these joys belong to us aone, they come
from us done, they bear no relation
to al our brothers, and they do not concern

our brothersin any way. Thus do we wonder.

Thereissome error, onefrightful error,
inthethinking of men. What isthat error?
We do not know, but the knowledge struggles

within us, strugglesto be born. Today,



the Golden One stopped suddenly and said:

"Weloveyou."

But they frowned and shook their

head and looked at us helplesdly.

"No," they whispered, "that is not what

wewished to say."

They were slent, then they spoke dowly,
and their words were hdting, like the words

of achild learning to spesk for thefirg time:

"Weareone...adone...andonly...

and weloveyouwho areone. . . done. . . and only."

We |looked into each other's eyes and we knew

that the breath of amiracle had touched us,

andfled, and left usgroping vainly.

And wefdt torn, torn for some word we could not find.



PART TEN

We are sitting at atable and we are
writing this upon paper made thousands
of yearsago. Thelightisdim, and we
cannot see the Golden One, only one lock
of gold on the pillow of an ancient bed.

Thisisour home.

We came upon it today, at sunrise.

For many dayswe had been crossing achain
of mountains. Theforest rose among dliffs,
and whenever we walked out upon a
barren stretch of rock we saw great peaks
before usin thewest, and to the north of us,
and to the south, asfar as our eyes could see.

The pesks were red and brown, with the green stresks
of forests as veins upon them, with blue mistsas vells
over their heads. We had never heard of these mountains,
nor seen them marked on any map.

The Uncharted Forest has protected them

from the Cities and from the men of the Cities.

We climbed paths where the wild goat

dared not follow. Stonesrolled from under



our feet, and we heard them sriking the
rocks below, farther and farther down,
and the mountains rang with each stroke,
and long after the strokes had died.
But we went on, for we knew that no men

would ever follow our track nor reach us here.

Then today, at sunrise, we saw awhite
flame among the trees, high on asheer
peak before us. We thought that it wasa
fire and stopped. But theflanewas
unmoving, yet blinding asliquid metd.
So we climbed toward it through the rocks.
And there, before us, on a broad summit,
with the mountainsrising behind it,
stood a house such as we had never seen,
and thewhite fire came from the sun on

the glass of itswindows.

The house had two stories and a strange
roof flat asafloor. There was more window
than wall upon itswalls, and the windows
went on straight around the corners, though
how this kept the house standing we could

not guess. Thewallswere hard and smooth,



of that stone unlike stone which we had

seenin our tunnd.

We both knew it without words: thishouse
was | eft from the Unmentionable Times.
Thetrees had protected it from time
and westher, and from men who have
less pity than time and weather.

We turned to the Golden One and we asked:

"Areyou afrad?'

But they shook their head. So we walked
to the door, and we threw it open,
and we stepped together into the house

of the Unmentionable Times.

We shdll need the days and the years ahead,
to ook, to learn, and to understand
thethings of thishouse. Today, we could
only look and try to believe the sght of
our eyes. We pulled the heavy curtains
from the windows and we saw that the rooms
were small, and we thought that not more
than twelve men could have lived here.

We thought it strange that men had been



permitted to build ahouse for only twelve.

Never had we seen rooms so full of light.
The sunrays danced upon colors, colors,
more colors than we thought possible,
we who had seen no houses save the
white ones, the brown ones and the grey.
There were great pieces of glasson the
walls, but it was not glass, for when we
looked upon it we saw our own bodies and
al the things behind us, as on theface
of alake. Therewere strange things which we
had never seen and the use of which we do
not know. And there were globes of glass
everywhere, in each room, the globes with

the metal cobwebsinside, such aswe had

seeninour tunnd.

Wefound the deeping hall and we stood
in awe upon itsthreshold. For it wasa
small room and there were only two beds
init. Wefound no other bedsin the house,
and then we knew that only two had lived
here, and this passes understanding.

What kind of world did they have,



the men of the Unmentionable Times?

We found garments, and the Golden One
gasped at the Sight of them. For they
were not white tunics, nor white togas,
they were of dl colors, no two of them
dike. Some crumbled to dust as we touched
them. But otherswere of heavier cloth,

and they felt soft and new in our fingers.

We found aroom with walls made of shelves,
which held rows of manuscripts, from the floor
tothecalling. Never had we seen such a
number of them, nor of such strange shape.
They were not soft and rolled, they had hard
shells of cloth and lesther; and the letters
on their pages were so small and so even that
we wondered at the men who had such handwriting.
We glanced through the pages, and we saw
that they were written in our language,
but we found many words which we could
not understand. Tomorrow, we shdl begin

to read these scripts.

