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FROM EARTH INTO SPACE

Many inhabitants of earth, who look up to the starry sky at night, often have the wish to penetrate
the infinite space and hurry over to those distant luminous shining worlds, which beautify our
nights so brilliantly. To those solar systems with their presumed planets, in order to find out
whether on those worlds also human beings live like those of our earth, and whether these are
likewise under the laws of the vegetative and intellectual life, which called humans on earth into
being. A thousand new questions intrude upon him who has ever made an attempt to solve this
main question, the final answer which can probably never be answered in the earthly life that has
bound us physically to our planet. Will man ever succeed in finding ways and means to hurry
through space in the body? As far as technology will still bring it, the earthly sphere seems to put
insurmountable obstacles in the way of every wish for a daring flight by physical means. The art of
the engineer and the physicist is weakened by the commanding hold of mother earth, which she
calls out to her children who want to escape physically from her womb.

It is different with the spirit, which did not spring from her womb; she cannot bind it, she cannot
call out to it: 'l command you to stay within the borders of my kingdom!" A son of God, born from
the essence of the universe, he penetrates the universe, his eternal home, from which he
originated, and which also, once he has escaped from his material dungeon, reveals all secrets to
him. We are in our innermost being spirit, children of God out of the original Spirit of God! In the
mirror image of our being we see the essence of the eternal world-Creator, before Whose rule we
shudder in awe, but do not tremble in fear for His omnipotence. For we glow in love, the more we
recognize, how everything is well done, which flows from the center of His will. We never feel that
this universe is hostile to us, if we do not feel that this All is never hostile to us unless we ourselves
foolishly oppose it; that it is friendly, helpful, salutary to us when man recognizes the profound
truth of the primordial law of all life: Creator and creature are not separate beings, but are to
constitute a marriage that yields it's richest fruits in constant perfection.

My spirit also recognizes this intention of the world plan and so | dare to penetrate into the secrets
of it's development, to explore a small part of it. | free myself from the bonds of the earthly body,
swing myself up into the eternal space, leaving behind the world, place of the earthly sufferings
and joys, deep below.

| climb up into sunlit skies. A deep blue arches above me, which gradually thickens into an
impenetrable black the higher | penetrate the earth's atmosphere. - Now | have left it behind and
float freely in infinite space. Below me, | see the mighty globe hovering, it's circumference
shrinking more and more the higher | go toward a destination unknown to me. The sun no longer
warms the silence of space, but it still gives it's light, because | do not cross the shadow of the
earth, which loses itself as a long cone into infinity. In this eternal silence and wasteland, the
human soul trembles. Because it feels here the rule of the invisible deity whose will forces all the
shining celestial bodies to move according to the laws which they set up by their own power. |,
too, am subject to them, | - to whom it is granted, as a spirit detached from the earthly, to behold
all this sublimity, to admire the works of the Eternal.

Higher and higher the flight goes. To my right, a world seems to approach me as a shiny disk that
gradually enlarges and reflects the light of the sun init's reddish glow. | know, it is the planet Mars,
which shows itself lying on the right of me in my sight, so near, as no astronomer's eye has ever
seen it. Now it also sinks under my feet, because the flight goes higher and higher, towards a star,
which is just above my head. Below me | see the disk of the earth, | can still clearly see the spots



that form it's seas, the continents stand out brightly. | recognize Europe, looking like a peninsula of
the immense Asia, Africa and at the edge, the continent of America emerges.

Higher and higher goes the flight, made possible by a force inexplicable to me. And now - now the
planet that hovers above my head and towards which the driving force makes me steer towards.
What is this? Is an image of the earth showing itself to me? | had clearly remembered the country
masses of the earth in memory and now | see in similar form the same image? Is this an intention
of the creating hand of the Creator which let that planet come into being which reveals itself to my
eyes more and more? | can clearly see two separate mighty continents, they resemble those of
America, except that the isthmus of Panama is missing and the sea pours unhindered between the
two. On the left edge, other continents appear. The flight turns towards them and a further turn
takes place - apparently to reach the other side of the celestial body - | now see that this resembles
the shape of the connected Asia with Europe. The driving force leads me to the still invisible side
of the planet, which, turned away from the sun, lies in the darkness of it's shadow. Approaching
more and more it's surface, the huge curvature of the sphere already occupies the whole horizon.
Soon | will be able to recognize what it's surface holds, still the distance is too far for the human
eye. What is this star, which | hurry to? After the orbit of Mars, which | intersected, the zone of
the asteroids follows, after this, the orbit of Jupiter! But it is not Jupiter, | would have to see it's
moons also, but this planet seems to possess no satellite like the earth. Is it one of the largest of
those asteroids, which run in large number through that space, at whose place a planet was
searched for years and was not found, until the power of the telescope first discovered four
however only small worlds? It seems to me too powerful in it's mass, the eye does not find any of
the comrades in space who share this path with him? Who are you, unknown world, to which |
hasten, which now came so close to me that | can recognize colorful gradations of forests, plains,
lakes, seas and rivers. Reveal to me your origin, your name! - There it trembles through my soul:
"You see the debris of a once great, beautiful world, which are now whizzing through space as
asteroids, again joined together to a whole. The former planet, it has risen again in it's beauty
before your astonished eyes, for you shall give evidence of it, which no man's eyes before you, ever
saw! You shall see what happened on it thousands of years ago, you shall give testimony of the
great spirit of the world, who let happen what he did not want to hinder for the sake of the great
goal, which had to be reached!”

| come closer and closer - there - deep darkness surrounds me, black, deep night. | have plunged
into the shadows of the planet and with frantic speed | am now rushing towards the destination of
my journey. | breathe air as if on mountain heights, clouds are parted by me. Dark mountain tops
stretch out threateningly towards me, as if they wanted to deny that my foot enters the land and
betrays it’s secrets, - but nothing can prevent me.

Over mountains, crevasses, smoking and fire-breathing volcanoes, my flight slows down; the
thunder of roaring waves strikes my ear, green mats stretch over gently arched mountains, dimly lit
by the glow of a wonderful starry world and the first glimmer of a now dawning morning. On such
a height, surrounded by flowing mists, which still veil the view of the lower lying land, my
wonderful journey from the earth to that distant planet ends. | stand on the territory of Mallona,
the once destroyed world of our solar system.



