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CHAPTER I


KAPITEL I





THE Time Trav­el­ler (for so it will be con­veni­ent to speak of him) was ex­pound­ing a re­con­dite mat­ter to us.

Der Zeit­rei­sen­de (denn so wer­de ich am bes­ten von ihm re­den) setz­te uns eine ge­heim­nis­vol­le Sa­che aus­ein­an­der.

His grey eyes shone and twinkled, and his usu­ally pale face was flushed and an­im­ated.

Sei­ne grau­en Au­gen leuch­te­ten und zwin­ker­ten, und sein meist blas­ses Ge­sicht war ge­rötet und be­lebt.

The fire burned brightly, and the soft ra­di­ance of the in­can­des­cent lights in the lilies of sil­ver caught the bubbles that flashed and passed in our glasses.

Das Feu­er brann­te hell, und die wei­chen Strah­len des Glüh­lichts in den Sil­ber­li­li­en tra­fen die Bläs­chen, die in un­se­ren Glä­sern auf­blitz­ten und ver­gin­gen.

Our chairs, be­ing his pat­ents, em­braced and caressed us rather than sub­mit­ted to be sat upon,

Un­se­re Stüh­le – von ihm er­fun­de­ne Pa­ten­te – um­arm­ten und lieb­kos­ten sich eher, als daß sie auf sich sit­zen lie­ßen,

and there was that lux­uri­ous after-din­ner at­mo­sphere when thought roams grace­fully free of the tram­mels of pre­ci­sion.

und es herrsch­te jene üp­pi­ge Nach-Tisch-At­mo­sphä­re, da die Ge­dan­ken an­mu­tig und frei von den Fes­seln der Prä­zi­si­on hin­lau­fen.

And he put it to us in this way﻿ — mark­ing the points with a lean fore­finger﻿

Und er stell­te es fol­gen­der­ma­ßen dar – in­dem er ein­zel­nen Punk­ten mit ei­nem ha­ge­ren Zei­ge­fin­ger Nach­druck ver­lieh

— as we sat and lazily ad­mired his earn­est­ness over this new para­dox (as we thought it) and his fecund­ity.

– wäh­rend wir da­sa­ßen und trä­ge sei­nen Ernst bei die­sem neu­en Pa­ra­do­xon (wo­für wir es hiel­ten) und sei­ne Frucht­bar­keit be­wun­der­ten.




“You must fol­low me care­fully. I shall have to con­tro­vert one or two ideas that are al­most uni­ver­sally ac­cep­ted.

»Sie müs­sen mir auf­merk­sam fol­gen. Ich wer­de die eine oder an­de­re Vor­stel­lung be­kämp­fen müs­sen, die fast all­ge­mein an­ge­nom­men ist.

The geo­metry, for in­stance, they taught you at school is foun­ded on a mis­con­cep­tion.”

Die Geo­me­trie zum Bei­spiel, die man Sie auf der Schu­le ge­lehrt hat, grün­det sich auf ei­nem Irr­tum.«




“Is not that rather a large thing to ex­pect us to be­gin upon?” said Filby, an ar­gu­ment­at­ive per­son with red hair.

»Ist da­mit an­zu­fan­gen nicht et­was viel von uns er­war­tet?« sag­te Fil­by, ein streit­lie­ben­der Mann mit ro­tem Haar.




“I do not mean to ask you to ac­cept any­thing without reas­on­able ground for it. You will soon ad­mit as much as I need from you.

»Ich will von Ih­nen nicht ver­lan­gen, daß Sie ir­gend et­was ohne ver­nünf­ti­gen Grund an­neh­men, Sie wer­den bald so­viel zu­ge­ben, wie ich von Ih­nen nö­tig habe.

You know of course that a math­em­at­ic­al line, a line of thick­ness nil, has no real ex­ist­ence.

Sie wis­sen na­tür­lich, daß eine ma­the­ma­ti­sche Li­nie, eine Li­nie von ei­ner Di­cke nil, in Wirk­lich­keit nicht exis­tiert.

They taught you that? Neither has a math­em­at­ic­al plane. These things are mere ab­strac­tions.”

Das hat man Sie ge­lehrt? Eben­so­we­nig eine ma­the­ma­ti­sche Flä­che. Das sind blo­ße Ab­strak­tio­nen.«




“That is all right,” said the Psy­cho­lo­gist.

»Das stimmt«, sag­te der Psy­cho­lo­ge.




“Nor, hav­ing only length, breadth, and thick­ness, can a cube have a real ex­ist­ence.”

»Auch ein Wür­fel kann, da er nur Län­ge, Brei­te und Tie­fe be­sitzt, in Wirk­lich­keit nicht exis­tie­ren.«




“There I ob­ject,” said Filby. “Of course a sol­id body may ex­ist. All real things﻿ —”

»Da er­he­be ich Ein­spruch«, sag­te Fil­by. »Na­tür­lich kann ein fes­ter Kör­per exis­tie­ren. Alle wirk­li­chen Din­ge –«




“So most people think. But wait a mo­ment. Can an in­stant­an­eous cube ex­ist?”

»Das glau­ben die meis­ten Men­schen. Aber war­ten Sie einen Au­gen­blick. Kann ein mo­men­ta­ner Wür­fel exis­tie­ren?«




“Don’t fol­low you,” said Filby.

»Ver­ste­he Sie nicht«, sag­te Fil­by.




“Can a cube that does not last for any time at all, have a real ex­ist­ence?”

»Kann ein Wür­fel, der über­haupt kei­ne Zeit dau­ert, exis­tie­ren?«




Filby be­came pens­ive. “Clearly,” the Time Trav­el­ler pro­ceeded, “any real body must have ex­ten­sion in four dir­ec­tions:

Fil­by wur­de nach­denk­lich. »Of­fen­bar«, fuhr der Zeit­rei­sen­de fort, »muß je­der wirk­li­che Kör­per in vier Di­men­sio­nen Aus­deh­nung ha­ben:

it must have Length, Breadth, Thick­ness, and﻿ — Dur­a­tion.

er muß Län­ge, Brei­te, Tie­fe und – Dau­er ha­ben.

But through a nat­ur­al in­firm­ity of the flesh, which I will ex­plain to you in a mo­ment, we in­cline to over­look this fact.

Aber in­fol­ge ei­ner na­tür­li­chen Schwach­heit des Flei­sches, die ich Ih­nen im Mo­ment er­klä­ren will, nei­gen wir dazu, die­se Tat­sa­che zu über­se­hen.

There are really four di­men­sions, three which we call the three planes of Space, and a fourth, Time.

Es gibt wirk­lich vier Di­men­sio­nen; wir nen­nen sie die drei Ebe­nen des Raum­es, und eine vier­te, die Zeit.

There is, however, a tend­ency to draw an un­real dis­tinc­tion between the former three di­men­sions and the lat­ter,

Es herrscht je­doch die Nei­gung, zwi­schen den ers­ten drei Di­men­sio­nen und der vier­ten einen un­wirk­li­chen Un­ter­schied zu ma­chen,

be­cause it hap­pens that our con­scious­ness moves in­ter­mit­tently in one dir­ec­tion along the lat­ter from the be­gin­ning to the end of our lives.”

weil sich zu­fäl­li­ger­wei­se un­ser Be­wußt­sein in­ter­mit­tie­rend vom An­fang un­se­res Le­bens bis zum Ende der vier­ten Di­men­si­on ent­lang be­wegt.«




“That,” said a very young man, mak­ing spas­mod­ic ef­forts to re­light his ci­gar over the lamp; “that … very clear in­deed.”

»Das«, sag­te ein sehr jun­ger Mann, der krampf­haf­te An­stren­gun­gen mach­te, sei­ne Zi­gar­re über der Lam­pe an­zu­zün­den, »das … ist wahr­haf­tig ganz klar.«




“Now, it is very re­mark­able that this is so ex­tens­ively over­looked,”

»Nun ist es sehr merk­wür­dig, daß dies in so aus­ge­dehn­tem Maße über­se­hen wird«,

con­tin­ued the Time Trav­el­ler, with a slight ac­ces­sion of cheer­ful­ness.

fuhr der Zeit­rei­sen­de mit ei­nem leich­ten An­fall von Hei­ter­keit fort.

“Really this is what is meant by the Fourth Di­men­sion,

»In Wirk­lich­keit meint man dies mit der vier­ten Di­men­si­on,

though some people who talk about the Fourth Di­men­sion do not know they mean it.

ob­gleich man­che, die von der vier­ten Di­men­si­on re­den, nicht wis­sen, daß sie es mei­nen.

It is only an­oth­er way of look­ing at Time.

Es ist nur eine an­de­re Art, die Zeit an­zu­se­hen.

There is no dif­fer­ence between Time and any of the three di­men­sions of Space ex­cept that our con­scious­ness moves along it.

