
Doc A 

“The calm of evening was upon the world as I emerged from the great hall, and the scene was lit by the warm 
glow of the setting sun. At first things were very confusing. Everything was so entirely different from the world 
I had known—even the flowers. The big building I had left was situated on the slope of a broad river valley, but 
the Thames had shifted, perhaps, a mile from its present position. I resolved to mount to the summit of a crest, 
perhaps a mile and a half away, from which I could get a wider view of this our planet in the year Eight Hundred 
and Two Thousand Seven Hundred and One, A.D. For that, I should explain, was the date the little dials of my 
machine recorded.  

“As I walked I was watching for every impression that could possibly help to explain the condition of ruinous 
splendour in which I found the world—for ruinous it was. A little way up the hill, for instance, was a great heap 
of granite, bound together by masses of aluminium, a vast labyrinth of precipitous walls and crumpled heaps, 
amidst which were thick heaps of very beautiful pagoda- like plants—nettles possibly—but wonderfully tinted 
with brown about the leaves, and incapable of stinging. It was evidently the derelict remains of some vast 
structure, to what end built I could not determine. It was here that I was destined, at a later date, to have a very 
strange experience—the first intimation of a still stranger discovery—but of that I will speak in its proper place.  

“Looking round, with a sudden thought, from a terrace on which I rested for a while, I realised that there were 
no small houses to be seen. Apparently the single house, and possibly even the household, had vanished. Here 
and there among the greenery were palace-like buildings, but the house and the cottage, which form such 
characteristic features of our own English landscape, had disappeared.  

“‘Communism,’ said I to myself.  

“And on the heels of that came another thought. I looked at the half-dozen little figures that were following me. 
Then, in a flash, I perceived that all had the same form of costume, the same soft hairless visage, and the same 
girlish rotundity of limb. It may seem strange, perhaps, that I had not noticed this before. But everything was so 
strange. Now, I saw the fact plainly enough. In costume, and in all the differences of texture and bearing that 
now mark off the sexes from each other, these people of the future were alike. And the children seemed to my 
eyes to be but the miniatures of their parents. I judged then that the children of that time were extremely 
precocious, physically at least, and I found afterwards abundant verification of my opinion.  

“Seeing the ease and security in which these people were living, I felt that this close resemblance of the sexes was 
after all what one would expect; for the strength of a man and the softness of a woman, the institution of the 
family, and the differentiation of occupations are mere militant necessities of an age of physical force. Where 
population is balanced and abundant, much childbearing becomes an evil rather than a blessing to the State; 
where violence comes but rarely and offspring are secure, there is less necessity—indeed there is no necessity—
for an efficient family, and the specialisation of the sexes with reference to their children’s needs disappears. We 
see some beginnings of this even in our own time, and in this future age it was complete. This, I must remind 
you, was my speculation at the time. Later, I was to appreciate how far it fell short of the reality.  

“While I was musing upon these things, my attention was attracted by a pretty little structure, like a well under a 
cupola. I thought in a transitory way of the oddness of wells still existing, and then resumed the thread of my 
speculations. There were no large buildings towards the top of the hill, and as my walking powers were evidently 
miraculous, I was presently left alone for the first time. With a strange sense of freedom and adventure I pushed 
on up to the crest.  

“There I found a seat of some yellow metal that I did not recognise, corroded in places with a kind of pinkish 
rust and half smothered in soft moss, the arm- rests cast and filed into the resemblance of griffins’ heads. I sat 
down on it, and I surveyed the broad view of our old world under the sunset of that long day. It was as sweet 
and fair a view as I have ever seen. The sun had already gone below the horizon and the west was flaming gold, 
touched with some horizontal bars of purple and crimson. Below was the valley of the Thames, in which the 
river lay like a band of burnished steel. I have already spoken of the great palaces dotted about among the 
variegated greenery, some in ruins and some still occupied. Here and there rose a white or silvery figure in the 
waste garden of the earth, here and there came the sharp vertical line of some cupola or obelisk. There were no 
hedges, no signs of proprietary rights, no evidences of agriculture; the whole earth had become a garden.  