When we had seen dl therooms of the

house, we looked at the Golden One and



we both knew the thought in our minds.

"We shdl never leave thishouse,” we said,
"nor let it be taken from us. Thisis
our home and the end of our journey.
Thisisyour house, Golden One, and ours,
and it belongs to no other men whatever as
far asthe earth may stretch. We shdl not
shareit with others, as we share not our joy
with them, nor our love, nor our hunger.

So beit to theend of our days."

"Y our will bedone," they said.

Then we went out to gather wood for
the great hearth of our home. We brought
water from the stream which runs among
the trees under our windows. Wekilled
amountain goat, and we brought itsflesh
to be cooked in a strange copper pot we
found in aplace of wonders, which must

have been the cooking room of the house.

We did thiswork aone, for no words

of ours could take the Golden One away



from the big glasswhichisnot glass.
They stood before it and they |ooked

and looked upon their own body.

When the sun sank beyond the mountains,
the Golden Onefdll adeep on thefloor,
amidst jewd s, and bottles of crystd,
and flowers of silk. Welifted the Golden
Onein our arms and we carried them to a bed,
their head faling softly upon our shoulder.
Then welit acandle, and we brought paper
from the room of the manuscripts,
and we sat by the window, for we

knew that we could not deep tonight.

And now we look upon the earth and sky.
This spread of naked rock and peaks
and moonlight islike aworld ready to be
born, aworld that waits. It seemsto usit
asksasign from us, aspark, afirst commandment.
We cannot know what word we are to give,
nor what great deed this earth expects to witness.
Weknow it waits. It seemsto say it has greet gifts
to lay before us, but it wishes agreater gift for us.
We areto speak. We areto giveitsgod,

itshighest meaning to al thisglowing



space of rock and sky.

Welook ahead, we beg our heart for guidance
in answering this call no voice has spoken,
yet we have heard. Welook upon our hands.
We seethe dust of centuries, the dust which
hid the great secrets and perhaps grest evils.
And yet it stirs no fear within our heart,

but only silent reverence and pity.

May knowledge cometo us! What isthe
secret our heart has understood and yet will
not reved to us, dthough it ssemsto beat

asif it wereendeavoring to tell it?

PART ELEVEN

| am. | think. | will.

My hands. .. My spirit... My sky . ..

My forest . .. Thisearth of mine. . ..

What must | say besides? These arethe



words. Thisistheanswer.

| stand here on the summit of the mountain.
I lift my head and | spread my arms.
This, my body and spirit, thisisthe end
of the quest. | wished to know the meaning
of things. | am the meaning. | wished
to find awarrant for being. | need no
warrant for being, and no word of sanction

upon my being. | am the warrant and the sanction.

It ismy eyeswhich see, and the sight of
my eyes grants beauty to the earth. Itis
my earswhich hear, and the hearing of my
earsgivesits song to theworld. Itismy
mind which thinks, and the judgement of
my mind isthe only searchlight that can

find thetruth. It ismy will which chooses,

and the choice of my will isthe only edict

| must respect.
Many words have been granted me,

and some are wise, and some arefase,

but only three are holy: "I will it!"

Whatever road | take, the guiding star



iswithin me; the guiding star and the
|oadstone which point theway. They point

in but one direction. They point to me.

| know not if thisearth on which | stland
isthe core of the universe or if it isbut
aspeck of dust lost in eternity. | know not
and | care not. For | know what happiness
ispossible to me on earth. And my happiness
needs no higher am to vindicateit.
My happinessis not the meansto any end.
Itistheend. Itisitsowngod.

Itisitsown purpose.

Neither am | the meansto any end others
may wish to accomplish. | am not atool
for their use. | am not aservant of their

needs. | am not abandage for their wounds.

| am not asacrifice on their dtars.

| am aman. Thismiradeof meismine

to own and keep, and mineto guard, and

mineto use, and mineto kned before!

| do not surrender my treasures, nor do



| sharethem. Thefortune of my spiritis

not to be blown into coins of brass and

flung to the winds asamsfor the poor
of the spirit. | guard my treasures:
my thought, my will, my freedom.

And the greatest of theseis freedom.

| owe nothing to my brothers, nor do
| gather debtsfrom them. | ask noneto
livefor me, nor do | livefor any others.
| covet no man's soul, nor ismy soul theirs

to covet.

| am neither foe nor friend to my brothers,
but such as each of them shall deserve
of me. And to earn my love, my brothers
must do more than to have been born.
| do not grant my love without reason, nor
to any chance passer-by who may wish to
cdamit. | honor menwith my love.

