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INTRODUCTION

BY

TIFFANY THAYER

Secretary of the Fortean Society

women—that they are all things to all men. The book in

your hand has that in common with all other great books,
and to me it is a catalyst. Throw a paragraph of it into any com-
pany and stand well back!

For twenty-one years | have used its parts—each of the four
volumes here collected—as an acid test for drinking companions,
and this has tended to keep me sober. In my esteem you weigh
as much as your comment on this book tells about you. That is
not to say that this is your real weight, of course. Other men will
weigh you in their scales—but | can speak only for myself and
these are mine.

It is also a key.

It is the key which opened for me the steel box in which the
schools of this mercantile civilization had locked my brains. Other
men: other keys. My heartiest congratulations if you have found
any key which fits that lock. The books of Charles Fort set my
mind free.

It is a filter and a magnet and a lens. . . . Many minds will
come to it and be sieved through it and when they come out at
the nether end—where a magnificent Index has been added!—
some will have left precipitate and some may remain almost un-
changed, depending upon the nature and quality of the stuff they
have brought to the sifting. Nor am | the man to say that you’'ll be
the better for it either way: nor will | say that the precipitate is

dross— leastwise, | have not said that here. My effort is simply to
Vi

GREAT books have this in common with the sea and with
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emphasize that in the atom-smashing maelstrom of the text which
follows there will be a separating of this from that: a dividing, not
an appraisal. Your sound Fortean holds all estimations of value in
perpetual suspense.

This book attracts—as a magnet—the curious-, prying-, inquisi-
tive-minded, and holds those who have affinity or sympathy for its
powers. This, too, is seen to be a selective process since not all
substances are susceptible to the same attractions and repulsions.
Once again—the discrimination is not as to value or to any ultimate
whatever but simply as to affinities. Your little red-painted horse-
shoe magnet ignores gold—or vice versa. | know not how to tell
the actual or absolute specific gravity of ideas. It is no more than
my prejudice to think that the weightiest find here their level.
Other men: other prejudices.

As a lens turned on life—more particularly on Science and most
specifically on Physics and Astronomy—this book, like any other
lens, is dependent for any result upon the sensitivities behind it.
My own eye—which | have no reason to suppose differed from
any other when | first applied it to the Boo\ of the Damned in
1919—craved the achromatic lens of high power. The film of brain
exposed behind it preferred to take impressions as untinted as
might be. It reacted to the truth with as little bias as the pack or
roll you put in your camera. Other minds: other preferences.
Would you see all in a rosy haze—or indigo? Would you? Then
drop this book like a hot potato.

Yes, to that one group which \nows what it thinks, knows what
it wishes to think and would not change, this volume is not recom-
mended. One can only regret that group is such a large one.

Two other groups are likely to disagree with me about the
stature of this volume: Persons who find reading difficult and
persons who wish it had never been written. To the former group
| beg leave to point out that there is disagreement also—and not
only among themselves but among persons who find reading very
easy indeed and even pleasant—disagreement upon the stature of
such other great books as the canon of Rabelais and the Holy
Bible: the Principia of Newton and the works of Nietzsche. Even
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Homer had his Zoilus—and Poe the Woman’s Christian Temper-
ance Union.

You see? Great books are all things to all men and if you do
not consider this a great book after you have read it, your findings
are at least as much confession as indictment. In my view, rather
more. That, for the last time, is only in my view.

The object of all this winnowing and insistence upon the cata-
lytic nature of Fort’s work has been partial self-revelation to enable
my friends to identify themselves as such, so that from the point
of their coalescence onward | may speak freely.

