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SYNOPSIS

At his home one evening, our friend told us that he had invented 
a machine that would travel through time. He brought out a 
model of the machine. Then he took us to his workroom and 
showed us the real thing. A week later we returned to his house 
and heard an amazing story.

Our friend had taken the Time Machine into some future time. 
He found himself on a green lawn next to a big white statue. 
Lovely little people surrounded him. They gave him a necklace of 
flowers.

The little people led the Time Traveller to a huge house in which 
they ate and slept. He dined on stränge fruits and explored green 
fields. When he returned to the green lawn on which he had landed, 
he got a terrible surprise.

The Time Traveller was upset. He entered the huge house and began 
to awake the little people who slept there. The next morning he 
followed tracks in the grass to the base of the statue. He looked 
at deep wells that contained no water. It was all very stränge.

The Time Traveller began to wonder. He saw that the little people 
did not work, yet they had fine robes. There were no birds or 
insects. The Time Traveller made a friend called Weena. And he 
thought he saw a stränge creature.

The Time Traveller entered one of the wells he had been studying 
and climbed down. He heard a noise that sounded like a machine. 
At the bottom of the well he met the Morlocks.

Glad to return to the world above, the Time Traveller knew why 
the little people did not go out at night. He, too, feared the 
Morlocks. Weena and the Time Traveller headed for the Green 
Palace. Here they found old treasures and Morlocks.

The Time Traveller and Weena tried to make their way back 
through the woods. They were met by Morlocks. The Time 
Traveller used fire to scare them away, but soon the fire went out. 
He had fallen asleep.

The Time Traveller fought with the Morlocks. A fire roared 
through the forest. Later that afternoon, the Time Traveller found 
the door at the base of the statue, open. He entered.

The Time Traveller headed into the future. He wanted to see how 
the world would end. But he became frightened and returned to 
his own home. The Time Traveller heard the sound of our voices 
and he joined us for dinner. There he told his story. I returned to 
his house the next morning just as he left on his Time Machine.
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CTR D-21

Our friend, the inventor, brought out a model o f his Time Machine and placed it on the tabie. The other 
guests and I  watched as the amazing test began.
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“I’ve invented a machine that 
1 think will travel through 
time,” our friend told us. At 
first no one said anything. Our 
friend liked to make jokes, but 
tonight he looked very serious. 
It was also true that he was an 
inventor. Even the chairs we 
were sitting in were not ordinary 
chairs, but his own special 
design.

Then one of the other guests 
laughed. “ Travel through 
time?” he chuckled. “ That’s 
not possible.”

“ That’s what everyone 
thinks,” our friend replied, 
nodding. “ Perhaps that’s why 
no one has ever bothered to 
try.”

There was more laughter.
“ If you don’t believe me,” 

our friend said, “ I guess I’ll 
have to show you.”

He left the room but soon he 
was back again. “ Where is the 
Time Machine?” we asked. I 
had expected to see some sort 
of car or rocket, and I guess the 
others did too.

“Here,” our friend answered. 
Looking closely, we saw that 
his hands did contain a small 
metal object. He explained that 
it was just a model of the 
machine he had talked about, 
but it would really work.

“ All I have to do,” he told 
us, “ is push this bar forward to 
make the machine travel into the 
future. This other one will bring 
it back again.” A cable joined 
each of these bars to an instru- 
ment which he said would 
measure days and years as the 
machine passed through them. 
If this was a joke, he had 
certainly worked hard on it. 
There was even a tiny seat with 
a safety strap.

He let us look at the model 
as long as we wished. Then he 
told us to watch carefully. 
Setting the tiny machine on the 
table, he asked one of our 
friends to push the bar he had 
shown us before. The Time 
Traveller took the guest’s hand. 
The inventor did not have time 
to coax and tug at the surprised 
man.

At last the guest touched his 
finger to the shiny bar. For one 
second, the machine trembled 
as if it were about to do a 
somersault. And then, right 
before our eyes, right beneath 
his shaking hand, the Time 
Machine disappeared!

There were cries of surprise, 
and one guest even looked 
under the table. But the machine 
was gone, completely gone. 
“ Do you really expect us to 
believe that it has traveled into 
the future?” someone asked.

Our friend smiled. “ Of 
course,” he said. “ That is just 
what has happened.” After a 
minute, he spoke again. “Now 
I have something eise to show 
you.”

We went with him down the 
hall to his workroom, 
wondering what new surprise it 
would contain. He opened the 
door, and there stood another 
Time Machine. It was like the 
first one, but many times larger. 
The seat was big enough for a 
man to sit on. The metal bars, 
the cable, and the instrument 
for measuring time were all the 
same as those on the model.