Es gibt kei­nen Un­ter­schied zwi­schen der Zeit und ei­ner der drei Di­men­sio­nen des Raum­es, au­ßer daß sich un­ser Be­wußt­sein auf ih­rer Li­nie be­wegt.

But some fool­ish people have got hold of the wrong side of that idea.

Aber ei­ni­ge Nar­ren ha­ben die­se Idee auf der ver­kehr­ten Sei­te zu fas­sen be­kom­men.

You have all heard what they have to say about this Fourth Di­men­sion?”

Sie ha­ben alle ge­hört, was sie über die­se vier­te Di­men­si­on zu sa­gen ha­ben?«




“I have not,” said the Pro­vin­cial May­or.

»Ich nicht«, sag­te der Bür­ger­meis­ter aus der Pro­vinz.




“It is simply this. That Space, as our math­em­aticians have it, is spoken of as hav­ing three di­men­sions, which one may call Length,

»Es liegt ein­fach so. Vom Raum im Sin­ne un­se­rer Ma­the­ma­ti­ker spricht man als von et­was, was drei Di­men­sio­nen hat, die man Län­ge,

Breadth, and Thick­ness, and is al­ways defin­able by ref­er­ence to three planes, each at right angles to the oth­ers.

Brei­te, Tie­fe nen­nen kann, und was stets mit Hil­fe drei­er Ebe­nen, de­ren jede im rech­ten Win­kel zu den bei­den an­de­ren steht, de­fi­nier­bar ist.

But some philo­soph­ic­al people have been ask­ing why three di­men­sions par­tic­u­larly﻿

Aber ei­ni­ge phi­lo­so­phi­sche Leu­te ha­ben ge­fragt, warum ge­ra­de drei Di­men­sio­nen?

— why not an­oth­er dir­ec­tion at right angles to the oth­er three?﻿ — and have even tried to con­struct a Four-Di­men­sion geo­metry.

– warum nicht noch eine Rich­tung, die im rech­ten Win­kel zu den drei an­de­ren steht? – und sie ha­ben so­gar ver­sucht, eine vier­di­men­sio­na­le Geo­me­trie zu kon­stru­ie­ren.

Pro­fess­or Si­mon New­comb was ex­pound­ing this to the New York Math­em­at­ic­al So­ci­ety only a month or so ago.

Pro­fes­sor Si­mon Ne­w­comb hat das erst vor ei­nem Mo­nat oder so der New-Yor­ker Ma­the­ma­ti­schen Ge­sell­schaft aus­ein­an­der­ge­setzt.

You know how on a flat sur­face, which has only two di­men­sions, we can rep­res­ent a fig­ure of a three-di­men­sion­al sol­id,

Sie wis­sen, daß man auf ei­ner Flä­che, die nur zwei Di­men­sio­nen hat, die Fi­gur ei­nes drei­di­men­sio­na­len Kör­pers dar­stel­len kann,

and sim­il­arly they think that by mod­els of three di­men­sions they could rep­res­ent one of four﻿

und eben­so, mei­nen Sie, kön­ne man durch Mo­del­le von drei Di­men­sio­nen einen von vier dar­stel­len

— if they could mas­ter the per­spect­ive of the thing. See?”

– wenn man nur der Per­spek­ti­ve der Sa­che Herr wer­den könn­te. Se­hen Sie?«




“I think so,” mur­mured the Pro­vin­cial May­or;

»Ich glau­be«, mur­mel­te der Bür­ger­meis­ter aus der Pro­vinz;

and, knit­ting his brows, he lapsed into an in­tro­spect­ive state, his lips mov­ing as one who re­peats mys­tic words.

und in­dem er die Brau­en zu­sam­men­zog, ver­sank er in sich, und sei­ne Lip­pen be­weg­ten sich wie bei ei­nem, der mys­ti­sche Wor­te wie­der­holt.

“Yes, I think I see it now,” he said after some time, bright­en­ing in a quite trans­it­ory man­ner.

»Ja, ich glau­be, jetzt sehe ich’s«, sag­te er nach ei­ni­ger Zeit und hell­te vor­über­ge­hend auf.




“Well, I do not mind telling you I have been at work upon this geo­metry of Four Di­men­sions for some time. Some of my res­ults are curi­ous.

»Nun, ich will Ih­nen nicht vor­ent­hal­ten, daß ich seit ei­ni­ger Zeit an die­ser Geo­me­trie der vier Di­men­sio­nen ge­ar­bei­tet habe. Ei­ni­ge mei­ner Re­sul­ta­te sind son­der­bar.

For in­stance, here is a por­trait of a man at eight years old,

Hier, zum Bei­spiel, se­hen Sie das Por­trät ei­nes Man­nes im Al­ter von acht,

an­oth­er at fif­teen, an­oth­er at sev­en­teen, an­oth­er at twenty-three, and so on.

ein zwei­tes im Al­ter von fünf­zehn, ein drit­tes im Al­ter von sieb­zehn, ein vier­tes im Al­ter von drei­und­zwan­zig Jah­ren, und so wei­ter.

All these are evid­ently sec­tions, as it were, Three-Di­men­sion­al rep­res­ent­a­tions of his Four-Di­men­sioned be­ing, which is a fixed and un­al­ter­able thing.

All das sind of­fen­bar gleich­sam Schnit­te, drei­di­men­sio­na­le Dar­stel­lun­gen sei­nes vier­di­men­sio­na­len Seins, das ein fes­tes und un­ver­än­der­li­ches Ding ist.«




“Sci­entif­ic people,” pro­ceeded the Time Trav­el­ler, after the pause re­quired for the prop­er as­sim­il­a­tion of this,

»Wis­sen­schaft­ler«, fuhr der Zeit­rei­sen­de nach ei­ner Pau­se fort, wie sie zur rech­ten As­si­mi­la­ti­on sei­ner Wor­te er­for­der­lich war,

“know very well that Time is only a kind of Space.

»wis­sen recht gut, daß die Zeit nur eine Art von Raum ist.

Here is a pop­u­lar sci­entif­ic dia­gram, a weath­er re­cord. This line I trace with my fin­ger shows the move­ment of the ba­ro­met­er.

Hier se­hen Sie eine be­lieb­te wis­sen­schaft­li­che Riß­zeich­nung, einen Wet­ter­be­richt. Die­se Li­nie, der ich mit mei­nem Fin­ger fol­ge, zeigt die Be­we­gun­gen des Ba­ro­me­ters.

Yes­ter­day it was so high, yes­ter­day night it fell, then this morn­ing it rose again, and so gently up­ward to here.

Ges­tern stand es so hoch, ges­tern abend ist es ge­fal­len, heu­te mor­gen wie­der ge­stie­gen und dann lang­sam bis hier her­auf.

Surely the mer­cury did not trace this line in any of the di­men­sions of Space gen­er­ally re­cog­nized?

Das Queck­sil­ber hat doch die­se Li­nie in kei­ner der all­ge­mein an­er­kann­ten Raum­di­men­sio­nen ge­zo­gen?

But cer­tainly it traced such a line, and that line, there­fore, we must con­clude was along the Time-Di­men­sion.”

Aber si­cher­lich hat es eine sol­che Li­nie ge­zo­gen, und die­se Li­nie, müs­sen wir also fol­gern, lief die Zeit­di­men­si­on ent­lang.«




“But,” said the Med­ic­al Man, star­ing hard at a coal in the fire, “if Time is really only a fourth di­men­sion of Space,

»Aber«, sag­te der Arzt, in­dem er eine Koh­le im Feu­er scharf fi­xier­te, »wenn die Zeit wirk­lich nur eine vier­te Raum­di­men­si­on ist,

why is it, and why has it al­ways been, re­garded as something dif­fer­ent?

wie kommt es, daß man sie als et­was an­de­res an­sieht und im­mer an­ge­se­hen hat?

And why can­not we move in Time as we move about in the oth­er di­men­sions of Space?”

Und warum kön­nen wir uns nicht in der Zeit um­her­be­we­gen wie wir uns in den an­de­ren Di­men­sio­nen des Raum­es be­we­gen kön­nen?«




The Time Trav­el­ler smiled. “Are you sure we can move freely in Space?

Der Zeit­rei­sen­de lä­chel­te. »Sind Sie so si­cher, daß wir uns im Raum frei be­we­gen kön­nen?

Right and left we can go, back­ward and for­ward freely enough, and men al­ways have done so.

Rechts und links und vor­wärts und rück­wärts kön­nen wir uns frei ge­nug be­we­gen, und das ha­ben die Men­schen auch im­mer ge­tan.

I ad­mit we move freely in two di­men­sions. But how about up and down? Grav­it­a­tion lim­its us there.”

Ich gebe zu, wir be­we­gen uns in zwei Di­men­sio­nen frei. Aber auf und ab? Da be­schränkt uns die Schwer­kraft.«




“Not ex­actly,” said the Med­ic­al Man. “There are bal­loons.”