THE ORIGIN OF THE RING

Slowly it reddens in the east. The sun rises majestically above the horizon and chases away the
wafting mists that cover the deep valleys all around and still veil the heights of the mountains. It
becomes lighter, the area becomes clearer. The landscape surrounding the high mountain, on
whose side facing the sea the bold flight had ended, is revealed more and more.

A brisk wind, blowing from the sea and rippling it's surface into light, foam-crowned waves, tears
apart the last ghostly streaks of fog. Now the landscape lies clear before me in the redness of a
glorious new dawn. How completely similar this region is to the earth, only everything is more
gigantic and exerts a more powerful impression on the soul.

The mountain, from whose summit | look down, is highly overgrown with trees and shrubs, which
also our earth carries. It is the last in the series of an imposing, yet lovely mountain range. Itis
followed by a mountain scenery of wildly torn character, which, it seems, was formed by volcanic
forces not yet extinct and is probably still being modified by them. As far as the eye can see, the
sea is closed off by towering, immense rocks that form an insurmountable wall against it's floods.

This is urgently needed, because - a strange sight - only a short distance behind the natural
defense, the land begins to sink and forms a depression, which lies significantly deeper than the
sea. Woe to the land down there if ever the mighty rock wall were to break: irresistibly the floods
would pour into that depression and cover everything destructively with the waters of the sea.

Back there on the horizon | see smoke rising; now and then flames twitch up, followed by a low,
subterranean thunder. Volcanic forces must be active there, waging a battle with the sea, which
cuts a deep bay into the land here and is also separated from the hearth of those eruptions only by
that continuous, towering rock wall. | cherished the desire to take a closer look at this place. And
behold, light as a feather my body lifts into the air and strives towards the goal of my wish. - —

Now | know the driving force that enabled me to make the journey from earth: it is my will, which
is stronger than the resistance formed by matter.

What a terrible sight of wildly raging and unleashed forces of nature presents itself here! There is
nothing similar on earth. Now | see that | have entered another, strange world. It is an hellish
throat which shows up here. Take all volcanoes of our earth, heap them together on one spot, so
you have a picture of what shows up here. There is not only one maw from which glowing lava
masses, flames and suffocating fumes pour out.

No, as far as the eye can see, crater follows crater, an active workshop of mighty forces. Here is the
true realm of Pluto and Vulcan, here they are unrestricted rulers. But their enemy, the god
Neptune, the lord of all waters, shows up in threatening proximity. All land, so wildly torn by
volcanic eruptions, shows at the same time the strange depression as we know it also on earth. If
it were not for the rock wall that borders the sea, it would have to plunge inexorably into those
fiery gulfs. Woe then to this country, it is not to be foreseen what terrible catastrophe would befall
it!

| float along the rocky ridge through this region of terror, from whose craters flames and fiery
bombs, often bursting in the air with a deafening noise, rise incessantly. Now, rushing through the
air at incredible speed, | reach the end of this terrifying landscape. High mountains drop



precipitously to the sea, naked rocks stare along the coast and offer an inhospitable stay to the
poor castaway who may have saved his life here. There a promontory jumps far into the sea, a bay
joins behind it and look, like a friendly oasis in the desert, a friendly landscape shows up at the
area of this bay.

Here it is green and sprouts forth wonderful flowers, bushes and trees, a small paradise reveals
itself to the astonished view. It is surrounded by high, steep mountains, from which it seems
impossible to descend to the coast; open to the sea side, the paradisiacal bay is protected by a
rocky bank that breaks the force of the waves: a natural harbor, where the calm surface of the
water reflects the sky-high mountains. Here, nature has created a place of peace, protected from
the powerful forces of fire, which at times can be heard rumbling behind the mountains with a
muffled thunder, and of water, which is unable to flood the beach with devouring force over the
rocky bank.

In the wide semicircle of this storm-protected bay, lush vegetation has developed. Full fruit trees
stand around and invite to enjoy; a spring rises at the rock wall and splashes downward to the sea.
In the middle of the semicircle, the rock masses, which probably once fell due to earthquakes,
have built a kind of terrace, so that it is possible to climb up to a third of the steeply sloping
mountain. Here, too, the weathering rock has created fertile soil, everything there is green and
blooming in bright colors. This seemingly unworldly corner offers in abundance what the
benevolent Mother Nature is able to give. In the meantime it has become light day, the sun pours
warm rays over the little paradise. Here it is pleasant, here peace dwells. Are there also people?
It seems almost not. But isn't something stirring on the terrace?

That's right, | see a young person there! Scantily clad in furs, he gives the impression of looking like
one of the young Germans, as they may once have dwelt in the forests of Germany. The fallen
boulders have formed a cave on the terrace, which, densely overgrown with flowering creepers,
offers a strange sight. One could believe to see a rock palace formed by gnomes before oneself, to
which the magic art of it's inhabitants has lent an entrance decorated with fairy-tale flower-
splendor. Fragrances and blossoms are all around. Burning colors of the calyxes delight the eye in
front of the entrance to the cave, where the young man has now disappeared. A magnificent view
of the sea and the bay is offered from this height. Truly a dwelling place that must delight every
friend of nature. - Now it stirs in the cave, and leaning on the young man, an awe-inspiring figure
slowly emerges. It is an old man with long flowing head- and beard hair. And what a sight! This is
the look of a man who is detached from the suffering of existence, who lives only in the knowledge
of his God and is able to fathom the depths of creation. This is how they may have looked, the
mighty prophets of Israel, who walked without fear of man, fearless proclaimers of the word and
will of Jehovah.

A simple, coarse robe enveloping the whole figure - held around the hips by a leather belt - dresses
the muscular body of the old man, who, by no means a weak old man, only leans lovingly on the
young man at his side. Slowly both come forth; now the old man strides ahead alone, reverently
the younger man stays behind. The old man stretches his hands to heaven and kneels down. His
lips move in silent prayer. Like a statue, he remains in an immobile position. The younger one also
kneels down and bows his head on his chest, his arms crossed over it.