Thus far, | have alleged that Charles Fort has nothing to say
to that enormous segment of humanity which is so thoroughly
hypnotized that it not only wishes to remain that way but will
take off its coat and lay into you at the first suggestion that every-
thing isn’t strictly Kosher in this best of all possible worlds, spin-
ning by well-known and amiable “laws” through a perfect cosmos.

| have acknowledged, further, that another large group will find
Charles Fort difficult to read and that may prevent what he has
to say from reaching them. This is lamentable and | suggest that
if anyone has trouble with Chapter i, they skip it and fill their
mouths with the prime amazement which begins in Chapter 2.
Then they can read Chapter 1 later or forget about it entirely.
Any who find Chapter 1 unreadable on the ground of banality
or puerility are asked kindly to proceed before calling the entire
work jejeune on the basis of a single not-very-profound chapter.
If it strikes you as odd that the Secretary of the Fortean Society
is willing to admit that there are shortcomings in the work of his
Master, credit Charles Fort with giving me that confidence and
freedom from servility—as well as the critical faculty for discerning
his weaknesses. In sharp contrast to Chapter 1 of the Boo\ of
the Damned, however, let me call your best attention to Part I—
that is the first twelve chapters—of New Lands. There is the most
trenchant writing in the volume, the most cogent reasoning, the
most unassailable logic.

I have suggested that a third group wishes Charles Fort had
never written these books. Of that group more anon. It runs into
numbers. In fact the sum of those three classes alone is a staggering
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figure, much larger, one estimates, than the total number who do
now or will ever consider this a great book. We who have that
opinion are a perpetual minority. It is Charles Fort’s greatest glory
that he made dissent permanent.

Before we congratulate each other too cordially on our esoterism,
however, our numbers can be further diminished by eliminating
the millions who cannot laugh and think at the same time: that
is, all pedants in or out of the classroom who approach either read-
ing or writing as a task rather than a pleasure or who maintain
that dignity is an integral part of either teaching or learning—them
as well as their mirthless product. For Charles Fort packed a belly
laugh in either typewriter hand, as you shall see. He laughed as
he wrote, as he read, as he thought: he roared at his subject,
guffawed at the pretensions of its serious practitioners, chortled at
their errors, howled at their inconsistencies, chuckled at his readers,
snickered at his correspondents, smiled at his own folly for engag-
ing in such a business, grinned at the reviews of his books and
became hilarious at my expense when he saw that I was actually
organizing the Fortean Society.

The phrase is so abused as to have lost almost all meaning, but
if you can go back to what the words once stood for in their primi-
tive, pristine state— Charles Fort had the most magnificent “sense
of humor” that ever made life bearable to a thoughtful man. Never
forget that as you read him. If you do, he’ll trick you. He’ll make
you hopping mad sometimes, but—as your choler rises—remember
he’s doing it purposely and that just when you're boiling he’ll stick
his head up and thumb his nose at you. . . . Naturally, such horse-
play is frowned upon in professorial circles. I could venture to
say why, but if | address adults that is hardly necessary.

Another group we can eliminate from our select coterie is that
which read the Boo\ of the Damned or New hands and con-
demned them as works of misguided diligence, chiefly gleanings
from daily newspapers. The inference is that Charles Fort’s charges
might be serious or at least worthy of serious attention if they were
based upon materials gathered from sources generally considered
more highly authentic. Even if it were true that newspapers were
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Charles Fort’s chief source, that judgment is a greater criticism
of the daily press than of our author: but it is not true. Only a
glance at the Index of this omnibus will reveal that so-called “scien-
tific journals” and the publications, transactions, reports, and so on,
of learned societies far outnumber the references to daily papers—
and this Index includes his two subsequently published volumes,
Lo! and Wild Talents, both of which are frankly books about
people and the strange things that happen to them of which news-
papers provide practically the only record extant. . .. However,
let us not quarrel with these unobservant ones but wave them a
merry good-by and Godspeed to the books they prefer. Let them
beat the drum for Einstein—since only twelve persons in the world
are supposed to be capable of understanding him. Perhaps they
feel more at home in that company: perhaps they are uncomfortable
except in a kneeling position. Mental genuflection is not charac-
teristic of Forteans.

Let us stone from our Temple those who reviled Fort for his
effrontery in daring to accuse learned men of charlatanism when
he had not a single letter to add after his own name. It escapes
the attention of these observers that by the time a student attains
such a badge of competence in one or another of the Sciences he
is almost invariably so thoroughly imbued with the dogmas of that
craft, guild or racket that he can no longer see about him with
sufficient clarity to think such thoughts as these, much less to write
comparable books. It is hardly short of miraculous that we were
spared such a mentality as Fort’s—gloriously free from all the cant
of the schoolmen and with no ax of his own to grind.

