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NEWS FROM NOWHLERE

J CHAPTER 1.

DISCITSZIION AND DED,

UP at the League, says a friend, there had heen
one night a brisk conversational discussion, as
to what would bappen on the Morrow of the Revolu-
tion, hnally shading off into a vigorous statement by
various fricnds of their views on the future of the
fully-developed new society,

Says our friend : Considering the subject, the dis-
cussion was good-tempered ; for those present being
used to public meetings and alter-lecture debates, iF
they did not listen to each others’ opinions {(which
could scarccly be cxpected of them), at all events did
not always attempt to speak all wogether, as is the cus-
tom of people in ordinary polite sovicty when convers-
ing on @ subjeet which interests them. For the rest,
there were six persons present, and consequently six
sections of the party were represented, four of which
had strong but divergent Anarchist opinions.  One of
the sections, says our friend, a man whom he knows
very well indeed, sat almast silent at the beginning of
the discussion, but at last got drawn into it, and fin-

1



2 NEWS FROM NOWHERE

ished by rearing out very loud, and damning all the
rest for fools ; after which befel a period of noise, and
then a lull, during which the aforesaid section, having
saicd good-night very amicably, took his way home by
himself to a western suburh, using the means of tra-
velling which civilisation has forced opon us like a
habit. As he sat in that vapour-bath of hurried and
discontented humanity, a carriage of the underground
railway, he, like others, stewed dizscontentedly, while
in self-reproachful mood he tomed over the many
excellent and conclusive arguments which, though
they lay at his fingers’ ends, he had forgotten in the
just past discussion. But this frame of mind he was
so used to, that it didn’t last him long, and afler a
brief discomfovt, cavsed by dispust with himsclf for
baving lost his temper {which he was also well used
to}, he found himsclf musing on the subject-matter of
discussion, buot still discontentedly and unhappily.
“1f 1 could but sec a day of it,” he said to himself’;
“Jf I could bot seeit]”

As he formed the words, the train stopped at his
station, five minutes’ walk fromn his own house, which
stood on the hanks of the Thames, a little way above
an ugly suspension bridge.  He went out of the sta-
tion, stifl discontented and unhappy, muttering “1f I
could but see it ! if T could but see it !™ buot had not
gone many steps towards the rver before (says our
friend whe tells the story) all that discontent and
trouble scomed (o slip off him,

It was a beautiful night of early winter, the air just
sharp enough to be refreshing after the hot room and
the stinking railway carriage. ‘'I'he wind, which had
lately turned a point or two north of west, had blown
the sky clear of all cloud save a light fleck or two
which went swiftly down the heavens.  “There was a
young moon halfway op the sky, and as the home-
farer caught sight of it, tangled in the branches of a
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tall old elm, he could scarce bring 1o his mind the
shabby London suburb where he was, and he felt as
if he were in a pleasant country place-—pleasanter,
indeed, than the deep country was as he had known it

He came right down to the riverside, and lipgered
a little, looking over the low wall to note the moonlit
river, near upon high water, go swirling and glittering
up to Chiswick Eyot: as for the ugly bridge helow,
he did not notice it or think of it; except when for a
moment {says our friend) it struck him that he missed
the row of lights down stream.  Then he turned to
his house door and let himself in; and even as he
shut the door to, disappeared all remembrance of that
brilliant logic and foresight which bad so illuminated
the tecent discussion; and of the discussion itscl
there remained no trace, save a vague hope, that was
now become a pleasure, for days of peace and rest,
and cleanness and smiling goodwill.

In this mood he tumbled into bed, and Fell asleep
after his wont, in two minutes' time ; but {contrary o
his wont) woke wp again not long after mn that cu
riously wide-awake condition which sometimes sur-
prises ¢ven good sleepers; a condition under which
we feel all our wits preternaturally sharpencd, while
all the miseralle muddles we have ever got into, all
the disgraces and losses of our lives, will inzist on
thrusting themselves forward for the consideration of
those sharpened wits,

In this state he lay (says our friend) till he had
almost begun to enjoy it ; nll the tale of his stupidities
amuysed him, and the entanglements before him, which
he saw so clearly, began to shape themselves into an
amusing story for him.

He heard one o'clock strike, then two and then
three ; after which he fell asleep again.  Qur friend
says that from that sleep he awoke once more, and
afterwards went through such surprising adventures