»Nicht ganz«, sag­te der Arzt. »Es gibt Bal­lons.«




“But be­fore the bal­loons, save for spas­mod­ic jump­ing and the in­equal­it­ies of the sur­face, man had no free­dom of ver­tic­al move­ment.”

»Aber vor den Bal­lons hat­te der Mensch – von krampf­haf­ten Sprün­gen und den Un­eben­hei­ten der Erde ab­ge­se­hen – kei­ne Frei­heit ver­ti­ka­ler Be­we­gung.«




“Still they could move a little up and down,” said the Med­ic­al Man.

»Im­mer konn­ten sie sich ein we­nig auf und ab be­we­gen.«




“Easi­er, far easi­er down than up.”

»Leich­ter, weit leich­ter ab als auf.«




“And you can­not move at all in Time, you can­not get away from the present mo­ment.”

»Und in der Zeit kön­nen Sie sich gar nicht be­we­gen; vom ge­gen­wär­ti­gen Mo­ment kön­nen Sie nicht fort.«




“My dear sir, that is just where you are wrong. That is just where the whole world has gone wrong.

»Mein lie­ber Herr, ge­ra­de da sind Sie im Irr­tum. Ge­ra­de da ist die gan­ze Welt im Irr­tum.

We are al­ways get­ting away from the present mo­ment.

Wir kom­men be­stän­dig vom ge­gen­wär­ti­gen Mo­ment fort.

Our men­tal ex­ist­ences, which are im­ma­ter­i­al and have no di­men­sions,

Un­se­re geis­ti­ge Exis­tenz, die im­ma­te­ri­ell ist und kei­ne Di­men­sio­nen hat,

are passing along the Time-Di­men­sion with a uni­form ve­lo­city from the cradle to the grave.

läuft von der Wie­ge bis zum Gra­be mit geist­för­mi­ger Ge­schwin­dig­keit die Zeit­di­men­si­on ent­lang.

Just as we should travel down if we began our ex­ist­ence fifty miles above the earth’s sur­face.”

Ge­nau, wie wir ab­wärts wan­dern wür­den, wenn wir un­ser Da­sein fünf­zig Mei­len über der Erd­ober­flä­che be­gän­nen.«




“But the great dif­fi­culty is this,” in­ter­rup­ted the Psy­cho­lo­gist.

»Aber die große Schwie­rig­keit ist die«, un­ter­brach der Psy­cho­lo­ge,

“You can move about in all dir­ec­tions of Space, but you can­not move about in Time.”

»Sie kön­nen sich im Raum in al­len Rich­tun­gen be­we­gen, aber Sie kön­nen sich nicht in der Zeit hin und her be­we­gen.«




“That is the germ of my great dis­cov­ery. But you are wrong to say that we can­not move about in Time.

»Das ist der Kern mei­ner großen Ent­de­ckung. Aber Sie ha­ben Un­recht, wenn Sie sa­gen, wir kön­nen uns in der Zeit nicht hin und her be­we­gen.

For in­stance, if I am re­call­ing an in­cid­ent very vividly I go back to the in­stant of its oc­cur­rence: I be­come ab­sent­minded, as you say. I jump back for a mo­ment.

Wenn ich mich zum Bei­spiel ei­nes Er­eig­nis­ses sehr leb­haft er­in­ne­re, gehe ich zum Mo­ment sei­nes Ge­sche­hens zu­rück: ich wer­de geis­tes­ab­we­send, wie Sie sa­gen. Ich sprin­ge auf einen Mo­ment zu­rück.

Of course we have no means of stay­ing back for any length of Time, any more than a sav­age or an an­im­al has of stay­ing six feet above the ground.

Na­tür­lich ha­ben wir kein Mit­tel, ir­gend­wie län­ge­re Zeit da­hin­ter­zu­blei­ben, so we­nig ein Wil­der oder ein Tier Mit­tel hat, sechs Fuß über dem Bo­den zu blei­ben.

But a civ­il­ized man is bet­ter off than the sav­age in this re­spect.

Aber ein zi­vi­li­sier­ter Mensch ist in die­ser Hin­sicht bes­ser dran als der Wil­de.

He can go up against grav­it­a­tion in a bal­loon, and why should he not hope

Er kann im Bal­lon ge­gen die Schwer­kraft stei­gen, und warum soll­te er nicht hof­fen,

that ul­ti­mately he may be able to stop or ac­cel­er­ate his drift along the Time-Di­men­sion, or even turn about and travel the oth­er way?”

daß er ein­mal wer­de im­stan­de sein, sei­ne Fahrt die Zeit­di­men­si­on ent­lang zu un­ter­bre­chen oder zu be­schleu­ni­gen oder so­gar um­zu­keh­ren und in ent­ge­gen­ge­setz­ter Rich­tung zu wan­dern?«




“Oh, this,” began Filby, “is all﻿ —”

»O, das«, be­gann Fil­by, »ist al­les –«




“Why not?” said the Time Trav­el­ler.

»Warum nicht?« frag­te der Zeit­rei­sen­de.




“It’s against reas­on,” said Filby.

»Es ist ge­gen die Ver­nunft«, sag­te Fil­by.




“What reas­on?” said the Time Trav­el­ler.

»Ge­gen wel­che Ver­nunft?« frag­te der Zeit­rei­sen­de.




“You can show black is white by ar­gu­ment,” said Filby, “but you will nev­er con­vince me.”

»Sie kön­nen be­wei­sen, daß weiß schwarz ist«, sag­te Fil­by, »aber Sie wer­den mich nie über­zeu­gen.«




“Pos­sibly not,” said the Time Trav­el­ler.

»Viel­leicht nicht«, sag­te der Zeit­rei­sen­de.

“But now you be­gin to see the ob­ject of my in­vest­ig­a­tions into the geo­metry of Four Di­men­sions.

»Aber Sie be­gin­nen jetzt, das Ziel mei­ner Un­ter­su­chun­gen in der Geo­me­trie der vier Di­men­sio­nen zu se­hen.

Long ago I had a vague ink­ling of a ma­chine﻿ —”

Schon vor lan­ger Zeit ahn­te ich et­was von ei­ner Ma­schi­ne –«




“To travel through Time!” ex­claimed the Very Young Man.

»Um durch die Zeit zu rei­sen?« rief der sehr jun­ge Mann.




“That shall travel in­dif­fer­ently in any dir­ec­tion of Space and Time, as the driver de­term­ines.”

»Die in je­der Rich­tung des Raum­es und der Zeit fährt, wie es ihr Füh­rer will.«




Filby con­ten­ted him­self with laughter.

Fil­by be­gnüg­te sich mit La­chen.




“But I have ex­per­i­ment­al veri­fic­a­tion,” said the Time Trav­el­ler.

»Aber ich habe ex­pe­ri­men­tel­len Be­weis«, sag­te der Zeit­rei­sen­de.




“It would be re­mark­ably con­veni­ent for the his­tor­i­an,” the Psy­cho­lo­gist sug­ges­ted.

»Das wäre für den His­to­ri­ker au­ßer­or­dent­lich be­quem«, mein­te der Psy­cho­lo­ge.

“One might travel back and veri­fy the ac­cep­ted ac­count of the Battle of Hast­ings, for in­stance!”

»Man könn­te zu­rück­rei­sen und zum Bei­spiel den an­er­kann­ten Be­richt der Schlacht bei Has­tings prü­fen!«




“Don’t you think you would at­tract at­ten­tion?” said the Med­ic­al Man. “Our an­cest­ors had no great tol­er­ance for ana­chron­isms.”

»Mei­nen Sie nicht, Sie wür­den Auf­merk­sam­keit er­re­gen?« sag­te der Arzt. »Un­se­re Vor­fah­ren wa­ren nicht sehr duld­sam ge­gen Ana­chro­nis­men.«




“One might get one’s Greek from the very lips of Homer and Pla­to,” the Very Young Man thought.

»Man könn­te sein Grie­chisch von Ho­mers und Pla­tos Lip­pen ler­nen«, mein­te der sehr jun­ge Mann.




“In which case they would cer­tainly plough you for the Little-go. The Ger­man schol­ars have im­proved Greek so much.”

»In dem Fall wür­den Sie im Ex­amen si­cher durch­fal­len. Die deut­schen Ge­lehr­ten ha­ben das Grie­chi­sche so sehr ver­bes­sert.«




“Then there is the fu­ture,” said the Very Young Man. “Just think!

»Und dann die Zu­kunft«, sag­te der sehr jun­ge Mann, »Den­ken Sie nur!

One might in­vest all one’s money, leave it to ac­cu­mu­late at in­terest, and hurry on ahead!”

Man könn­te all sein Geld an­le­gen, es mit Zin­sen an­ste­hen las­sen und vor­ausei­len!«




“To dis­cov­er a so­ci­ety,” said I, “erec­ted on a strictly com­mun­ist­ic basis.”