That Fort had no ax to grind brings us to another group, they
who cannot see the greatness of a Titanic destroyer ... The great
thing to remember is that the mind of man cannot be enlightened
permanently by merely teaching him to refect some particular set
of superstitions, says Gilbert Murray in his “Four Stages of Greek
Religion”. There is an infinite supply of other superstitions always
at hand; and the mind that desires such things—that is, the mind
that has not trained itself to the hard discipline of reasonableness
and honesty, will, as soon as its devils are cast out, proceed to fill
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itself with their relations. . . . The plaint of this group is for
“something instead”. They demand of Charles Fort that he supply
them with a faith to supplant the old. If Earth isn't round, what
shape is it? If light doesn’t get here from the sun in eight minutes,
how long does it take? If light has no velocity, what does it have?
And so on . .. Fort gives them as many answers as there are fleas
on a dog—breath-taking answers, tongue-in-cheek answers, bril-
liant answers, colorful, staggering—and all no more, no less, pre-
posterous than the answers they once thought were true.

On the other hand, there are those detractors who classify Fort
with the cranks as if he had written to establish some private
and well-loved cosmos of his own. They take his celestial argosies
seriously. When he says: “I think we're fished for.”—they are suffi-
ciently naive to understand by that that Charles Fort believed we
are “fished for” ... As an intimate of the man through a period
of years, permit me to assure you that he believed nothing of the
kind. Yet: prove that we are not fished for if you can.

Charles Fort was in no sense a crank. Fie believed not one hair’s
breadth of any of his amazing “hypotheses’—as any sensible adult
must see from the text itself. Fie put his theses forward jocularly—
as Jehovah must have made the platypus and, perhaps, man. He
put them forward for literary purposes—and he achieved them. |
once asked him what he called himself—a “neo-astronomer” or a
“philosopher” or what? Fort said: “I'm just a writer.” And that
he was! ... At another time | talked about his style, its inimita-
bility, the sheer joy of it, and Fort said: “I wonder if the energy
that goes into manner wouldn’t be better devoted to matter.” And
the next day he wrote: Mineral specimens now in museums—
calcites that are piles of petals—or that long ago were the rough
notes of a rose.

One more large group we must eject before the services begin:
the group which calls Charles Fort the “arch-enemy of science”.
Flatly— he was nothing of the kind. The newspapers gave him that
label, the reporters and reviewers being unwilling or unable to in-
vent a more accurate term. Nowadays, when living frogs or fishes
or anything else which “should” not fall from the sky come down
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anyway, the papers say: Here is another datum for that arch-
enemy of science, Charles Fort. This is a quick means of convey-
ing a false impression which has been crystallized by time and
repetition: a short-cut for the mentally lazy on both sides of the
newspaper column, none of whom—on either side—has any con-
cern for abstract justice or for the honesty of their own thinking.

In this same way and at the hands of these same journalists,
Charles Fort is characterized as a marvel-monger, classed with
Ripley, et al. It is so easy to say: “That fellow who wrote all the
books about red snow and black rain.” These pithy word-cartoons,
unjust and fallacious, are typical of the exchange of misconceptions
which pass for information in this world, bringing to mind what
the Great Dissenter of the United States Supreme Court, and one
of the greatest Forteans, Oliver Wendell Holmes, once said: “Certi-
tude is not the test of certainty: we have been cocksure of many
things that were not so.”

Charles Fort was the arch-enemy of dogma—not of science—
which every line that follows in this volume well attests. If he says
it once, he says it a thousand times—and in as many different ways,
accept only temporarily: and that—ideally and theoretically—is the
basic principle of the scientific method. As | said before in some-
what different words, it is Fort’s greatest glory that he emphasized
the paramount necessity for maintaining the ephemeral nature of
all acceptances until the last dog is hung. Every scientist worth his
salt maintains exactly the same thing. Yet Fort is popularly, widely,
notoriously known as the “arch-enemy” of this, the first—and per-
haps the only—article in his creed.