The strange place, the quiet murmur of the sea, which together with the distant thunder of
volcanic eruptions only interrupts the other silence - the motionless figures of the two apparently
only inhabitants of this rocky cave, doused by the warm, bright light of the ever higher rising sun,



sunk in deep prayer serving their God: this is a picture of powerful impression! It fills me with
forebodings of great things that will be revealed.

The old man bows his head deeply to the earth. His upstretched arms cross over his chest. He
murmurs soft words and seems to answer a person whom | cannot see. - For a long time this
conversation with an invisible being lasts. Now the old man rises, his gaze searches for the
younger companion and the latter hurries toward him.

"Muraval," sounds from his lips, "All-Father gave me enlightenments about the destiny Mallona is
facing, if a better spirit does not soon change the hearts of those who call themselves rulers of the
world. Would you be willing to fulfill the orders Allfather gives me?" - The youth replies: "Father,
whatever you tell me to do, | will do, for | know you ask nothing of me that is not in the will of
Allfather!"

"Come sit with me," the old man says, turning to a flat piece of rock, a natural bench at the
entrance to the flower-lined cave.

Strange, | understand the language of these people, although they speak a completely foreign
idiom to me! So it is true that the free spirit is independent of the form of the word, only the
concept clothed in it speaks to it and it understands the impression that words evoke, no matter in
which form it lies hidden. Now | understand what it means, the word is alive; word is the concept
only enclosed by letters or sounds, which is independent of it's dead cover; just as | am now
independent of my body enclosing the spirit.

"Muraval," says the old man to the young man, "the hour has come in which | may explain to you
why the All-Father has made us wander into this region, which | have now inhabited alone with
you for seventeen cycles. Today, for the seventeenth time, the sun rose from the sea on the
curved rocky shore of this bay, as if that rocky arch drew it's path on the firmament. Only once in
each year it glides slowly along it's edge without casting the shadow of the rock into the bay; what
will happen when the eighteenth year approaches?

Muraval, you know that behind those mountains live people whom we flee. They know nothing of
us, yet | have shown you how they are so very different in mind from us. You know what sin is, and
that those over there serve only sin. Once | lived in the midst of them, honored and surrounded by
all the splendor they can give themselves. But | did not seek the outer glimmer, | found

satisfaction only in the search for the noble truth, which does not live in the world tumult, for
which in us the good God, All-Father alone has prepared a dwelling place.

| see where it must lead, if not once again the truth is preached to those self-important ones there
behind the mountains, a mirror is held up to them, in which they can recognize themselves. Would
their hearts then be stirred, their minds changed.

Muraval, my son, know that King Areval now dominates the circle of the earth even more. He has
succeeded, through the strength of his commander Arvodo, in breaking the last resistance that the
fourth and last part of the Mallona circle has put up against him. He now dominates Mallona
completely. An empire, an unrestricted world empire is his. But he is not happy. The pressure
that his subjects have to endure from the king's great ones, has long since turned them into slaves,
almost into animals. Unspeakable arrogance, hedonism, all the joys and pleasures of life you find
with the high, deepest ignominy and humiliation, hunger and misery with the low. Only the army



of the ruler, through which he maintains his power, lives in joys and abundance: everything is for
the warrior, he is the true ruler, the violent one who serves the king in order to serve himself.

How so very different it could, should be in our beautiful world. Instead of a place of curse,
Mallona would be one of the most sublime joys, had not man become a rejected one, desecrated
in himself. Instead of the All-Father, King Areval has thrown himself into the arms of the spirit of
darkness. Our task shall be to make the last attempt to snatch him from these clutches. All-Father,
| will obey, give us the way and the means."

The young man listens attentively to the old man's words and fierily reaffirms his willingness to do
anything.

Thoughtfully, the prophet looks at the glittering sea and speaks softly: "It is not yet time, but soon
it will come and will demand from us much, perhaps everything, which we still have to give. Then
do not fear, Muraval, for against the power of the All-Father, that of the King is but a breath, and
we shall be safe in the shelter of our eternal Lord and Father. Come now, let us break the fruit
from the bushes that we need for our meal." -

The old man rises quickly, the young man likewise, both descend to the beach and quickly
disappear among the flowering bushes and trees. | was held in front of the cave with magnetic
force. Now | am drawn to see the dwelling place of both, and | enter the cave. It is large, spacious
and leads sideways under the boulders piled one on top of the other. There is the lair of both,
made of moss and dry leaves. Few household utensils lie orderly around, it is made of the hard
shells of large fruits, similar to coconut shells and pumpkins. 1 also see skins of animals here, partly
serving as carpets, partly hung up as curtains at one of the camps, probably that of the old man, as
protection against the wind visiting the cave. At their heads | see a larger vessel, decorated with
signs that | do not know how to interpret; it drives me to open it to learn the contents.

It contains shiny jewelry, a head hoop with sparkling jewel and on the bottom is a golden ring with
large white stone. This is the same stone with an incised head that was shown to me and which |
still hold to my forehead, | now recognize it clearly. So it comes from here, here it has rested for a
long time in this vessel!

THE ORESTONE

Again | feel seized by the wonderful power that made it possible for me to wrest myself free from
the earth, to swing up to this strange world in order to investigate the history of the ring. 1am
carried away by it through the air, over the high mountains away into the interior of the country.
The flight turns to the border of that volcanic region, which has already become known to me.
How strange: death and serene life lie close together here.

There on the left, on the distant horizon, | see the raging of volcanic forces. Then follows a narrow
belt of barren rock and without transition, a laughing, blooming landscape follows; | can overlook
forests, rivers, fields and lakes, beautiful lovely valleys, gently rounded hills, obviously worked by



industrious human hands. But the cultivated areas are not the present goal which | strive for. That
belt there seems to be it, which closes the blooming lands from the area of the fire.

| notice that there people, creatures like us, only significantly larger in shape, are active and work
diligently. A mine has been created here. Deep passages are bored into the rock, hundreds, no
thousands of workers are busy. But how strictly guarded they are and how pressed the workers
look, these are not happy people! They are forced to work, not out of free will they have devoted
themselves to it. Rough guards, each of them accompanied by two armed men, are driving them
mercilessly into the deep rocky passages, from which | see some of them emerge, completely
exhausted, with extraordinarily white, irregularly sized stones. They throw the stones from
themselves and fall to the ground, breathing with difficulty, half fainting. Companions douse them
with water and try to bring them to themselves again. How miserable these people's bodies are,
only skin and bones!