»Um eine Ge­sell­schaft zu fin­den«, sag­te ich, »die auf streng kom­mu­nis­ti­scher Ba­sis er­rich­tet ist.«




“Of all the wild ex­tra­vag­ant the­or­ies!” began the Psy­cho­lo­gist.

»Von al­len wil­den, aus­schwei­fen­den Theo­ri­en!« be­gann der Psy­cho­lo­ge.




“Yes, so it seemed to me, and so I nev­er talked of it un­til﻿ —”

»Ja, so schi­en es mir; und des­halb habe ich nie da­von ge­spro­chen, bis –«




“Ex­per­i­ment­al veri­fic­a­tion!” cried I. “You are go­ing to veri­fy that?”

»Ex­pe­ri­men­tel­ler Be­weis!« rief ich. »Sie wol­len das be­wei­sen?«




“The ex­per­i­ment!” cried Filby, who was get­ting brain-weary.

»Das Ex­pe­ri­ment!« rief Fil­by, der ge­hirn­mü­de wur­de.




“Let’s see your ex­per­i­ment any­how,” said the Psy­cho­lo­gist, “though it’s all hum­bug, you know.”

»Las­sen Sie uns Ihr Ex­pe­ri­ment im­mer­hin se­hen«, sag­te der Psy­cho­lo­ge, »ob­gleich das al­les Un­fug ist, wis­sen Sie.«




The Time Trav­el­ler smiled round at us.

Der Zeit­rei­sen­de sah sich lä­chelnd im Krei­se um.

Then, still smil­ing faintly, and with his hands deep in his trousers pock­ets, he walked slowly out of the room, and we heard his slip­pers shuff­ling down the long pas­sage to his labor­at­ory.

Dann ging er, im­mer noch leicht lä­chelnd, die Hän­de tief in den Ho­sen­ta­schen, zum Zim­mer hin­aus, und wir hör­ten sei­ne Schu­he den lan­gen Gang bis zu sei­nem La­bo­ra­to­ri­um hin­un­ter.




The Psy­cho­lo­gist looked at us. “I won­der what he’s got?”

Der Psy­cho­lo­ge blick­te uns an. »Ich möch­te wis­sen, was er ge­fun­den hat?«




“Some sleight-of-hand trick or oth­er,” said the Med­ic­al Man, and Filby tried to tell us about a con­jurer he had seen at Burslem;

»Ir­gend­ein Ta­schen­spie­ler­stück«, sag­te der Arzt, und Fil­by ver­such­te, uns von ei­nem Be­schwö­rer zu er­zäh­len, den er zu Burs­lem ge­se­hen hat­te,

but be­fore he had fin­ished his pre­face the Time Trav­el­ler came back, and Filby’s an­ec­dote col­lapsed.

aber ehe er noch mit sei­ner Vor­re­de fer­tig war, kam der Zeit­rei­sen­de zu­rück, und Fil­bys An­ek­do­te brach zu­sam­men.




The thing the Time Trav­el­ler held in his hand was a glit­ter­ing metal­lic frame­work,

Was der Zeit­rei­sen­de in der Hand hielt, war ein glit­zern­des Rah­men­werk aus Me­tall,

scarcely lar­ger than a small clock, and very del­ic­ately made.

kaum grö­ßer als eine klei­ne Uhr, und sehr fein ge­ar­bei­tet.

There was ivory in it, and some trans­par­ent crys­tal­line sub­stance.

Es war El­fen­bein dar­an und eine durch­sich­ti­ge, kris­tal­li­ni­sche Sub­stanz.

And now I must be ex­pli­cit, for this that fol­lows﻿ — un­less his ex­plan­a­tion is to be ac­cep­ted﻿ — is an ab­so­lutely un­ac­count­able thing.

Und jetzt muß ich aus­führ­lich wer­den, denn was folgt, ist – wenn man nicht sei­ne Er­klä­rung an­nimmt, et­was ab­so­lut Un­er­klär­li­ches.

He took one of the small oc­ta­gon­al tables that were scattered about the room,

Er nahm einen der klei­nen acht­e­cki­gen Ti­sche, die im Zim­mer um­her­stan­den,

and set it in front of the fire, with two legs on the hearth­rug.

und stell­te ihn vors Feu­er, mit zwei Fü­ßen auf den Ka­min­tep­pich.

On this table he placed the mech­an­ism. Then he drew up a chair, and sat down.

Auf die­sen Tisch stell­te er den Me­cha­nis­mus. Dann zog er einen Stuhl her­an und setz­te sich.

The only oth­er ob­ject on the table was a small shaded lamp, the bright light of which fell upon the mod­el.

Der ein­zi­ge an­de­re Ge­gen­stand auf dem Ti­sche war eine klei­ne Lam­pe mit Lam­pen­schirm, de­ren hel­les Licht voll auf das Mo­dell fiel.

There were also per­haps a dozen candles about, two in brass can­dle­sticks upon the man­tel

Au­ßer­dem stan­den viel­leicht ein Dut­zend Ker­zen um­her, zwei da­von in Mes­sing­leuch­tern auf dem Ka­min­sims,

and sev­er­al in sconces, so that the room was bril­liantly il­lu­min­ated.

und meh­re­re in Wand­leuch­tern, so daß das Zim­mer glän­zend er­leuch­tet war.

I sat in a low arm­chair nearest the fire, and I drew this for­ward

Ich saß in ei­nem nied­ri­gen Ses­sel, dem Feu­er am nächs­ten, und zog ihn so­weit vor,

so as to be al­most between the Time Trav­el­ler and the fire­place.

daß ich fast zwi­schen dem Zeit­rei­sen­den und dem Ka­min zu sit­zen kam.

Filby sat be­hind him, look­ing over his shoulder.

Fil­by saß hin­ter ihm und sah ihm über die Schul­ter.

The Med­ic­al Man and the Pro­vin­cial May­or watched him in pro­file from the right, the Psy­cho­lo­gist from the left.

Der Arzt und der Bür­ger­meis­ter aus der Pro­vinz be­ob­ach­te­ten ihn im Pro­fil von rechts, der Psy­cho­lo­ge von links.

The Very Young Man stood be­hind the Psy­cho­lo­gist. We were all on the alert.

Der sehr jun­ge Mann stand hin­ter dem Psy­cho­lo­gen. Wir wa­ren alle auf dem Qui­vi­ve.

It ap­pears in­cred­ible to me that any kind of trick, however subtly con­ceived and however adroitly done, could have been played upon us un­der these con­di­tions.

Es scheint mir un­glaub­lich, daß uns un­ter die­sen Be­din­gun­gen ein noch so fein er­son­ne­ner und noch so ge­schickt aus­ge­führ­ter Streich ge­spielt wer­den konn­te.




The Time Trav­el­ler looked at us, and then at the mech­an­ism. “Well?” said the Psy­cho­lo­gist.

Der Zeit­rei­sen­de sah erst uns an und dann den Me­cha­nis­mus. »Nun?« sag­te der Psy­cho­lo­ge.




“This little af­fair,” said the Time Trav­el­ler,

»Die­ses klei­ne Ding«, sag­te der Zeit­rei­sen­de,

rest­ing his el­bows upon the table and press­ing his hands to­geth­er above the ap­par­at­us, “is only a mod­el.

in­dem er die El­len­bo­gen auf den Tisch stütz­te und über dem Ap­pa­rat die Hän­de zu­sam­mendrück­te, »ist nur ein Mo­dell.

It is my plan for a ma­chine to travel through time.

Es ist mein Ent­wurf zu ei­ner Ma­schi­ne, um durch die Zeit zu rei­sen.

You will no­tice that it looks sin­gu­larly askew, and that there is an odd twink­ling ap­pear­ance about this bar, as though it was in some way un­real.”

Sie wer­den be­mer­ken, daß es selt­sam ver­quer aus­sieht und die­se Wel­le dort son­der­bar fun­kelt, gleich­sam als wäre sie ir­gend­wie un­re­al.«

He poin­ted to the part with his fin­ger. “Also, here is one little white lever, and here is an­oth­er.”

Er zeig­te den Teil mit dem Fin­ger. »Auch ist hier ein klei­ner wei­ßer He­bel und dort noch ei­ner.«




The Med­ic­al Man got up out of his chair and peered into the thing. “It’s beau­ti­fully made,” he said.

Der Arzt stand aus sei­nem Stuh­le auf und sah sich das Ding an. »Es ist wun­der­voll ge­ar­bei­tet«, sag­te er.




“It took two years to make,” re­tor­ted the Time Trav­el­ler.

»Die Ar­beit dar­an hat zwei Jah­re ge­dau­ert«, er­wi­der­te der Zeit­rei­sen­de.

Then, when we had all im­it­ated the ac­tion of the Med­ic­al Man, he said: “Now I want you clearly to un­der­stand

Dann, als wir alle dem Bei­spiel des Arz­tes ge­folgt wa­ren, sag­te er: »Jetzt möch­te ich, daß Sie mich klar da­hin ver­ste­hen:

that this lever, be­ing pressed over, sends the ma­chine glid­ing into the fu­ture, and this oth­er re­verses the mo­tion.

wenn ich die­sen He­bel hin­über­drücke, so glei­tet die Ma­schi­ne in die Zu­kunft fort, und die­ser He­bel kehrt die Be­we­gung um.