Ah, well, that’s the papers for you. No wonder that one group
of Fort’s detractors finds it a weakness in him that he quotes from
newspapers at all. It was the papers which created Science with a
capital “S” that all-highest, all-knowing court of last appeal. The
diggers and delvers in the laboratories don’t even recognize their
own portraits as presented there. But, here | am on dangerous
ground. We are glancing at one segment of that group mentioned
above—the group which wishes Charles Fort had never written
these books. Let us pass on.
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Let us sum up:

I call this one of the greatest books ever written in this world,
right up there at the top, surely among the first ten. That estimate
is based on its potentiality rather than upon any mensurable effect
to date. That potentiality lies in its power to make its readers think
without telling them what to think. That is the avowed intention
of our schools: an intention which, admittedly, they have never
achieved. The book is delightfully phrased—something which can-
not be said for any text ever handed me by a teacher to study.
It encourages the curious to question, the prying to pry, the in-
quisitive to inquire. Is there an higher mission on earth? | deem
not.

The book will be unpopular with:

1. The dead sot.

. The slow of perception.

. Certain Untouchables.

The dignified.

All sourpusses.

The cursory or unobservant.
Worshipers at the Shrine of Einstein.
. Some pedagogues.

The timid.

. The gullible.

11. Almost without exception—all persons who have their Science
and Scientists from the daily newspapers, Popular Mechanics, Slpy,
The American Weekly, Science News Letter, the Pathfinder, Grit
or Comfort.

There aren’t many of us left, are there?

© O NDOs®WN

=
o

From time to time it occurs to me that we should have in this
country an Intermediate Academy for the Sons of Atheists. If
there is any such it has escaped my notice. Surely there are some
parents who would prefer to have the love of knowledge awakened
in their offspring rather than having them trained to be docile
tax-payers and obedient soldiers. One dreams of a school where
the Ethics of Self-respect might be inculcated instead of the ortho-
doxies of Christian morality. By the Ethics of Self-respect I mean
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something that would partake of Plato, Pyrrho, Pomponazzi—
of the Pomponazzi who maintained that the essential reward of
virtue is virtue itself, that which makes a man happy; the pun-
ishment of the vicious is vice, than which nothing can be more
wretched and unhappy. Other awards are accidental, and there-
fore inferior, for when a reward is conferred by accident, essen-
tial good seems to be diminished. Suppose, for example, one man
acts virtuously without hope of reward, another on the contrary,
with such a hope, the act of the second is not held so virtuous as
that of the first; wherefore he is more essentially rewarded whose
reward does not accrue to him by accident. . . . Whether the soul
be mortal or immortal, death must be despised; and by no means
must virtue be departed from, no matter what happens after death.

In part, at least, the regimen of such an Academy might be that
of the Abbey of Theleme—in Rabelais, you remember. And there,
of course, the chiefest first year study should be Forteanism, with
this volume for text. What such a school would produce would be
youths who could think for themselves, that is to say, philosophers.
As | remember, it was Plato who said: “States will be happy when
philosophers rule.” And my definition of “philosopher”—picked up
I've forgotten where—is: A man who would live no differently if
there were no laws. Or—as Aristotle is quoted: “I do without being
commanded what others do for fear of the law.”

If the graduates of such an Academy became sufficiently numer-
ous they would dispense with law entirely: but that is seen to
lead to Anarchy—a reprehensible state as we all know. Moreover,
it would work hardship upon Senators, Judges and Policemen—to
say nothing of Learned Counsel. So—1 fear that the Boo\s of
Charles Fort will not be a text in any curriculum for a long time.

It was Fort’s notion that we steam-engine when comes steam-
engine time, as the buds burst in the Spring. He used to follow
that by saying that there was little or nothing human effort or in-
genuity could do to hasten or to retard the steam-engining. | always
opposed him in that— not only on the ground that it implied Plan—
“Divine” or not—but also on the ground that every human effort
and all applications of human ingenuity must be factors—how-
ever slight—in bringing about steam-engine time. That argument
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was good for many an evening. It came up when we were trying
to think of a title for his third book which he had written to be
called God and the Fishmonger.

Aaron Sussman, who was virtually the publisher of that volume,
doubted that God and the Fishmonger would sell books. Fort
wrote: | was thinking that an excitement could start up, almost
of itself, if the time has come. So here’s another title-suggestion—
IF THE TIME HAS COME.