“Are you really serious?” one 
of the guests asked. “Or is this 
a trick, like that ghost you 
made last year?”

“ On this machine,” our 
friend said quietly, “ I will

explore time. I was never more 
serious in my life.”

There was a long silence. 
One of the other guests caught 
my eye and gave me a wink to 
show he still thought it was a 
joke. I wasn’t at all sure what 
I thought.

The next week we went to 
our friend’s house again for 
dinner. There we found a note 
from him saying that he’d gone 
out. If he wasn’t back by 
dinner time, we should go 
ahead and eat without him.

We did go ahead with our 
meal. As a joke,I said maybe 
our friend had climbed on his 
machine, fastened the strap, 
and gone for a trip through 
time. One of the guests was 
new this week, so we had to 
explain about the Time Machine. 
Just as we were telling how the 
model had seemed about to 
make a somersault, there was 
a sound at the door.

In came our friend with his 
clothes all dirty and torn. He 
had cuts on his face and walked 
with a limp. On his feet he 
wore only a pair of torn and 
bloody socks. At first he didn’t 
seem able to speak. He had to 
tug at my sleeve and point to 
a glass of water to show that he 
wanted some. Then he seemed 
to feel a little better and even 
smiled.

“ What’s wrong?” we all 
asked. “Where have you been?”

He said he was very hungry 
and would explain everything 
after he’d eaten.

“ Have you been time 
travelling?” I cried. “Please teil 
us.”

“ Yes,” he answered, and 
began to eat.
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CTR D-22
TRAVELLING IN TIME

%
The Time Traveller found himself on a green lawn near the base of a stränge statue. Before the Time Traveller 
could understand where he was, a group of pretty, little people had surrounded him.
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CTR D-22
TRAVELLING IN TIME

At last our friend pushed his 
plate away and looked around 
at us. Now he was ready to teil 
the whole story. He said he 
knew that most of it would 
sound like he’d made it up. But 
he insisted that every word was 
true. His face, usually so 
cheerful, had been pale and sad 
since he first came in. He 
certainly looked like a man who 
had some stränge and dreadful 
experience. He also looked like 
a_man who was telling the truth.

That very morning, he said, 
he put the final touches on the 
Time Machine. A last drop of 
oil, and it was ready. As he 
climbed into the seat, he feit 
both excited and scared. No 
scout had ever led the way into 
a land as new or as far away as 
the one he was about to enter. 
No one had expert knowledge 
of what he might find there.

He let his finger just touch 
the shiny bar. For a moment 
he feit himself falling. But 
when he looked around, the 
workroom was the same as 
before. It seemed that his 
wonderful Time Machine, 
which had caused such a fuss 
among his friends, wasn’t 
going to work after all.

Then he noticed the clock. 
A second ago, when he got on 
the machine, it was ten o’clock. 
Now suddenly it was half past 
three!

He took a deep breath and a 
strong grip on the bar, and so 
began his journey into time. 
The workroom grew dark as 
night feil like a curtain. He 
pressed the bar more firmly, 
and once more it was day. Then 
it was night, then day, then 
night again. Faster and faster, 
day and night changed places

like the rise and fall o f a 
blackbird’s wing.

In a few minutes the walls of 
the workroom disappeared, 
and he was in the open air. The 
sun and moon took turns 
racing across the sky as they 
might have in some ancient 
legend. Soon he was travelling 
so fast that his eyes couldn’t 
keep up with the changes in the 
sky. The sun was a streak of fire.

As he grew more used to the 
stränge feeling, he began to 
look around. He was still on 
the same hill where his house 
had once stood. He watched 
the trees change from green to 
brown to green, until they,too, 
disappeared. Buildings rose up 
and vanished. The hands on the 
instrument that measured time 
were spinning so fast he couldn’t 
read them. But as he watched 
the world flash white with snow 
and green with grass, he knew 
he must be travelling almost a 
year a second. Still he travelled 
on and on.

At last he decided he was 
ready to stop. Taking hold of 
the bar which turned off the 
machine, he went head over 
heels. A noise like thunder 
roared around him. It was 
lucky our friend the Time 
Traveller was tough, for he was 
quite shaken by the fall. Before 
long he was feeling well enough 
to explore.

He found himself on a soft 
green lawn, with the Time 
Machine lying on its side near 
him. Close by, stood a huge 
white statue. It looked like an 
enormous, ugly bird with a 
cruel smile. Or maybe it was 
some creature of legend like a 
dragon.

In the distance he could see

buildings, large and shining. 
Then he heard someone 
coming. He wondered if it was 
a party of scouts sent to find 
out what or who he was. He 
feared they might try to 
capture or harm him.