This saddle rep­res­ents the seat of a time trav­el­ler.

Die­ser Sat­tel ist der Sitz ei­nes Zeit­rei­sen­den.

Presently I am go­ing to press the lever, and off the ma­chine will go. It will van­ish, pass into fu­ture Time, and dis­ap­pear.

Ich wer­de den He­bel gleich drücken, und die Ma­schi­ne wird los­ge­hen, Ich wer­de ver­schwin­den, in die Zu­kunft ge­hen und fort sein.

Have a good look at the thing. Look at the table too, and sat­is­fy yourselves there is no trick­ery.

Se­hen Sie das Ding gut an. Se­hen Sie auch den Tisch an und über­zeu­gen sich, daß kein Be­trug ge­schieht.

I don’t want to waste this mod­el, and then be told I’m a quack.”

Ich will nicht die­ses Mo­dell ver­lie­ren und mir nach­her nach­sa­gen las­sen, ich sei ein Quack­sal­ber.«




There was a minute’s pause per­haps. The Psy­cho­lo­gist seemed about to speak to me, but changed his mind.

Es trat eine Pau­se von viel­leicht ei­ner Mi­nu­te ein. Der Psy­cho­lo­ge schi­en mich an­re­den zu wol­len, aber er gab sei­ne Ab­sicht auf.

Then the Time Trav­el­ler put forth his fin­ger to­wards the lever. “No,” he said sud­denly. “Lend me your hand.”

Dann streck­te der Zeit­rei­sen­de den Fin­ger ge­gen den He­bel aus. »Nein«, sag­te er plötz­lich, »las­sen Sie mir Ihre Hand.«

And turn­ing to the Psy­cho­lo­gist, he took that in­di­vidu­al’s hand in his own and told him to put out his fore­finger.

Und er wand­te sich dem Psy­cho­lo­gen zu und nahm des­sen Hand in sei­ne und sag­te ihm, er sol­le den Zei­ge­fin­ger aus­stre­cken.

So that it was the Psy­cho­lo­gist him­self who sent forth the mod­el Time Ma­chine on its in­ter­min­able voy­age. We all saw the lever turn.

So schick­te der Psy­cho­lo­ge sel­ber das Mo­dell der Zeit­ma­schi­ne auf sei­ne end­lo­se Rei­se. Wir alle sa­hen den He­bel sich dre­hen.

I am ab­so­lutely cer­tain there was no trick­ery. There was a breath of wind, and the lamp flame jumped.

Ich bin ab­so­lut si­cher, daß kein Be­trug vor­lag. Es ent­stand ein Wind­hauch, und die Lam­pe fla­cker­te auf.

One of the candles on the man­tel was blown out, and the little ma­chine sud­denly swung round, be­came in­dis­tinct,

Eine der Ker­zen auf dem Ka­min­sims wur­de aus­ge­bla­sen, und die klei­ne Ma­schi­ne dreh­te sich plötz­lich, wur­de un­deut­lich,

was seen as a ghost for a second per­haps, as an eddy of faintly glit­ter­ing brass and ivory;

war viel­leicht eine Se­kun­de lang wie ein Geist zu se­hen, wie ein Wir­bel schwach glit­zern­den Mes­sings und El­fen­beins;

and it was gone﻿ — van­ished! Save for the lamp the table was bare.

und sie war fort – ver­schwun­den. Ab­ge­se­hen von der Lam­pe, war der Tisch leer.




Every­one was si­lent for a minute. Then Filby said he was damned.

Alle schwie­gen eine Mi­nu­te lang. Dann sag­te Fil­by, er lie­ße sich hän­gen.




The Psy­cho­lo­gist re­covered from his stupor, and sud­denly looked un­der the table.

Der Psy­cho­lo­ge er­hol­te sich aus sei­ner Er­star­rung und blick­te plötz­lich un­ter den Tisch.

At that the Time Trav­el­ler laughed cheer­fully. “Well?” he said, with a re­min­is­cence of the Psy­cho­lo­gist.

Da lach­te der Zeit­rei­sen­de hei­ter. »Nun?« sag­te er mit ei­ner Re­mi­nis­zenz an den Psy­cho­lo­gen.

Then, get­ting up, he went to the to­bacco jar on the man­tel, and with his back to us began to fill his pipe.

Dann stand er auf, ging zum Ta­bak­krug auf dem Ka­min­sims und be­gann sich, uns den Rücken zu­ge­kehrt, sei­ne Pfei­fe zu stop­fen.




We stared at each oth­er. “Look here,” said the Med­ic­al Man, “are you in earn­est about this? Do you ser­i­ously be­lieve that that ma­chine has trav­elled into time?”

Wir starr­ten ein­an­der an. »Hö­ren Sie«, sag­te der Arzt, »ist das Ihr Ernst? Mei­nen Sie im Ernst, daß die­se Ma­schi­ne in die Zeit ge­reist ist?«




“Cer­tainly,” said the Time Trav­el­ler, stoop­ing to light a spill at the fire.

»Si­cher­lich«, sag­te der Zeit­rei­sen­de und bück­te sich, um einen Fi­di­bus am Feu­er an­zu­zün­den.

Then he turned, light­ing his pipe, to look at the Psy­cho­lo­gist’s face.

Dann wand­te er sich um, wäh­rend er die Pfei­fe an­zün­de­te, und sah dem Psy­cho­lo­gen ins Ge­sicht.

(The Psy­cho­lo­gist, to show that he was not un­hinged, helped him­self to a ci­gar and tried to light it un­cut.)

(Der Psy­cho­lo­ge woll­te zei­gen, daß er nicht aus den An­geln ge­ho­ben war, nahm sich eine Zi­gar­re und ver­such­te, sie un­be­schnit­ten an­zu­zün­den.)

“What is more, I have a big ma­chine nearly fin­ished in there”﻿ — he in­dic­ated the labor­at­ory

»Noch mehr – ich habe da hin­ten« – er zeig­te nach dem La­bo­ra­to­ri­um

— ﻿“and when that is put to­geth­er I mean to have a jour­ney on my own ac­count.”

– »eine große Ma­schi­ne fast fer­tig, und wenn sie zu­sam­men­ge­setzt ist, den­ke ich sel­ber eine Rei­se zu ma­chen.«




“You mean to say that that ma­chine has trav­elled into the fu­ture?” said Filby.

»Sie wol­len sa­gen, die Ma­schi­ne sei in die Zu­kunft ge­wan­dert?« sag­te Fil­by.




“Into the fu­ture or the past﻿ — I don’t, for cer­tain, know which.”

»In die Zu­kunft oder die Ver­gan­gen­heit – wo­hin, weiß ich nicht si­cher.«




After an in­ter­val the Psy­cho­lo­gist had an in­spir­a­tion. “It must have gone into the past if it has gone any­where,” he said.

Nach ei­ner Pau­se hat­te der Psy­cho­lo­ge eine In­spi­ra­ti­on. »Sie muß in die Ver­gan­gen­heit ge­wan­dert sein, wenn sie ir­gend­wo­hin ge­wan­dert ist,« sag­te er.




“Why?” said the Time Trav­el­ler.

»Warum?« sag­te der Zeit­rei­sen­de.




“Be­cause I pre­sume that it has not moved in space,

»Weil ich an­neh­me, daß sie sich im Raum nicht be­wegt hat,

and if it trav­elled into the fu­ture it would still be here all this time, since it must have trav­elled through this time.”

und wenn sie in die Zu­kunft ge­wan­dert wäre, wür­de sie noch im­mer hier sein, weil sie die­se Zeit hät­te durch­wan­dern müs­sen.«




“But,” I said, “If it trav­elled into the past it would have been vis­ible when we came first into this room;

»Aber«, sag­te ich, »wenn sie in die Ver­gan­gen­heit ge­wan­dert wäre, hät­te sie zu se­hen sein müs­sen, als wir in die­ses Zim­mer ka­men,

and last Thursday when we were here; and the Thursday be­fore that; and so forth!”

und letz­ten Don­ners­tag, als wir hier wa­ren, und den Don­ners­tag da­vor und so fort.«




“Ser­i­ous ob­jec­tions,” re­marked the Pro­vin­cial May­or, with an air of im­par­ti­al­ity, turn­ing to­wards the Time Trav­el­ler.

»Erns­te Ein­wän­de«, be­merk­te der Bür­ger­meis­ter aus der Pro­vinz mit ei­ner Mie­ne der Un­par­tei­lich­keit, in­dem er sich zum Zeit­rei­sen­den wand­te.




“Not a bit,” said the Time Trav­el­ler, and, to the Psy­cho­lo­gist: “You think. You can ex­plain that.