THE TIME HAS COME! would be more striking: but it has
in it the sureness, or the pseudo-sureness, of the crank and quack-

Good God—or Godness—or whatever it is—the people downstairs
had a baby, and they simply named her Madeline, and there wasn't
any argument. Still, | do admit that they're not trying to sell their
brat.

ho! was my suggestion because in the text the astronomers are
forever calculating and then pointing to the sky where they figure
a new star or something should be and saying “Lo!"—and there’s
nothing whatever to be seen where they point. Fort agreed to Lo!
at first hearing.

At any rate, the time to have the Books of Charles Fort used as a
school text has not come—although it is manifestly impossible to
read the text without being excited to something very like original
thinking and that is—categorically—the unrealized aim of “popular
education”.

At this point it must be apparent to my friends—so carefully
coalesced earlier in this Introduction—that I am still writing with
my hand in a strait-jacket. Why am | not shouting the praises of
this new Savior—this Savior of human mentality—like the Saint
Paul | should be? Why am | not crying them the Third Golden
Age—a New Renaissance—truly the Age of Reason? Why do I
not demand that Anno Domini end here and now and that we
begin dating from Fort?

Why do | not?

Because if | did—if | said one tenth of the things about Charles
Fort that want saying—we could none of us have this lovely book
with its magnificent Index and this horribly strictured Preface.

Is that clear?
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If not, | suggest that you address me directly, as Secretary of
the Fortean Society, and | will endeavor to explain by hand.

When the Boo/{ of the Damned exploded in the office of the
Chicago Daily News, Henry Blackman Sell was editor of the
Wednesday Book Page, easily the liveliest, healthiest most civilized
literary review this country has ever seen, before or since. Carl
Sandburg reviewed motion pictures for it. Keith Preston wrote
verse. Floyd Dell, Sherwood Anderson and Ben Hecht were con-
tributors. Ben Hecht reviewed Fort’s first book. The review is a
classic and it was reprinted in full in the Fortean Society Magazine,
January, 1940. Here is only a line: “Charles Fort has made a
terrible onslaught upon the accumulated lunacy of fifty centuries.
The onslaught will perish. The lunacy will survive, intrenching
itself behind the derisive laughter of all good citizens.”

But the acid of Charles Fort’'s prose had bitten deep into many
of us and we got our heads together in such fashion that his on-
slaught has survived in this world, in spite of the derisive laughter
of all good citizens. We founded the Fortean Society—to honor the
man who had written: “I conceive of nothing, in religion, science,
or philosophy, that is more than the proper thing to wear, for a
while.”

The Wednesday following publication of Ben Hecht’s review of
the Boo\ of the Damned in the Chicago Daily News, this ap-
peared :

WHO IS CHARLES FORT?

After reading “The Book of the Damned” (published by Boni
and Liveright) we were keen to know all about the author. A
wire brought a wire and here you are, fresh from the Western
Union. (New York Special to the Wednesday Book Page.)

| began writing the “Book of the Damned” when | was a boy.
| had determined to be a naturalist. | read voraciously, shot birds
and stuffed them, collected stamps, classified minerals, stuck in-
sects on pins and labeled them as | saw them labeled in museums.
| became a newspaper reporter and instead of collecting idealists’
bodies in morgues, Sunday school children parading in Brooklyn,
greengoods men and convicts in jail, | arranged my experiences,
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| pottered over them quite as | had over birds’ eggs and minerals
and insects.

I am astonished every time | hear one say he cannot under-
stand dreams, or, rather, that he sees anything especially mystic
in dreams. Let anyone look back at his own life. There are no
dreams phenomena which are not characteristic of all lives—the
fading away, the dissolving again of something | had supposed
would be final, so interesting, sometimes so exciting were they—
fragments of bodies in morgues—crime and altruism. Therein
was born the monism that runs through “The Book of the
Damned,” the merging away of all things in all other things, the
impossibility of distinguishing anything from anything else in a
positive sense or specifically of distinguishing everyday life from
dream existence.

| determined to write a book. | began writing novels. Year in,
year out, 3500,000 words, though that's only an estimate.