In the deep passages they come so close to the hearth of volcanic fire and it's suffocating vapors
that they can only extract the white stones there with constant danger to their lives. Along the
entire rock belt, which stretches for miles, | see the laborious work of these unfortunates.

What must be the value of these stones that so many people are sacrificed in their extraction?
Such work must take thousands of lives. Only violence, the choice between death or work, is the
means to force the unfortunates. The gunmen mercilessly use long spears to strike down anyone
who refuses to enter the caves any longer. Many prefer this quick death to the slow murder in the
thirst of the rock shafts.

The barbarians seem to have done their work as executioners several times. | see there behind the
rocks, near a deep abyss, lifeless bodies with still bleeding wounds lying next to those whose
distorted faces indicate death by suffocation from poisonous fumes. A picture of horror and terror.
Are the people of this globe callous, without any compassion in their chests? - It is so! In any case,
the guards and the numerous gunmen no longer possess any trace of human feelings. Laughing,
they throw the corpses of the unfortunates into the deep maw that grants them a final resting
place. How many may already be resting in the depths, from which a dull water raging resounds?
How many miseries, pains and curses have been washed into the sea by the raging waters down
there at the bottom of the dreadful gorge! Not far from this place of misery, stands a large
building. There all the stones acquired with blood are brought in, carefully examined, sorted
according to purity of color and stored in special secure chambers. | suspect that these stones
represent the place of money on our earth, that their value measures the value of the other
products of this world-body and in any case are considered and serve as a means of payment, as
money. The spacious building, built of enormous blocks, resembles a fortress. | enter it and see
everywhere hard-working people who, by means of machines unknown to me, split the stones and
cut them into more manageable square pieces, which are again prepared into thin slabs and then
packed into boxes, which are loaded onto heavy wagons with special locks and seals.

In front of the house begins a most carefully paved, wide road, which has no bumps, it loses itself
on the horizon in the indefinite distance. On this road, led by two men, empty wagons approach
the building, loaded ones depart. The wagons move by themselves, driven by a force that | do not
yet recognize. | only see that at the rear end of the wagons a long pipe protrudes, from which a
light haze rises without sound. Lightly, noiselessly, and incredibly fast, these carriages move back
and forth. There, from those places of labor and horror, in front of the entrance to one of the rock
holes, a loud shout is now heard. Supervisors and workers come from all sides, they surround a



deeply exhausted man who has just stepped out of the passage and is carefully holding something
in his hands. Congratulatory shouts are heard, a lively hustle and bustle develops. Excited voices
become clearer and clearer and a procession settles for the mighty receiving store of the captured
treasures.

He comes closer. A commanding figure steps out of the house, a man with hard, piercing eyes,
surrounded by other men; they are his subordinates, he himself is the head of this mining
operation. The procession is now very close to him. The man who caused the crowd by his loud
shout is led in front of him. Expectantly, the strict one asks, "Are you a happy one?"

"Lord, it was me," the interrogated man answers him, kneeling and handing over a flat stone only
the size of a fist, the lower surface of which is colored snow-white, the upper, dark brown.

"What's your name?" asks the strict one.

"Upal!" the lucky finder answers him.

"Upal, you are free and will report to the king where and how you found this magnificent stone,
the largest | have ever seen. You know death is certain if you speak to others. Get ready for the
ride!"

The superior goes back into the house with his subordinates. The crowd of soldiers and workers
disperses again, returning to the places of their arduous work. Upal, with some other officials,
who congratulate him lively and look at him with envious glances, goes to another entrance of the
house and is led into a room where there is a laid table with food and drinks. There he rests and
refreshes his tired strength with the delicacies that are otherwise only available to higher officials.

After some time, a servant enters and asks him to follow him to the highest superior. He is led into
a chamber, which is furnished similarly as with us the chambers of the Orientals. Columns, walls
adorned with colored stones, decorated with colorful curtains, support the ceiling. Carpets cover
the floor, high windows let in bright sunlight, which is reflected on the blank stone walls. The
superior wears a robe of Greek style, the shoulders covered by a cloak that reaches the ground.
Wide leggings ending in embroidered boots of natural colored leather complete his attire; girded
around his hips hangs a broad sword. He sits at a table, in front of him are writings. He looks
through them and compares several.

To the entering Upal he now says: "Step closer and listen to the regulations that apply to the lucky
finders of the Orestones. You, a former slave of the king, are from now on a free citizen, exempt
from all duties that the subjects in the Mallona kingdom have to pay. You will be given the sum of
10,000 tesas and you may ask a favor from the king as soon as he receives you. Sum up your
speech well when you stand before the mighty one and confess to him and the great ones how you
found Orestone within. Here is the authentication of your find, your charter, and the instruction of
your fortune."

The superior gives him three papers, they apparently resemble in their material completely that of
our earth, but the characters are foreign, squiggled and curly. Upal thanks him with a frown. He
carefully tucks the documents into his tattered work clothes, then bends low and leaves. The
superior turns to other work at his table.

Upal strides along the long corridor that leads to the great gate. Now he steps out and looks over
the area with a gloomy look, which has been a place of torment and the hardest slave labor for



him for so long. His features reflect what the man feels: Hatred against the oppressors, joy over
the freedom he has won, desire for retribution for the torments he has endured. Breathing deeply,
the man now stands on the last step of the staircase that leads from the portal to the street, and
his eyes gaze longingly at the cars that speed along the road. Now he pulls himself together and
goes to a hall where the cars disappear.

Busy life prevails in this hall. It is a room where the well-packed, already processed stones are
loaded onto the wagons and thus delivered to the destination that is still unknown to me. A
wagon is ready for departure. Upal's entrance has caused some movement among the workers.
They all know that he has now become a free and rich man whom everyone envies for his good
fortune, while they all still have to remain slaves, serfs of a king who does not spare their lives in
order to enrich himself.