But honor isathing to be earned.

| shall choose friends among men, but neither
daves nor masters. And | shdl choose
only such as please me, and them

| shdl love and respect, but neither



command nor obey. And we shdl join our
hands when we wish, or walk donewhen
we so desire. For inthetemple of his spirit,
each manisaone. Let each man keep his
temple untouched and undefiled. Then let
him join handswith othersif he wishes,

but only beyond his holy threshold.

For the word "We" must never be
spoken, save by one'schoiceand asa
second thought. Thisword must never be
placed first within man'ssoul, dseit
becomes amongter, theroot of dl theevils
on earth, the root of man'storture by men,

and of an unspeskablelie.

Theword "We' isaslime poured over men,
which sets and hardensto stone, and crushes
al benegth it, and that which iswhite
and that which isblack arelogt equaly
inthegrey of it. It isthe word by
which the depraved stedl the virtue of
the good, by which the weak stedl the
might of the strong, by which thefools

sted the wisdom of the sages.



What ismy joy if dl hands, eventhe
unclean, can reach into it? What ismy
wisdom, if even thefools can dictate to
me? What ismy freedom, if dl creatures,
even the botched and the impotent, are my
masters? What ismy life, if | am but to

bow, to agree and to obey?

But I am done with this creed of corruption.

| am done with the mongter of "We,"
the word of serfdom, of plunder, of misery,

fasehood and shame.

And now | seetheface of god, and |
raise thisgod over the earth, this god whom
men have sought since men cameinto being,

this god who will grant them joy and peace and pride.

Thisgod, this one word:



PART TWELVE

It was when | read thefirst of the books
| found in my housethat | saw theword
“l." And when | understood thisword,

the book fell from my hands, and | wegpt,
| who had never known tears. | wept in

deliverance and in pity for al mankind.

| understood the blessed thing which |
had called my curse. | understood why the
best in me had been my sinsand my transgressons;
andwhy | had never fdt guiltinmy sins.
| understood that centuries of chains
and lasheswill not kill the spirit of

man nor the sense of truth within him.

| read many books for many days. Then| caled
the Golden One, and | told her
what | had read and what | had learned.
Shelooked at me and the first words she

spoke were:

"l loveyou."



Then| sad:

"My dearest one, it isnot proper for
men to be without names. Therewas a
time when each man had aname of his
own to distinguish him from dl other men.
So let us choose our names. | have read of
aman who lived many thousands of years
ago, and of dl the namesin these books,
hisistheonel wish to bear. Hetook the
light of the gods and he brought it to men,
and he taught men to be gods. And he suffered
for hisdeed asd| bearers of light

must suffer. His name was Prometheus.™
"It shal be your name," said the Golden One.

"And | haveread of agoddess,” | sad,
"who was the mother of the earth and of
al the gods. Her namewas Gaea. Let this
be your name, my Golden One, for you

are to be the mother of anew kind of gods."

"It shal be my name," said the Golden One,



Now | look ahead. My futureisclear
before me. The Saint of the pyre had seen
the future when he chose me as hisheir,
asthe heir of dl thesaintsand al the
martyrs who came before him and who
died for the same cause, for the same word,
no matter what name they gaveto their

cause and their truth.

| shdl live here, in my own house.
| shdl take my food from the earth
by thetoil of my own hands. | shdl
learn many secrets from my books.
Through the years aheed, | shal rebuild
the achievements of the padt,
and open the way to carry them further,
the achievements which are open to me,
but closed forever to my brothers,
for their minds are shackled to the

weskest and dullest ones among them.

| have learned that my power of the sky
was known to men long ago; they called
it Electricity. It wasthe power that

moved their greatest inventions. It lit



this house with light which came from
those globes of glasson thewalls.
| have found the engine which produced thislight.
| shdl learn how to repair it and how to
makeit work again. | shdl learn how to
use the wireswhich carry this power.
Then | shall build abarrier of wires around
my home, and across the paths which lead
to my home; abarrier light as acobweb, more
impassable than awall of granite; abarrier
my brotherswill never be ableto cross.
For they have nothing to fight me with,
save the brute force of their numbers.

| have my mind.

Then here, on this mountaintop, with
the world below me and nothing above me
but the sun, | shdl live my own truth.
Gaeaiis pregnant with my child. Our son
will be raised asaman. Hewill betaught
tosay "I" and to bear the pride of it. He
will be taught to walk straight and on his
own feet. Hewill be taught reverencefor

his own spirit.