I thought that, except in the writing of novels, which probably
looked like the offspring of kangaroos, not an incentive could
there be to go on living. Lawyers and naturalists and longshore-
men and United States Senators—what a dreary lot! But | hadn’t
written what | wanted. 1I'd begin anew and be an ultra-scientific
realist.

So | took notes enormously. | had a wall covered with pigeon-
holes for them. | had 25,000 notes. | worried when | thought of
the possibility of fire. I thought of taking the notes upon fireproof
material. But they were not what | wanted, and, finally 1 de-
stroyed them. For that Theodore Dreiser will never forgive me.

My first interests had been scientific—realism sent me back.
Then for eight years | studied all the arts and sciences | had
ever heard of and | invented half a dozen arts and sciences. |
marveled that anybody could be satisfied to be a novelist or the
head of a steel trust or a tailor or a governor or a street cleaner.

Then came to me a plan of collecting notes upon all subjects
of human research upon all known phenomena, and then to try
to find the widest possible diversity of data, agreements that
would signify something of cosmic order or law or formula,
something that could be generalized. | collected notes upon prin-
ciples and phenomena of astronomy, sociology, psychology, deep
sea diving, navigation, surveying, volcanoes, religion, sexes, earth-
worms—that is, always seeking similarities in widest seeming
differences, such as astronomic and chemic and sociologic quan-
tivalence, or astronomic and chemic and sociologic perturbations,
chemic and musical combinations, morphologic phenomena of
magnetism, chemistry and sexual attractions.
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| ended up with 40,000 notes arranged under 1,300 headings,
such as “Harmony,” “Equilibrium,” “Catalysts,” “Saturation,”
“Supply and Demand,” “Metabolism.”

They were 1,300 hell hounds gibing, with 1,300 voices, at my
attempt to find finality. 1 wrote a book that expressed very little
of what | was trying to do.

| cut it down from 500 or 600 pages to ninety pages. Then
| put it away. It was not what | wanted. But the force of the
40,000 notes had been modified by this book. Nevertheless, the
power, or the hypnosis, of them, orthodox notes, all of them,
orthodox materialism, Tyndall says this, Darwin says that,
authoritativeness, positiveness, chemists and astronomers and
geologists have proved this or that, nevertheless, monism and
revolt were making me write that not even are twice two four,
except arbitrarily and conventionally, or that there is no positive-
ness—that the most profoundly hypnotized subject has some
faint awareness of his state—and that, with a doubt here and a
dissatisfaction there, | never had been any more absolutely faith-
ful to scientific orthodoxy than ever has been mediaeval monk
or member of the Salvation Army—altogether unquestioning.
The oneness of allness. That in my attempt to find the under-
lying in all phenomena | had been wrong in the two classifica-
tions that | had ended up with—that these two orders of appear-
ance represent ideal extremes that have no existence in our state
of seeming, that we and all other appearances or phantasms in
a superdream are expressions of one cosmic flow or graduation
between them; one called disorder, unreality, inequilibrium, ugli-
ness, discord, inconsistency; the other called order, realness, equi-
librium, beauty, harmony, justice, truth. This is the underlying
theme in the “Book of the Damned.” It is something that many
persons have not wanted. CHARLES FORT.

The persons referred to in his last sentence are the same ones |
mentioned earlier in this Introduction. Most of them would be at a
loss for occupation in a State ruled by philosophers.

Charles Hoy Fort was born August 9, 1874, in Albany, New
York. He died May 3, 1932, in Royal Hospital, The Bronx, New
York. He was nearly if not quite six feet tall, heavy, fair. Lie
wore a brown mustache that bristled somewhat less than
Nietzsche’s. His sight was failing in his last years and his glasses
had to be thick-lensed. He was an anachronism in modern dress,
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incongruous in his Bronx flat. As we sat with home brew of his
making, strong cheeses, coarse rye bread and “whiskied grapes”
at a circular dining table, talking the night away, it often occurred
to me that his frame called for leather and buckles, that the board
should have been bare and brown, washed by slops from heavy
tankards and worn smooth by heavy sword-hands. The light
should have been from flambeaux and—to match our words—
Faust and Villon should have stopped by in passing on their way
to murder or conference with the devil.