"Lucky guy," an official overseeing the loading of the treasures onto the wagon ready for departure
addresses him, "you can go home in this wagon, do you want to?"

"Gladly | will," Upal replies, "be sure of my thanks!"

"Come, then, sit with me!"

The official climbs onto the front seat of the car, which offers comfortable space for two people.
He takes a broad shield from a man standing next to him, who wears it on a chain around his neck,
and hands it to Upal, who hangs on to it.

"You know why!" he whispers to him.

AT HOME

The road loses itself in the horizon in a dead straight line in the unforeseeable distance. On the
right and on the left it is bordered by a strong wall up to half the height of a man. After the wagon
has left the departure station, the road immediately narrows in such a way that only two wagons
can drive side by side; a narrow elevation separates the road into two halves: on the right for the
departing wagons, on the left for the returning ones. At distances that may correspond
approximately to our earthly kilometer, | see guard houses alternately on the right and on the left.
These are populated with soldiers who keep a sharp watch on every wagon, namely those coming
from the station. The guards are armed with long spikes, which would knock down such occupants
of a wagon who are not marked with a shield, as Upal and the officer are wearing, despite the fast
travel. In addition, portcullis are attached to each guardhouse, through which it is possible to
quickly close the road.

By means of peculiarly shaped signal figures hoisted on high masts, the individual sentinels are
able to communicate with each other. Should a fugitive pass by a house, these signals set a goal
for his journey at the next guard house. In this way, the acquired treasures are safely led to the
distant capital of the king. There is no possibility for them to be taken away unnoticed, but also no
possibility for the numerous workers to slip away unnoticed! Because on the constricting walls,
soldiers patrol! You can see it in their faces, they know no mercy.



Silently, the ride goes towards the capital. The officer has focused all his attention on driving the
car. Upalis lost in thought and apparently averse to conversation. The road begins to make twists
and turns, soon there are slopes to be climbed, soon downward slopes to be negotiated at
incredible speed. The wall on the right and on the left becomes higher and higher and does not
allow a view of the shut-off country from the car anymore. The road now passes through more
populated areas.

Although no dwellings can be seen in the immediate vicinity, traces of human activity often begin
to appear at a certain regular distance: cultivated fields and dwellings of the kind that are common
in our Orient. No-one is allowed to cultivate in the immediate vicinity of this state road; not even
an inhabitant may venture near it, his life would be forfeited.

A city appears on the horizon, the destination of the long journey. According to our time, this may
have lasted about two hours, however, a distance was covered at least once again as far as an
earthly express train can do it in the same time. The area is beautiful, the city is imposing. It lies
on a wide river and spreads out partly like a terrace on a gently rising mountain spur, surrounded
by an enormous wall.

A wonderful castle rises on a hill in the middle of the city, the royal castle of the mighty ruler.
Everything looks so earthly related and yet strangely oriental. The homes of the ancient
Babylonians may have looked like this. Perhaps | see before me a kind of copy of the old Babylon,
in which Nebuchadnezzar was enthroned, no less mighty, feared and - rejected, as he was.

The carriage now enters a vaulted hall on the city wall and stops. Cyclopean masonry piles up all
around. As far as the first glance can see, one finds oneself in a well-guarded fortress that is
capable of defying all violence. It is the treasure house of the empire, where all treasures flow that
are won outside. Numerous people are busy here, a lively hustle and bustle can be seen
everywhere. | am interested in the clothing, which consists of a short tunic for the workers, similar
to the ancient Greek costume with which we are familiar. The higher officials wear besides this still
coats, the feet are protected by high laced boots.

Upal and the official have now entered the interior. He thanks his companion and turns to a door
that the latter has pointed out. He opens it and enters a wide room where many men are sitting,

apparently busy writing. The head of this writing room takes the papers that Upal hands over and
tells him to wait. It takes a long time for him to come back; now he leads him into another room.

Upal is alone; no change in his features shows any excitement. He is quietly introverted, only the

eye flashes furtively at times, but the man's iron willpower tames any telltale stirrings. A servant

enters and asks him to follow.

He leads him into a chamber where several high officials of this treasure house are sitting, looking
at him with interest. They talk to him encouragingly. The chairman of this council once again
announces full freedom to him and hands him a number of papers; at last, with particular
emphasis, a document that entitles Upal to collect from the royal coffers the large sum that is due
to him as the finder of the orestone. Upal is now rich, very rich. It is impressed upon him to be
attentive of being summoned to the king any day. He agrees to this, affirms his willingness and is
released.

A servant leads him out, down a long corridor; now he stands again at a door that bears an
inscription in writing unknown to me. He opens it. It is a cash register, a vaulted room, separated



by a wall with small windows, behind each sits a man. Upal passes his bill in at one window and
receives a number of pouches, which he conceals in his robe.

He opens a bag, it is filled with narrow, square white plates, each bearing a sign, - it is the coined
gold of Mallona, which he staked his life for to obtain more than once.

| have to laugh. So these little stones are money, money like ours, what is their value, where does
it lie? Yes, where does the value of our gold lie, is it not also a phantom, a conceit, which deludes
us that our coin has value? If one would value this money here, we would receive only a bread
crumb for the square little stones. What we should value, the honest, useful work, has long been
devoured by the self-made idol of the money phantom. The appearance, the imagination won and
created the treasures which the rust and the moths eat!

Upal has moved away from the cash register, and further, a mysterious force compels me to follow
him. He now steps out of the mighty building and sees himself inside the city wall in front of a free
square, which he quickly crosses. The man breathes a deep sigh of relief, involuntarily grasps the
treasure in his robe, casts another farewell glance at the building he has left and hurries quickly
through the alleys of the suburb in which he will soon find himself.