H. G. Wells, The Time Machine (1895) 



Doc B 

For a moment Vashti felt lonely.  
Then she generated the light, and the sight of her room, flooded with radiance and studded with electric 

buttons, revived her. There were buttons and switches everywhere - buttons to call for food for music, for 
clothing. There was the hot-bath button, by pressure of which a basin of (imitation) marble rose out of the floor, 
filled to the brim with a warm deodorized liquid. There was the cold-bath button. There was the button that 
produced literature. And there were of course the buttons by which she communicated with her friends. The 
room, though it contained nothing, was in touch with all that she cared for in the world.  

Vashti’s next move was to turn off the isolation switch, and all the accumulations of the last three minutes 
burst upon her. The room was filled with the noise of bells, and speaking-tubes. What was the new food like? 
Could she recommend it? Has she had any ideas lately? Might one tell her one’s own ideas? Would she make an 
engagement to visit the public nurseries at an early date? - say this day month.  

To most of these questions she replied with irritation - a growing quality in that accelerated age. She said that 
the new food was horrible.  

That she could not visit the public nurseries through press of engagements. That she had no ideas of her own 
but had just been told one-that four stars and three in the middle were like a man: she doubted there was much 
in it. Then she switched off her correspondents, for it was time to deliver her lecture on Australian music.  

The clumsy system of public gatherings had been long since abandoned; neither Vashti nor her audience 
stirred from their rooms. Seated in her armchair she spoke, while they in their armchairs heard her, fairly well, 
and saw her, fairly well. She opened with a humorous account of music in the pre Mongolian epoch, and went 
on to describe the great outburst of song that followed the Chinese conquest. Remote and primæval as were the 
methods of I-San-So and the Brisbane school, she yet felt (she said) that study of them might repay the musicians 
of today: they had freshness; they had, above all, ideas. Her lecture, which lasted ten minutes, was well received, 
and at its conclusion she and many of her audience listened to a lecture on the sea; there were ideas to be got 
from the sea; the speaker had donned a respirator and visited it lately. Then she fed, talked to many friends, had 
a bath, talked again, and summoned her bed.  

The bed was not to her liking. It was too large, and she had a feeling for a small bed. Complaint was useless, 
for beds were of the same dimension all over the world, and to have had an alternative size would have involved 
vast alterations in the Machine. Vashti isolated herself-it was necessary, for neither day nor night existed under 
the ground-and reviewed all that had happened since she had summoned the bed last. Ideas? Scarcely any. Events 
- was Kuno’s invitation an event?  

By her side, on the little reading-desk, was a survival from the ages of litter - one book. This was the Book of 
the Machine. In it were instructions against every possible contingency. If she was hot or cold or dyspeptic or at 
a loss for a word, she went to the book, and it told her which button to press. The Central Committee published 
it. In accordance with a growing habit, it was richly bound.  

Sitting up in the bed, she took it reverently in her hands. She glanced round the glowing room as if some one 
might be watching her. Then, half ashamed, half joyful, she murmured ‘O Machine! O Machine!’ and raised  

the volume to her lips. Thrice she kissed it, thrice inclined her head, thrice she felt the delirium of 
acquiescence. Her ritual performed, she turned to page 1367, which gave the times of the departure of the air-
ships from the island in the southern hemisphere, under whose soil she lived, to the island in the northern 
hemisphere, whereunder lived her son.  

She thought, ‘I have not the time.’  
She made the room dark and slept; she awoke and made the room light; she ate and exchanged ideas with her 

friends, and listened to music and attended lectures; she make the room dark and slept. Above her, beneath her, 
and around her, the Machine hummed eternally; she did not notice the noise, for she had been born with it in 
her ears. The earth, carrying her, hummed as it sped through silence, turning her now to the invisible sun, now 
to the invisible stars. She awoke and made the room light.  

 
E. M. Forster, “The Machine Stops” (1909) 
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