»Kei­ne Spur«, sag­te der Zeit­rei­sen­de; und zum Psy­cho­lo­gen: »Sie den­ken. Sie kön­nen das er­klä­ren.

It’s present­a­tion be­low the threshold, you know, di­luted present­a­tion.”

Es ist eine Wahr­neh­mung un­ter der Schwel­le, wis­sen Sie, ver­flüch­tig­te Wahr­neh­mung.«




“Of course,” said the Psy­cho­lo­gist, and re­as­sured us. “That’s a simple point of psy­cho­logy.

»Na­tür­lich«, sag­te der Psy­cho­lo­ge und be­ru­hig­te uns. »Das ist et­was ganz Ge­wöhn­li­ches in der Psy­cho­lo­gie.

I should have thought of it. It’s plain enough, and helps the para­dox de­light­fully.

Dar­an hät­te ich den­ken sol­len. Das ist ein­fach ge­nug und hilft dem Pa­ra­do­xen wun­der­voll.

We can­not see it, nor can we ap­pre­ci­ate this ma­chine, any more than we can the spoke of a wheel spin­ning, or a bul­let fly­ing through the air.

Wir kön­nen die­se Ma­schi­ne so we­nig se­hen und wahr­neh­men, wie wir die Spei­che ei­nes wir­beln­den Ra­des oder ei­ner Ku­gel, die durch die Luft fliegt, se­hen kön­nen.

If it is trav­el­ling through time fifty times or a hun­dred times faster than we are, if it gets through a minute while we get through a second,

Wenn sie fünf­zig oder hun­dert­mal so schnell durch die Zeit wan­dert wie wir, wenn sie eine Mi­nu­te durch­läuft, wäh­rend wir eine Se­kun­de durch­lau­fen,

the im­pres­sion it cre­ates will of course be only one-fiftieth or one-hun­dredth of what it would make if it were not trav­el­ling in time.

so wird der Ein­druck, den sie macht, na­tür­lich auch nur ein Fünf­zigs­tel oder ein Hun­derts­tel von dem sein, den sie ma­chen wür­de, wenn sie nicht durch die Zeit wan­der­te.

That’s plain enough.” He passed his hand through the space in which the ma­chine had been. “You see?” he said, laugh­ing.

Das ist ganz klar.« Er fuhr mit der Hand durch den Raum, wo die Ma­schi­ne ge­stan­den hat­te. »Sie se­hen?« sag­te er la­chend.




We sat and stared at the va­cant table for a minute or so. Then the Time Trav­el­ler asked us what we thought of it all.

Wir sa­ßen eine Mi­nu­te oder so und starr­ten den lee­ren Tisch an. Dann frag­te uns der Zeit­rei­sen­de, was wir von dem al­len hiel­ten.




“It sounds plaus­ible enough to­night,” said the Med­ic­al Man; “but wait un­til to­mor­row. Wait for the com­mon sense of the morn­ing.”

»Heut abend klingt al­les plau­si­bel ge­nug«, sag­te der Arzt; »aber war­ten Sie bis mor­gen. War­ten Sie auf den ge­sun­den Men­schen­ver­stand des Mor­gens.«




“Would you like to see the Time Ma­chine it­self?” asked the Time Trav­el­ler.

»Möch­ten Sie die Zeit­ma­schi­ne sel­ber se­hen?« frag­te der Zeit­rei­sen­de.

And there­with, tak­ing the lamp in his hand, he led the way down the long, draughty cor­ridor to his labor­at­ory.

Und zu­gleich nahm er die Lam­pe und führ­te uns den lan­gen Gang zu sei­nem La­bo­ra­to­ri­um hin­un­ter.

I re­mem­ber vividly the flick­er­ing light, his queer, broad head in sil­hou­ette,

Ich er­in­ne­re mich leb­haft des fla­ckern­den Lichts, sei­nes wun­der­li­chen, brei­ten Kopf­es in der Sil­hou­et­te,

the dance of the shad­ows, how we all fol­lowed him, puzzled but in­cred­u­lous,

des Schat­ten­tan­zes, als wir ihm alle folg­ten, ver­wirrt, aber un­gläu­big,

and how there in the labor­at­ory we be­held a lar­ger edi­tion of the little mech­an­ism which we had seen van­ish from be­fore our eyes.

und wie wir dort im La­bo­ra­to­ri­um eine grö­ße­re Aus­ga­be des klei­nen Me­cha­nis­mus er­blick­ten, den wir vor un­se­ren Au­gen hat­ten ver­schwin­den se­hen.

Parts were of nick­el, parts of ivory, parts had cer­tainly been filed or sawn out of rock crys­tal.

Tei­le wa­ren aus Ni­ckel, Tei­le aus El­fen­bein und an­de­re wa­ren ohne Fra­ge aus Fels­kris­tall ge­schlif­fen und ge­schnit­ten.

The thing was gen­er­ally com­plete, but the twis­ted crys­tal­line bars lay un­fin­ished upon the bench be­side some sheets of draw­ings,

Die Ma­schi­ne war ziem­lich fer­tig, nur die ge­wun­de­nen Kris­tall­wel­len la­gen noch un­voll­en­det auf der Bank ne­ben ei­ni­gen Zeich­nun­gen,

and I took one up for a bet­ter look at it. Quartz it seemed to be.

und ich nahm eine in die Hand, um sie bes­ser zu be­trach­ten. Es schi­en Quarz zu sein.




“Look here,” said the Med­ic­al Man, “are you per­fectly ser­i­ous? Or is this a trick﻿ — like that ghost you showed us last Christ­mas?”

»Hö­ren Sie«, sag­te der Arzt, »ist es Ih­nen wirk­lich Ernst? Oder ist es ein Trick – wie der Geist, den Sie uns ver­gan­ge­ne Weih­nach­ten zeig­ten?«




“Upon that ma­chine,” said the Time Trav­el­ler, hold­ing the lamp aloft, “I in­tend to ex­plore time.

»Auf der Ma­schi­ne«, sag­te der Zeit­rei­sen­de und hielt die Lam­pe hoch, »will ich die Zeit er­for­schen.

Is that plain? I was nev­er more ser­i­ous in my life.”

Ist das klar? Es ist mir in mei­nem gan­zen Le­ben nie mehr Ernst ge­we­sen.«




None of us quite knew how to take it.

Kei­ner von uns wuß­te recht, wie er es neh­men soll­te.




I caught Filby’s eye over the shoulder of the Med­ic­al Man, and he winked at me sol­emnly.

Ich be­geg­ne­te über der Schul­ter des Arz­tes Fil­bys Auge, und er blin­zel­te mir fei­er­lich zu.









CHAPTER I
 



THE Time Trav­el­ler (for so it will be con­veni­ent to speak of him) was ex­pound­ing a re­con­dite mat­ter to us. 
His grey eyes shone and twinkled, and his usu­ally pale face was flushed and an­im­ated. 
The fire burned brightly, and the soft ra­di­ance of the in­can­des­cent lights in the lilies of sil­ver caught the bubbles that flashed and passed in our glasses. 
Our chairs, be­ing his pat­ents, em­braced and caressed us rather than sub­mit­ted to be sat upon, 
and there was that lux­uri­ous after-din­ner at­mo­sphere when thought roams grace­fully free of the tram­mels of pre­ci­sion. 
And he put it to us in this way﻿ — mark­ing the points with a lean fore­finger﻿ 
— as we sat and lazily ad­mired his earn­est­ness over this new para­dox (as we thought it) and his fecund­ity. 



“You must fol­low me care­fully. I shall have to con­tro­vert one or two ideas that are al­most uni­ver­sally ac­cep­ted. 
The geo­metry, for in­stance, they taught you at school is foun­ded on a mis­con­cep­tion.” 



“Is not that rather a large thing to ex­pect us to be­gin upon?” said Filby, an ar­gu­ment­at­ive per­son with red hair. 



“I do not mean to ask you to ac­cept any­thing without reas­on­able ground for it. You will soon ad­mit as much as I need from you. 
You know of course that a math­em­at­ic­al line, a line of thick­ness nil, has no real ex­ist­ence. 
They taught you that? Neither has a math­em­at­ic­al plane. These things are mere ab­strac­tions.” 



“That is all right,” said the Psy­cho­lo­gist. 



“Nor, hav­ing only length, breadth, and thick­ness, can a cube have a real ex­ist­ence.” 



“There I ob­ject,” said Filby. “Of course a sol­id body may ex­ist. All real things﻿ —” 



“So most people think. But wait a mo­ment. Can an in­stant­an­eous cube ex­ist?” 



“Don’t fol­low you,” said Filby. 



“Can a cube that does not last for any time at all, have a real ex­ist­ence?” 