When | shall haveread all the books



and learned my new way, when my home
will beready and my earth tilled,
| shdl stedl one day, for thelast time,
into the cursed City of my birth. | shal call tome
my friend who has no name save International 4-8818,
and dl those like him, Fraternity 2-5503,
who cries without reason, and Solidarity 9-6347
who cdlsfor hepin the night, and afew others.
| shal call to meall the men and the women
whose spirit has not been killed within them
and who suffer under the yoke of their brothers.
They will follow meand | shdl lead them to my fortress.
And here, in this uncharted wilderness, | and they,
my chosen friends, my fellow-builders, shal write

thefirst chapter in the new history of man.

These are the things before me.
And as| stand here at the door of glory,
| look behind mefor thelast time.
| look upon the history of men, which
| have learned from the books, and | wonder.
It was along story, and the spirit which moved it
was the spirit of man's freedom.
But what isfreedom? Freedom from what?

Thereis nothing to take a man's freedom away



from him, save other men. To be free,
aman must be free of hisbrothers.

That isfreedom. That and nothing ese.

At firgt, man was endaved by the gods.
But he broke their chains. Then hewas
endaved by thekings. But he broke their chains.
Hewas endaved by hishbirth, by hiskin,
by hisrace. But he broketheir chains.
He declared to al his brothersthat
aman has rights which neither god nor
king nor other men can take away from him,
no matter what their number, for hisis
theright of man, and thereisno right
on earth above thisright. And he stood on
the threshold of the freedom for which the

blood of the centuries behind him had been spilled.

But then he gave up dl he had won,

and fdl lower than his savage beginning.

Wheat brought it to pass? What disaster took
their reason away from men? What whip
lashed them to their kneesin shame and
submission? The worship of the word

"We."



When men accepted that worship,

the structure of centuries collaped
about them, the structure whose every beam
had come from the thought of some one man,
each in hisday down the ages, from the depth
of some one spirit, such spirit asexisted
but for its own sake. Those menwho survived
those eager to obey, eager to livefor one
another, since they had nothing elseto
vindicate them--those men could neither carry
on, nor preserve what they had received.
Thusdid dl thought, dl science,
al wisdom perish on earth. Thusdid men--
men with nothing to offer save their great number--
lost the stedl towers, the flying ships,
the power wires, dl the thingsthey had
not created and could never keep. Perhaps,
later, some men had been born with the
mind and the courage to recover these
things which were logt; perhaps these men
came before the Councils of Scholars.
They were answered as | have been answered--

and for the same reasons.



But | ill wonder how it was possible,
in those graceless years of trangition,
long ago, that men did not see whither they
were going, and went on, in blindness and
cowardice, to their fate. | wonder, for it
ishard for meto conceive how men who
knew theword "I" could giveit up and
not know what they lost. But such has been
the story, for | havelived in the City of
the damned, and | know what horror men

permitted to be brought upon them.

Perhaps, in those days, there were afew
among men, afew of clear sight and clean
soul, who refused to surrender that word.
What agony must have been theirs before
that which they saw coming and could not
stop! Perhapsthey cried out in protest and
inwarning. But men paid no heed to their
warning. And they, thesefew, fought a
hopeless battle, and they perished with
their banners smeared by their own blood.
And they choseto perish, for they knew.

To them, | send my salute across the centuries,

and my pity.



Thersisthe banner in my hand. And | wish
| had the power to tell them that the despair
of their heartswas not to be find,
and their night was not without hope.

For the battle they lost can never belost.
For that which they died to save can never perish.
Through al the darkness, through
al the shame of which men are capable,
the spirit of man will remain diveonthis
earth. It may deep, but it will awaken.

It may wear chains, but it will break through.

And man will go on. Man, not men.

Here on thismountain, | and my sons
and my chosen friends shall build our new
land and our fort. And it will becomeas
the heart of the earth, lost and hidden at
firgt, but beating, besting louder each day.
Andword of it will reach every corner
of the earth. And the roads of the world
will become asveinswhich will carry the
best of the world's blood to my threshold.
And al my brothers, and the Councils of
my brothers, will hear of it, but they will

be impotent against me. And the day will



comewhen | shall bresk al the chains of
the earth, and raze the cities of the endaved,
and my home will become the capitd of a
world where each man will befreeto exist

for his own sake.

For the coming of that day shdl | fight,
| and my sons and my chosen friends.
For the freedom of Man. For hisrights.

For hislife. For hishonor.

And here, over the portas of my fort,
| shdl cut in the stone the word whichis
to be my beacon and my banner. The word
which will not die, should weadl perishin
battle. The word which can never die on
thisearth, for it isthe heart of it and the

meaning and theglory.

The sacred word:

EGO
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