Strangely built houses | see everywhere. | can only compare them with those of the Orient. Flat
roofs like there, but they are covered throughout with wonderful flowering plants, like the floating
gardens of Semiramis. The windows are high and wide, one sees through them into airy rooms,
curtains veiling many window openings. Glass seems to be unknown here, but | see everywhere
rolling curtains, of a transparent, solid, to me unknown fabric, which seems to provide the services
of glass windows. The houses are not built into multi-story barracks, but are only two stories high,
elongated, and usually have side wings enclosing a garden. Mild air blows everywhere. The
people | see are all very muscular, strongly built and tall. This must be due to the peculiarity of this
planet, whose physical properties must be different from those of our Earth, due to it's greater
distance from the Sun and different rotation time. | notice now that the atmosphere here seems
to be a denser one, the air pressure is greater. | will try to explore this later, because | am
interested in penetrating deeper into the secrets of the universe that are opening up to me.

Upal has arrived in an area that has far smaller houses, it takes little observation to realize that
here is a place of poverty. The houses are low, narrow, many only a kind of hut. In front of one
such, he now stands still and looks around scrutinizingly. The alley is empty, no people are to be
seen. He knocks on a low door made of strong wood. A voice from inside asks who is causing the
disturbance. When he calls his name, a suppressed cry rings out and the door is hastily opened
from the inside. An old, haggard-looking woman, whose distress and worry speak from all her
features, opens and looks with the expression of highest unbelieving surprise at the arrival. Then,
when she sees that the unbelievable is truth, she cries out and falls around his neck. The mother's
heart is the same even in this strange world!

Upal gently disengages from the arms of the mother, who is crying loudly with joy, and carefully
leads her to a half-opened door, from which one hears anxious questions resounding as to what
has happened. Both enter and quickly Upal strides to a campsite where a frail old man rests. The
same scene is repeated here. Upal kneels at the bedside of his sick father. Now begins an endless
guestioning without end. Upal explains, and joyful amazement forces the two old people to
silence when they hear that he returns rich as a finder of the orestone.



Upal takes out his treasures from his robe and shows the instruction that entitles him to raise far
more. The joy of the old people is great, for now all the bitter misery in which they found
themselves has come to an abrupt end. The father looks at him questioningly. "Did you do as | told
you?" he asks softly, as the mother is hurrying to bring some food. Just as quietly, the son replies,
"l did, only to you | owe the find, but later on about that!" Upal gives his treasure to his mother
and asks her to get the best food, while he wants to stay with his father. The woman gladly agrees
and with many caresses she leaves to get the best. Father and son are now alone. The old man
has risen from his bed. A mighty force must once have filled this body, now shattered by illness
and hardship. Now that the joy of possessing the son again refreshes the extinguished powers,
one suspects what the old man must once have been like as a youthful man. Upal is very much like
his father, but in spite of all his strength, he is not the youthful image of him that involuntarily
arises in me when | look at this old man.

The old man reaches out his hand to his son and pulls him lovingly to his side: "Have you suffered
much during the long time you spent there? - he asks in a worried tone. There is a wild flash in
Upal's eyes. All the long-held hatred is reflected in his face and from the deepest, bitterest soul he
cries: "l suffered unspeakably, but the chastisement is not given to them, they shall still atone for it
on a day that may be given to me by the All-Father. All of them shall pay for it, all of them!" - "My
son, whoever avenges himself, deprives All-Father of vengeance. Only He takes vengeance in a just
measure. The pain you have suffered is still too fresh in your heart; let time soothe it so that
peaceful thoughts may enter your heart."

Upal restrains himself and looks down mutely in front of him. The old man continues: "So many
things have changed since my youth that | should not be surprised to hear from you many things
about how things are now in the caves of Wirdu. In my time, when our last good King Maban was
still alive, it was an honor to search for the precious Orestone: a heroic feat undertaken for it's
boldness and for the powers the stone possesses. The white rod is also found in other places of
Mallona, but only here the precious Orestone is found in it.

Never was Rod and Orestone so greedily sought earlier, never was a man sacrificed because of it.
The bold free men defied the danger then out of love for the people and the king. Now the
prisoners of war and the citizens who cannot pay heavy taxes, are pushed in and forced.

"Oh King Areval, when will your greed be satiated!"

Upal grits his teeth when he hears this name and with excitement the words sound almost hissing:
"Never will the greed of this monster be satisfied! Curse this head of Mallona, who sucks the land,
murders the citizens, who led me into those gullets for the sake of wretched taxes that we could
not pay. Curse him until every debt he incurred is paid!"

The old man straightens up, with a sad look he looks at his son and in a reproachful but loving tone
he says: "Upal, King Areval has murdered the dearest thing | had: your sister Fediah. And | did not
curse him! All-Father says: 'the vengeance is Mine!' - Do not let Areval rob you of your faith in
Him, the World ruler, who in His wisdom still leaves such a king on the throne, who let you find
Orestone and lead you safely back to the father's house! My son, my pain was great when | saw
Fediah die through Areval's fault. It would be even greater if | would see your soul die, destroyed
by him."



Upal grasps his father's hand and places it on his heart as a sign of deepest devotion. In a calm
voice he says: "Father, faith in All-Father alone has sustained me; without it | would not be here. |
know | am yet chosen for great deeds, and by my life, | will perform them!" With flashing eyes he
has spoken, and anxiously the old man asks him: "You are hiding something from me, my son, what
are you up to?"

"1 hide nothing from you, my father, you shall know everything, everything! | must tell you what |
learned in the caves of Wirdu. When at that time my fate was sealed, that | would have to search
for the white rod like a serf for the compensation of the unpaid taxes, you, my father, made known
to me your experiences, which you once had in the caves of Wirdu; perhaps they could be useful
to me. My father, how richly your care has been rewarded in me, for that deepest cave, which you
reached and whose existence you hitherto closed as a secret in your breast - knowing well how
little happiness the treasures would bring, which were hidden there - | found it again.