Filby be­came pens­ive. “Clearly,” the Time Trav­el­ler pro­ceeded, “any real body must have ex­ten­sion in four dir­ec­tions: 
it must have Length, Breadth, Thick­ness, and﻿ — Dur­a­tion. 
But through a nat­ur­al in­firm­ity of the flesh, which I will ex­plain to you in a mo­ment, we in­cline to over­look this fact. 
There are really four di­men­sions, three which we call the three planes of Space, and a fourth, Time. 
There is, however, a tend­ency to draw an un­real dis­tinc­tion between the former three di­men­sions and the lat­ter, 
be­cause it hap­pens that our con­scious­ness moves in­ter­mit­tently in one dir­ec­tion along the lat­ter from the be­gin­ning to the end of our lives.” 



“That,” said a very young man, mak­ing spas­mod­ic ef­forts to re­light his ci­gar over the lamp; “that … very clear in­deed.” 



“Now, it is very re­mark­able that this is so ex­tens­ively over­looked,” 
con­tin­ued the Time Trav­el­ler, with a slight ac­ces­sion of cheer­ful­ness. 
“Really this is what is meant by the Fourth Di­men­sion, 
though some people who talk about the Fourth Di­men­sion do not know they mean it. 
It is only an­oth­er way of look­ing at Time. 
There is no dif­fer­ence between Time and any of the three di­men­sions of Space ex­cept that our con­scious­ness moves along it. 
But some fool­ish people have got hold of the wrong side of that idea. 
You have all heard what they have to say about this Fourth Di­men­sion?” 



“I have not,” said the Pro­vin­cial May­or. 



“It is simply this. That Space, as our math­em­aticians have it, is spoken of as hav­ing three di­men­sions, which one may call Length, 
Breadth, and Thick­ness, and is al­ways defin­able by ref­er­ence to three planes, each at right angles to the oth­ers. 
But some philo­soph­ic­al people have been ask­ing why three di­men­sions par­tic­u­larly﻿ 
— why not an­oth­er dir­ec­tion at right angles to the oth­er three?﻿ — and have even tried to con­struct a Four-Di­men­sion geo­metry. 
Pro­fess­or Si­mon New­comb was ex­pound­ing this to the New York Math­em­at­ic­al So­ci­ety only a month or so ago. 
You know how on a flat sur­face, which has only two di­men­sions, we can rep­res­ent a fig­ure of a three-di­men­sion­al sol­id, 
and sim­il­arly they think that by mod­els of three di­men­sions they could rep­res­ent one of four﻿ 
— if they could mas­ter the per­spect­ive of the thing. See?” 



“I think so,” mur­mured the Pro­vin­cial May­or; 
and, knit­ting his brows, he lapsed into an in­tro­spect­ive state, his lips mov­ing as one who re­peats mys­tic words. 
“Yes, I think I see it now,” he said after some time, bright­en­ing in a quite trans­it­ory man­ner. 



“Well, I do not mind telling you I have been at work upon this geo­metry of Four Di­men­sions for some time. Some of my res­ults are curi­ous. 
For in­stance, here is a por­trait of a man at eight years old, 
an­oth­er at fif­teen, an­oth­er at sev­en­teen, an­oth­er at twenty-three, and so on. 
All these are evid­ently sec­tions, as it were, Three-Di­men­sion­al rep­res­ent­a­tions of his Four-Di­men­sioned be­ing, which is a fixed and un­al­ter­able thing. 



“Sci­entif­ic people,” pro­ceeded the Time Trav­el­ler, after the pause re­quired for the prop­er as­sim­il­a­tion of this, 
“know very well that Time is only a kind of Space. 
Here is a pop­u­lar sci­entif­ic dia­gram, a weath­er re­cord. This line I trace with my fin­ger shows the move­ment of the ba­ro­met­er. 
Yes­ter­day it was so high, yes­ter­day night it fell, then this morn­ing it rose again, and so gently up­ward to here. 
Surely the mer­cury did not trace this line in any of the di­men­sions of Space gen­er­ally re­cog­nized? 
But cer­tainly it traced such a line, and that line, there­fore, we must con­clude was along the Time-Di­men­sion.” 



“But,” said the Med­ic­al Man, star­ing hard at a coal in the fire, “if Time is really only a fourth di­men­sion of Space, 
why is it, and why has it al­ways been, re­garded as something dif­fer­ent? 
And why can­not we move in Time as we move about in the oth­er di­men­sions of Space?” 



The Time Trav­el­ler smiled. “Are you sure we can move freely in Space? 
Right and left we can go, back­ward and for­ward freely enough, and men al­ways have done so. 
I ad­mit we move freely in two di­men­sions. But how about up and down? Grav­it­a­tion lim­its us there.” 



“Not ex­actly,” said the Med­ic­al Man. “There are bal­loons.” 



“But be­fore the bal­loons, save for spas­mod­ic jump­ing and the in­equal­it­ies of the sur­face, man had no free­dom of ver­tic­al move­ment.” 



“Still they could move a little up and down,” said the Med­ic­al Man. 



“Easi­er, far easi­er down than up.” 



“And you can­not move at all in Time, you can­not get away from the present mo­ment.” 



“My dear sir, that is just where you are wrong. That is just where the whole world has gone wrong. 
We are al­ways get­ting away from the present mo­ment. 
Our men­tal ex­ist­ences, which are im­ma­ter­i­al and have no di­men­sions, 
are passing along the Time-Di­men­sion with a uni­form ve­lo­city from the cradle to the grave. 
Just as we should travel down if we began our ex­ist­ence fifty miles above the earth’s sur­face.” 



“But the great dif­fi­culty is this,” in­ter­rup­ted the Psy­cho­lo­gist. 
“You can move about in all dir­ec­tions of Space, but you can­not move about in Time.” 



“That is the germ of my great dis­cov­ery. But you are wrong to say that we can­not move about in Time. 
For in­stance, if I am re­call­ing an in­cid­ent very vividly I go back to the in­stant of its oc­cur­rence: I be­come ab­sent­minded, as you say. I jump back for a mo­ment. 
Of course we have no means of stay­ing back for any length of Time, any more than a sav­age or an an­im­al has of stay­ing six feet above the ground. 
But a civ­il­ized man is bet­ter off than the sav­age in this re­spect. 
He can go up against grav­it­a­tion in a bal­loon, and why should he not hope 
that ul­ti­mately he may be able to stop or ac­cel­er­ate his drift along the Time-Di­men­sion, or even turn about and travel the oth­er way?” 



“Oh, this,” began Filby, “is all﻿ —” 



“Why not?” said the Time Trav­el­ler. 



“It’s against reas­on,” said Filby. 



“What reas­on?” said the Time Trav­el­ler. 



“You can show black is white by ar­gu­ment,” said Filby, “but you will nev­er con­vince me.” 



“Pos­sibly not,” said the Time Trav­el­ler. 
“But now you be­gin to see the ob­ject of my in­vest­ig­a­tions into the geo­metry of Four Di­men­sions. 
Long ago I had a vague ink­ling of a ma­chine﻿ —” 



“To travel through Time!” ex­claimed the Very Young Man. 



“That shall travel in­dif­fer­ently in any dir­ec­tion of Space and Time, as the driver de­term­ines.” 



Filby con­ten­ted him­self with laughter. 



“But I have ex­per­i­ment­al veri­fic­a­tion,” said the Time Trav­el­ler. 



“It would be re­mark­ably con­veni­ent for the his­tor­i­an,” the Psy­cho­lo­gist sug­ges­ted. 
“One might travel back and veri­fy the ac­cep­ted ac­count of the Battle of Hast­ings, for in­stance!” 



“Don’t you think you would at­tract at­ten­tion?” said the Med­ic­al Man. “Our an­cest­ors had no great tol­er­ance for ana­chron­isms.” 



“One might get one’s Greek from the very lips of Homer and Pla­to,” the Very Young Man thought. 



“In which case they would cer­tainly plough you for the Little-go. The Ger­man schol­ars have im­proved Greek so much.” 



“Then there is the fu­ture,” said the Very Young Man. “Just think! 
One might in­vest all one’s money, leave it to ac­cu­mu­late at in­terest, and hurry on ahead!” 



“To dis­cov­er a so­ci­ety,” said I, “erec­ted on a strictly com­mun­ist­ic basis.” 



“Of all the wild ex­tra­vag­ant the­or­ies!” began the Psy­cho­lo­gist. 



“Yes, so it seemed to me, and so I nev­er talked of it un­til﻿ —” 



“Ex­per­i­ment­al veri­fic­a­tion!” cried I. “You are go­ing to veri­fy that?” 



“The ex­per­i­ment!” cried Filby, who was get­ting brain-weary. 



“Let’s see your ex­per­i­ment any­how,” said the Psy­cho­lo­gist, “though it’s all hum­bug, you know.” 



The Time Trav­el­ler smiled round at us. 
Then, still smil­ing faintly, and with his hands deep in his trousers pock­ets, he walked slowly out of the room, and we heard his slip­pers shuff­ling down the long pas­sage to his labor­at­ory. 