Lacking all those props we made our own atmosphere with high
talk and set new worlds to spinning in it, finding godhood a
simple business, quite easy of achievement and within the reach
of all.

Fort had neither friends nor acquaintances. The only other
person he welcomed there was Theodore Dreiser. Mrs. Fort—
Anna—attended the neighborhood movies every night, often with
“Charlie”. (How he hated to be called “Charlie”!) She lamented
his unsocial bent, knew all her neighbors’ affairs, attended the
family food and drink with skill and some imagination and never
dreamed what went on in her husband’s head, never read his or
any other books. She survived him a little more than five years.

On the walls of the flat were framed specimens of giant spiders,
butterflies, weird creatures adept at concealment, imitating the
sticks and leaves to which they were affixed. There was also framed
a photograph of a baseball beside a hailstone, both objects the
same size, sent to Fort by a correspondent, and—under glass—a
specimen of some stuff that looks like dirty, shredded asbestos
which had fallen from the sky in quantities covering several acres.

In all other respects the domicile was quite commonplace, the
sort of home indicated on theatrical scene-plots by the phrase
“shabby-genteel”. Fort was—to the extent of his simple needs—
independent of any income from his writing. In that Bronx flat
he wrote Lot and Wild Talents, the latter published only a week
or two after his death. There he invented Super-checkers, a game
played with armies of men on a vast board with hundreds of
squares. In a letter to me he said: “Super-checkers is going to be
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a great success, 1 have met four more persons who consider it
preposterous.” .

What more shall | say of Charles Fort personally? He was one
sane man in a mad, mad world—and for that reason very lonely.
He had not a single illusion, not even about himself or his work.
Anything more | might say is implicit in the pages which follow.
He put himself on paper—gorgeously, uproariously, with gusto.

In the course of the manufacture of the book, Lol, Aaron Suss-
man called Fort's attention to a page which needed one line “to
fill”. Fort read the text: We shall picl{ up an existence by its frogs
. .. Wise men have tried other ways. They have tried to under-
stand our state of being, by grasping at its stars, or its arts, or its
economics. But, if there is an underlying oneness of all things, it
does not matter where we begin, whether with stars, or laws of
supply and demand, or frogs, or Napoleon Bonaparte. He had a
pencil in his hand—and without hesitation “filled” the page for
Sussman. He wrote: One measures a circle, beginning anywhere.

He had no telephone in that Bronx flat so all communication
with him was by letter or telegraph. I have my correspondence
with him extending over a period of nine years, covering the pub-
lication of three of his books and the formation of the Fortean
Society. These letters and my correspondence with Theodore
Dreiser, Booth Tarkington, Ben Hecht, J. David Stern, Aaron
Sussman, Alexander Woollcott, Burton Rascoe, John Cowper
Powys, Harry Elmer Barnes, Harry Leon Wilson, Clarence Dar-
row, Oliver Wendell Holmes, Havelock Ellis, Lincoln Steffens
and many others—as | worked to get them all in line under the
Fortean banner—will be published in due course.

Fort had been assembling data for twenty-six years. His largest
body of references was collected in the British Museum, but he
also read voluminously in the New York Public Library. He made
his notes on small rectangles of any available paper, usually in
pencil, and obviously for his personal use only, showing no con-
cern for posterity. Most of them merely identify the subject—say
“Quake”, “Fog” or “Fireball’—give the date and location of the
phenomenon and indicate the source of his information. As an
example, here is the datum on that fall of larvae in or with gelat-
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inous matter mentioned on page 48 of the Boo”™ of the Damned.
A line is missing from Fort’s text in all editions of the book and |
was so confident of his immortality that it never occurred to me
that there was any hurry about getting the correct reading from
the MSS. Probably he destroyed the MSS. The Fortean Society
does not possess it, but we do have the notes and for this omnibus
edition we reproduce verbatim the only record Fort had of the
event. It does not even mention the source. It reads:

1871/Ap 22 etc/gelat. larvae Bath, England

This is all that appears on the note. He used cryptic abbrevia-
tions and certain symbols which amount to a personal shorthand,
making transcription an arduous undertaking. Neither is their
reading very edifying except to students.