It was not easy to find your way there. Innumerable passages have been bored into the rock until
those natural galleries, wide caves and ravines are reached, which the fire created and in which the
white rod finds itself injected into the rock. All the artificial passages still come, as in your time, to
a subterranean river whose surface is steamed by the embers of the nearby fire and which you
know as a boundary of life from death. The enormous rock hall through which it flows is still
unchanged: the only gate to the terrible depths, which are filled with suffocating swells and hold
the treasures of Areval, the white Rod and the Orestone. | had heeded your advice to calculate the
times of the sea exactly, because the danger of the swells is closely related to them. In a few days |
knew that it would be possible to reach the greatest depths only if the high-tide sea did not
prevent the poisonous vapors from escaping to the inaccessible crater region of Marda, the seat of
the evil demon Usglom, which is Areval's greatest wish to defeat.

| found the place you had indicated on the underground stream and, with heartfelt gratitude, saw
the unnoticed little sign you had once dug in the rock, not knowing at the time how it could
become a savior for your son. Opposite this place, on the other bank, almost buried, | found the
entrance to a rock passage which you must have once entered, but which was ignored by the other
fellow slaves who, like me, were condemned to forced labor. A numbing haze hit me from it, a
proof that this passage must lead deep into the interior, so that | had to go up at first to penetrate
there. Soon, however, | realized that only at the time of high tide, the haze disappeared from the
passage, and that except for these hours, it was safe to enter it for the duration of almost half a
day. | wanted to dare it, because if | was at the right destination, then freedom must beckon me.
You had once found the Orestone at this place as a free man, but you did not recover the entire
find, but had left a good part of it behind, driven away by the rising swells. Now the task was to
find it; success would mean freedom and wealth.

Well provided with manga, tools and with food - which become abundant to him when the serf
declares to undertake a death journey for the purpose of discoveries - | went down, worried that
no-one observes which way | take. | had chosen the time well. It was almost the end of the high
tide when | reached the entrance to the rocky passage, from which only a light haze was rising.
Soon it subsided completely and fresh, clean air flowed towards me as | entered the passage. Only
by crawling did | get further, boulders blocked my way, and with great difficulty | had to clear the
obstacles to the side. Finally, the steep path leading into the depths widened, which turned
sharply to the opposite side, as where one generally looks for the treasures.



The passage divided into two arms, | chose the one branching off to the right; after all, you had
told me that the other arm led to an endless gorge, from which no escape was possible for the one
who fell. Again | had to crawl through narrow crevices and now reached the wonderful little cave
you described to me, where the white rod peeked out of the rocks. You said that at the end of the
cave there was an abyss from which the poisonous vapor rose, whirled away by an inexplicable
draught of air, and was sucked up as in a chimney to a height which it was not possible for you to
see. | saw the abyss, but no more vapors rose. The subterranean forces of fire and water had
created changes in the course of the years; quietly and calmly the deep abyss lay before me.

When | looked up at it's edge, a star shone down on me from a tremendous height. It was the
sunlight that shone through a crack in the rocks and dimly illuminated the dreadful depth. |
recognized where | was. In a place from which the fire was once driven out by the force of the
water that | could still hear rushing in the depths: in a cooled cauldron, snatched from the fire-god
Demon Usglom, who, here defeated, left his treasures in one of the rare places that - free of vapors
- effortlessly give the discoverer the accumulated riches.

Here, | no longer had to fear the fumes that once came through that sunlit crack high above and
drove you away, because the rushing, high-flooding water in the depths made the countermove
impossible. Therefore, | had time and leisure to examine exactly the location of this cave. After a
short search, illuminating the walls with manga, | found the place from which you broke the
orestone, and also the other half still tightly wedged in the rod, which Usglom did not allow you to
take with you. | took the find, and when | delivered the stone, | put a fragment in my mouth,
hoping to save it for you. May it bring you health, father! | do not consider it worthy to be a thief
of the king's property, but he has stolen much more from us. Upal placed a small dark brown
stone, which he took from his dress, in front of the astonished father, who took it eagerly and
looked at it with shining eyes.

"Yes, this is it, the rare and precious stone, which can and will restore my health. Hide it well, my
son, even | do not consider it a crime that you steal it for your father's sake; for | have well a sure
right to this find.”

“Had not the astonishment at the surrendered orestone been so great that no thought was given
to examining me on the body, it would not be yours," said Upal, smiling. "But listen further. The
desire to examine the abyss more closely arose in me, because it seemed to me almost certain that
this must still hold far more of the treasures than the cave in which | was. | found a descent, tied
myself to the rope | had brought with me, this to a boulder, and dared to lower myself further into
the abyss. At a short depth, | found a wide crack in the steep rock wall, crawled in, and entered a
large round cavity.

Father, all the splendor of King Areval is not able to give only a glimmer of what the demon created
here. A throne of Prince Weiskee opened up to me. Thousands of crystals reflected the light in my
hand. The ceiling, the floor were covered with precious stones, which the solidified rocky ground
gave birth to here. And further, deeper and deeper | could walk into this never-seen cave of
Wirdu, which probably for the first time, a child of Mallona entered.

The white rod, the orestone, lie in this treasury in uncounted quantities, the most exquisite stones
that adorn the crown of Areval, you will find in thousands. This wealth in the possession of one

man, makes him master of the world." -

"And you kept silent of what you found?" asked Upal's father gravely. -



"I did, nor will | tell Areval; he shall enjoy nothing of what | have discovered. Did not you too once
have to promise the king, the wise Maban, to keep silent about your death journey? He knew well
how little happiness lies in the riches that only the small cave known to us alone holds. How much
more would he impose silence on me if he were still alive and heard about what | found. No,
Areval shall never know, never! Oh, let him but stand before me, the proud king, let him but ask!
He and his trackless chancellor, they shall receive an account of the death journey, which will
never, never let them find what | have seen."

Shuffling footsteps are heard in the hallway. Upal's mother returns with the food she has bought.
The men quickly exchange an understanding glance. Upal hides the brown Orestone in his
garment and loudly praises his mother, who joyfully digs the food out of a basket to offer it to the
hungry.

From the past of the Mallona kingdom, the power which led me here seizes me again and leads
me away from the hut of Upal. | had the desire to find out what destinies are hidden in the family
that Upal's father and this one mentioned. When the desire became a will in me, | feel myself
lifted away and now see vivid images arise before my gaze, which give me the answer. Let me
look, | must be silent, in order to be able to grasp the fast changing and in itself connected events,
and then | will describe them.