The Psy­cho­lo­gist looked at us. “I won­der what he’s got?” 



“Some sleight-of-hand trick or oth­er,” said the Med­ic­al Man, and Filby tried to tell us about a con­jurer he had seen at Burslem; 
but be­fore he had fin­ished his pre­face the Time Trav­el­ler came back, and Filby’s an­ec­dote col­lapsed. 



The thing the Time Trav­el­ler held in his hand was a glit­ter­ing metal­lic frame­work, 
scarcely lar­ger than a small clock, and very del­ic­ately made. 
There was ivory in it, and some trans­par­ent crys­tal­line sub­stance. 
And now I must be ex­pli­cit, for this that fol­lows﻿ — un­less his ex­plan­a­tion is to be ac­cep­ted﻿ — is an ab­so­lutely un­ac­count­able thing. 
He took one of the small oc­ta­gon­al tables that were scattered about the room, 
and set it in front of the fire, with two legs on the hearth­rug. 
On this table he placed the mech­an­ism. Then he drew up a chair, and sat down. 
The only oth­er ob­ject on the table was a small shaded lamp, the bright light of which fell upon the mod­el. 
There were also per­haps a dozen candles about, two in brass can­dle­sticks upon the man­tel 
and sev­er­al in sconces, so that the room was bril­liantly il­lu­min­ated. 
I sat in a low arm­chair nearest the fire, and I drew this for­ward 
so as to be al­most between the Time Trav­el­ler and the fire­place. 
Filby sat be­hind him, look­ing over his shoulder. 
The Med­ic­al Man and the Pro­vin­cial May­or watched him in pro­file from the right, the Psy­cho­lo­gist from the left. 
The Very Young Man stood be­hind the Psy­cho­lo­gist. We were all on the alert. 
It ap­pears in­cred­ible to me that any kind of trick, however subtly con­ceived and however adroitly done, could have been played upon us un­der these con­di­tions. 



The Time Trav­el­ler looked at us, and then at the mech­an­ism. “Well?” said the Psy­cho­lo­gist. 



“This little af­fair,” said the Time Trav­el­ler, 
rest­ing his el­bows upon the table and press­ing his hands to­geth­er above the ap­par­at­us, “is only a mod­el. 
It is my plan for a ma­chine to travel through time. 
You will no­tice that it looks sin­gu­larly askew, and that there is an odd twink­ling ap­pear­ance about this bar, as though it was in some way un­real.” 
He poin­ted to the part with his fin­ger. “Also, here is one little white lever, and here is an­oth­er.” 



The Med­ic­al Man got up out of his chair and peered into the thing. “It’s beau­ti­fully made,” he said. 



“It took two years to make,” re­tor­ted the Time Trav­el­ler. 
Then, when we had all im­it­ated the ac­tion of the Med­ic­al Man, he said: “Now I want you clearly to un­der­stand 
that this lever, be­ing pressed over, sends the ma­chine glid­ing into the fu­ture, and this oth­er re­verses the mo­tion. 
This saddle rep­res­ents the seat of a time trav­el­ler. 
Presently I am go­ing to press the lever, and off the ma­chine will go. It will van­ish, pass into fu­ture Time, and dis­ap­pear. 
Have a good look at the thing. Look at the table too, and sat­is­fy yourselves there is no trick­ery. 
I don’t want to waste this mod­el, and then be told I’m a quack.” 



There was a minute’s pause per­haps. The Psy­cho­lo­gist seemed about to speak to me, but changed his mind. 
Then the Time Trav­el­ler put forth his fin­ger to­wards the lever. “No,” he said sud­denly. “Lend me your hand.” 
And turn­ing to the Psy­cho­lo­gist, he took that in­di­vidu­al’s hand in his own and told him to put out his fore­finger. 
So that it was the Psy­cho­lo­gist him­self who sent forth the mod­el Time Ma­chine on its in­ter­min­able voy­age. We all saw the lever turn. 
I am ab­so­lutely cer­tain there was no trick­ery. There was a breath of wind, and the lamp flame jumped. 
One of the candles on the man­tel was blown out, and the little ma­chine sud­denly swung round, be­came in­dis­tinct, 
was seen as a ghost for a second per­haps, as an eddy of faintly glit­ter­ing brass and ivory; 
and it was gone﻿ — van­ished! Save for the lamp the table was bare. 



Every­one was si­lent for a minute. Then Filby said he was damned. 



The Psy­cho­lo­gist re­covered from his stupor, and sud­denly looked un­der the table. 
At that the Time Trav­el­ler laughed cheer­fully. “Well?” he said, with a re­min­is­cence of the Psy­cho­lo­gist. 
Then, get­ting up, he went to the to­bacco jar on the man­tel, and with his back to us began to fill his pipe. 



We stared at each oth­er. “Look here,” said the Med­ic­al Man, “are you in earn­est about this? Do you ser­i­ously be­lieve that that ma­chine has trav­elled into time?” 



“Cer­tainly,” said the Time Trav­el­ler, stoop­ing to light a spill at the fire. 
Then he turned, light­ing his pipe, to look at the Psy­cho­lo­gist’s face. 
(The Psy­cho­lo­gist, to show that he was not un­hinged, helped him­self to a ci­gar and tried to light it un­cut.) 
“What is more, I have a big ma­chine nearly fin­ished in there”﻿ — he in­dic­ated the labor­at­ory 
— ﻿“and when that is put to­geth­er I mean to have a jour­ney on my own ac­count.” 



“You mean to say that that ma­chine has trav­elled into the fu­ture?” said Filby. 



“Into the fu­ture or the past﻿ — I don’t, for cer­tain, know which.” 



After an in­ter­val the Psy­cho­lo­gist had an in­spir­a­tion. “It must have gone into the past if it has gone any­where,” he said. 



“Why?” said the Time Trav­el­ler. 



“Be­cause I pre­sume that it has not moved in space, 
and if it trav­elled into the fu­ture it would still be here all this time, since it must have trav­elled through this time.” 



“But,” I said, “If it trav­elled into the past it would have been vis­ible when we came first into this room; 
and last Thursday when we were here; and the Thursday be­fore that; and so forth!” 



“Ser­i­ous ob­jec­tions,” re­marked the Pro­vin­cial May­or, with an air of im­par­ti­al­ity, turn­ing to­wards the Time Trav­el­ler. 



“Not a bit,” said the Time Trav­el­ler, and, to the Psy­cho­lo­gist: “You think. You can ex­plain that. 
It’s present­a­tion be­low the threshold, you know, di­luted present­a­tion.” 



“Of course,” said the Psy­cho­lo­gist, and re­as­sured us. “That’s a simple point of psy­cho­logy. 
I should have thought of it. It’s plain enough, and helps the para­dox de­light­fully. 
We can­not see it, nor can we ap­pre­ci­ate this ma­chine, any more than we can the spoke of a wheel spin­ning, or a bul­let fly­ing through the air. 
If it is trav­el­ling through time fifty times or a hun­dred times faster than we are, if it gets through a minute while we get through a second, 
the im­pres­sion it cre­ates will of course be only one-fiftieth or one-hun­dredth of what it would make if it were not trav­el­ling in time. 
That’s plain enough.” He passed his hand through the space in which the ma­chine had been. “You see?” he said, laugh­ing. 



We sat and stared at the va­cant table for a minute or so. Then the Time Trav­el­ler asked us what we thought of it all. 



“It sounds plaus­ible enough to­night,” said the Med­ic­al Man; “but wait un­til to­mor­row. Wait for the com­mon sense of the morn­ing.” 



“Would you like to see the Time Ma­chine it­self?” asked the Time Trav­el­ler. 
And there­with, tak­ing the lamp in his hand, he led the way down the long, draughty cor­ridor to his labor­at­ory. 
I re­mem­ber vividly the flick­er­ing light, his queer, broad head in sil­hou­ette, 
the dance of the shad­ows, how we all fol­lowed him, puzzled but in­cred­u­lous, 
and how there in the labor­at­ory we be­held a lar­ger edi­tion of the little mech­an­ism which we had seen van­ish from be­fore our eyes. 
Parts were of nick­el, parts of ivory, parts had cer­tainly been filed or sawn out of rock crys­tal. 
The thing was gen­er­ally com­plete, but the twis­ted crys­tal­line bars lay un­fin­ished upon the bench be­side some sheets of draw­ings, 
and I took one up for a bet­ter look at it. Quartz it seemed to be. 



“Look here,” said the Med­ic­al Man, “are you per­fectly ser­i­ous? Or is this a trick﻿ — like that ghost you showed us last Christ­mas?” 



“Upon that ma­chine,” said the Time Trav­el­ler, hold­ing the lamp aloft, “I in­tend to ex­plore time. 
Is that plain? I was nev­er more ser­i­ous in my life.” 



None of us quite knew how to take it. 



I caught Filby’s eye over the shoulder of the Med­ic­al Man, and he winked at me sol­emnly. 
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