But as soon as he saw them, 
his fears were at an end. They 
were lovely little people; no 
bigger than children. Too small 
to hurt anyone as tough as he. 
They were gentle and friendly 
as well. They crowded around 
him, touching him with their 
small,pink hands.

After they had made a fuss 
over him, they went to look at 
the Time Machine. The Time 
Traveller leaped past them. 
With one expert twist, he 
removed the bars which made 
the machine go, and put them in 
his pocket. Then he let the little 
people pat the machine all they 
wished.

He watched them, thinking 
how pretty they were. All of 
them had curly hair, bright 
eyes, and cheerful faces. They 
wore short robes o f soft 
material in many bright colors. 
They spoke in low sounds that 
he couldn’t understand.

Now they surrounded him 
again and gave him a necklace 
o f flowers. Laughing and 
talking, they led him gently 
toward the nearest building.
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The Time Traveller stared down with wonderat the beautiful, peaceful world of the future.
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IN THE FUTURE
At first the Time Traveller 

feit large and awkward next to 
the small people. But the house 
to which they led him had the 
opposite effect. It was so huge 
that he suddenly feit quite small 
himself.

Big doors opened into a long, 
high dining hall. The floor was 
made of large blocks of some 
stränge,white metal. Around 
the room were many low tables 
of polished stone. The people 
of the future sat on pillows on 
the floor and seemed to invite 
him to join them. He sat down 
with them, but he found their 
food very stränge. He 
discovered they ate nothing but 
fruit, and their fruits were not 
like the ones we know today. 
They were large and colorful 
and proved to be delicious.

As he ate, the Time Traveller 
looked around the room. 
Though it was like part of a 
king’s palace, the hall looked 
like no one took care of it. 
Many of the lovely colored glass 
windows were broken. The rieh 
curtains were covered with dust.

There were two hundred or 
more of the little people eating 
there, and it seemed that all of 
them were watching the Time 
Traveller. He was almost too 
populär. He knew they were 
talking about him in their soft 
language. And after the meal, 
they came to touch him as if he 
were a new toy.

He tried to show them that 
he wanted to leam some of their 
words. The result of this was 
only more laughter. He was 
surprised at how hard it was to 
make them understand. At last 
they did see what he meant and 
taught him a few words. But 
the little people soon tired and

wandered away.
The Time Traveller couldn’t 

help feeling a bit disappointed. 
He had hoped the people of the 
future would be stronger and 
wiser than those in his own 
time. Still, it was fortunate for 
him that they weren’t cruel or 
fierce.

When he came out of the 
dining hall, it was evening. The 
huge, red sun was setting. The 
Time Traveller decided to 
explore as much as he could 
while it was still light. There 
was a high hill not far away that 
would probably give him a 
good view. He set off in that 
direction.

As he walked, he noticed 
how stränge the world seemed. 
Even the plants were not like 
the plants he knew. From time 
to time he saw broken walls and 
heaps of ruins. He realized 
that there were no small houses 
for people to live in. There 
were only a few very large 
buildings like the hall in which 
he’d eaten. He guessed that the 
people must live together in 
large groups.

Some of them had followed 
him, but their little legs couldn’t 
keep up with his long ones. 
Now they were the ones who 
seemed awkward, and he 
quickly left them behind. He 
might be populär with them, 
but it was clear that long walks 
were not. He reached the top 
of the hill alone and rested 
there.

As far as he could see, the 
world looked rieh and peaceful. 
Green fields and trees stretched 
far into the distance. He saw 
no fences. It was as if the world 
was one big garden for everyone 
to share.

Now he thought he under- 
stood why the people of the 
future were not as strong and 
wise as he had imagined them. 
Once he’d read an article which 
said that people are strong 
when times are hard. Maybe 
what he saw now was the 
easiest time of all. People must 
have been so fortunate and 
clever that their lives had 
become easier and easier. In 
the end they had nothing more 
to work for. The result was this 
happy world with no fears and 
no problems. Of course the 
people were weak and foolish. 
Strength and wisdom were no 
longer needed. Yes, he thought, 
that article must have been 
right.

By now it was dark, and a 
bright,full moon was in the sky. 
The little people were no longer 
moving about below. The Time 
Traveller decided to go down 
and find a place to spend the 
night.

Looking for the building 
where he’d eaten, he found 
himself on the lawn near the 
white statue. At first he was 
sure it was the same lawn. The 
big,ugly bird still smiled its 
cruel smile. Then he noticed 
something which had a terrible 
effect on him. For a wild 
moment he was sure he was 
wrong, and this wasn’t the 
same lawn— it couldn’t be.

But the statue, the lawn, the 
flowers were all the same. He 
remembered them perfectly. 
Only one thing, one terrible 
thing, had changed. The Time 
Machine was gone!
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