A long time has already passed when King Maban, the father of the now ruling King Areval, ruled.
It was he who founded the great Mallona Empire, for before him several kings ruled the four main
parts of the planet. These four main parts are called: Nustra, Monna, Sutona and Mallona. The
king of Monna was the last of his tribe and by inheritance, Maban also became king of this part.
However, both kingdoms were separated in the way Asia is separated from America. And it was
easier to reach Monna from the third part of Nustra - which was connected with Mallona like
Europe and Asia - than from Mallona; similarly as the way from Europe to America is nearer than
that from Asia; on this planet, moreover, the distance was a still shorter one than the Atlantic
Ocean of the Earth implies.

It was in Maban's interest to enter into a close alliance with the king of Nustra; if only for the
reason that the mighty empire of the Sutons under their tyrant Ksontu, strove for sole rule - and
long bloody, most cruel wars had been fought over it between Maban and the king of Sutona. This
alliance was created because the people of Nustra had become weakened and indolent. They
hoped to live more peacefully under Maban, unmolested by Ksontu, since in their opinion, the
three kingdoms together could force the frequent disturber of peace, to rest.

But Ksontu, conscious of his strength and power, did not fear all three kingdoms together, and
presumed high and costly to either usurp full dominion, or to perish. His country was poor in
treasures, such as Maban extracted from the soil of his empire; but the people of the Sutons were
mighty, without need, though crude and ignorant.

War broke out. When Maban concluded the alliance with the kingdom of Nustra, Ksontu attacked
the new, enervated ally from his southern (similar to Africa) empire and quickly defeated him.
Maban rushed with enormous war power and for a long time, the fortunes of war wavered back
and forth. The superior, skillful warfare of Maban succeeded in mastering the primitive bravery of
Ksontu and his hosts - and vanquished, Ksontu was tributed. Maban appreciated the bravery of
the defeated king and people. He feared possible later uprisings and thought of means to



peacefully achieve a brotherhood that would reconcile the tribes, regardless of the power of the
sword.

He married Ksontus' daughter, raised her to the rightful queen and won the former enemy by this
step to a full friend. For according to the laws in the four kingdoms, succession was full not only in
the descending line but also in the ascending line, if descendants did not exist. Ksontu, by this
step of Maban's, first rose to the rank of heir to the throne until heirs sprang from the marriage to
his daughter. He enjoyed the full confidence and representation of the king and was thus an
effortless co-ruler for the rest of his advanced years.

He recognized the benevolent intention of his son-in-law, and since he, himself considerably older
than Maban, had no heirs except his daughter, he gladly complied and remained a good friend of
the energetic Maban, except that his hot blood often made the now autocrat in Mallona
uncomfortable.

Maban did not have to be lenient with Ksontu for long, for the king, accustomed to warlike
undertakings, to rough manners, simplicity and even privation, shared the fate of many past
despots on earth, who throw themselves into the whirlpool of pleasures and vices unknown to
them before, after which they exchanged the former simplicity for the accessible luxury. Ksontu's
vigorous nature, striving for deeds, soon sank into the mud of pleasure, and in the midst of all
sensual pleasures enjoyed in excess, death surprised him.

Maban was now the undisputed lord of the entire planet, and the name of his kingdom became it's
name. From Maban's marriage with the daughter of Ksontu sprang two sons, Muhareb and Areval,
both unequal in character. The elder, Muhareb, inherited the noblest qualities of his father; he
was serious, inquiring, animated by deep religious feeling, of unshakable rightness and justice.
Even at a young age, he surpassed all his peers in intellect and judgment. He could weep violently
at the misfortune of others and felt the greatest joy at the happiness of those closest to him and
even strangers. His education was such as befitted the future heir to the mighty empire, but it was
useless to try to teach him the tricks of so-called wise politics in the course of the years. His sense
of right and truth disdained all dodges. He wanted to act openly and truthfully, to the frequent
horror of King Maban's advisors, who had gone quite far in all sorts of dodges to achieve their
ends, especially since Maban was not averse to the principle that the truth must sometimes be
concealed in order to achieve a goal all the more surely.

The government of the vast empire was difficult. To administer the four mighty main kingdoms,
equivalent to the four continents present on Mallona, required wise division. Each of the three
affiliated kingdoms had a viceroy who was totally dependent on Maban, not appointed for life, but
dependent on the ruler's favor. Maban could dethrone and crown at will. The revenues of all
states were administered from his capital.

Wisely, he gradually arranged it in such a way that an empire, except his own, was never led by
citizens of his own country in the high administrative offices, but always by officials who had been
hereditary and born in another country. He prevented the formation of local interest by constant
change, and after a certain time, he willingly sent home those officials who felt a longing for their
homeland. In this way, he ensured that government officials had only a limited interest in their
place of work and were not in a position to treat the people with particular care, because of local
interests. The authority grew, however, and with it slowly a tighter regiment, which, if put into
wrong hands, could grow into the most terrible consequences. Maban knew this and believed that



through his completely autocratic position of power and through the meticulous character training
of the dignitaries appointed to high positions, he could prevent all possible bad consequences for
the future.

He forbade the acquisition of land as private property, everything belonged to the state, which
distributed the landed property to worthy citizens; but not as property for their own use, only as
upper inspectors of the individual communities, to which they were superior and for whose
welfare they had to provide. They were great administrators of the estates, who, it is true, paid
their subordinates in abundance according to the value of the work done. But all the products of
their realm they collected, so that no inhabitant could receive anything from the hand of his
neighbor, but always had to turn to the great local storehouses, which were erected by the state
and ensured an equally good supply of all needs. In every town there were storehouses and
workhouses, which were administered according to precise laws. Mallona was the model of that
social future state which is striven for on earth by certain parties.

Already at that time the white Rod, which Maban introduced, was considered as means of
payment, that white stone, which was found mainly in Maban's actual kingdom of Mallona. This
stone was considered in former times only as a natural rarity, as long as the actual rich finding
place was not yet known. Maban found the rich deposits in his country and introduced the rod as
a means of payment. To make the possession of the money as a wandering coin impossible and to
establish and protect the work of the individual as a measure of value, he found the following
means of information:

Every citizen who did something, delivered his products to the storehouses or did necessary work
in the state factories, even in arts for the amusement of citizens, was compensated by the public
coffers and multiple pay offices of the rich. For every citizen was a state employee. The plates of
the Rod, of various values, given to him for 