One of the chief concerns of the Fortean Society was and is the
preservation of these notes. As time and funds permit, they are
being printed in the Fortean Society Magazine by the Society for
its members.

The Fortean Society was founded January 26, 1931, for these
purposes:

r. To put the books of Charles Fort into the hands of as many
people as can possibly be prevailed upon to read them.

2. To publish books and pamphlets, to conduct debates and
lectures on Fortean subjects.

3. To combat every effort of any individual or institution to
stigmatize Charles Fort or his work with the appellation “crank”
or any similar derogatory term.

4. To establish an annual award to be conferred upon the indi-
vidual who most effectively assails the currently ascendant dogmas
of whatever nature.

5. To preserve the notes, data and references assembled by
Charles Fort.

6. To continue the work of gathering Fortean data.

7. To widen the scope of Fortean inquiry to all phases of life.

8. To force the leaders of the various sciences to answer the
charges in Charles Fort’s books.
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9. To harass the established seats of learning until they admit
their incompetence or are made ridiculous by their silence.

10. To urge authors, publishers and users of text-books to adopt
the practice of teaching the suspension of final judgment or dog-
matic belief.

11. To foster the Fortean point of view—of enlightened skepti-
cism—in young people and children: to make them healthy
doubters and to make them suspicious of statues.

12. To perpetuate dissent.

On the ninth anniversary of its founding, the aims of the Society
were stated in the Fortean Society Magazine. There is some repe-
tition in the two statements but in general the later notice ampli-
fies the first.

The aims of the Fortean Society are:

1. To perpetuate the name and the mental attitude of Charles
Fort.

2. To remove the halo from the head of Science.

3. To make human beings think.

4. To destroy scientists’ faith in their own works and thus force
a general return to the truly scientific principle of “temporary
acceptance”.

5. To inform the general public of the political and self-preserva-
tive character of most work done under the ambiguous cloak of
“pure” science, principally astronomy and physics.

6. To inform the general public that the “cosmic order” Science
pretends to have established in the flux of existence is simply a
mental discipline imposed upon mankind as an expedient to en-
force social and economic “order” under what must be—at longest
—an ephemeral status quo.

7. To prevent scientists from further development of any
hierarchy, Brain Trust, Court of Wisdom, authoritarian dictator-
ship of intelligence or learning, which would—if permitted— lead
to a more powerful domination and consequent paralysis of human
mentality than any ever imposed by any Church or State or Press
in history, not excluding any of the ideologies current today.
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8 To destroy awe for Authority, as such, in the youth of the
world at as tender an age as possible.

9. To provide the means for the perpetuation of dissent from
any and all dogma as long as time shall last.

The Fortean Society is the Red Cross of the human mind. Its
business is to provide antitoxin against all forms of mental paralysis
and intellectual stagnation. The Society does not concern itself with
economics, sociology or politics. Its sole concern is with mentality
and the thinking processes. Opposition to the aims of the Fortean
Society is a tacit admission that mental exercise is inimical to the
“welfare” of the individual or organization which attacks us. If
Church or School, Science, Capital or State disapproves of the
existence or the activities of this Society, by that disapproval they
confess that intelligence is a menace to them.

The welfare of mankind, as regards feeding, clothing and hous-
ing, this Society leaves to other men and to other organizations.
But what mankind is fed by the eyes and ears to warp and twist
and retard the normal growth and development of its mentality—
that is definitely our concern, and from the endless diapason of a
purposefully subversive influence, this Society offers a sanctuary
for free inquiry.

Naturally such an ambitious program has not been fully realized,
but the work has gone steadily forward as time and funds have
been available. So far, no philanthropist has endowed us, but per-
haps that is because none has been asked. We certainly need money
—to increase the membership, to assure the regular publication of
the Fortean Society Magazine, to maintain offices, clerical assistance,
and so on. If you have a million dollars—or even ten dollars—
which you would like to put to this use, here is your opportunity..
It is a chance to invest in the growth of human mentality.

Mr. J. David Stern, a newspaper owner and publisher, financed
the original Founders’ Dinner. The publisher of Lo! contributed
some cash to the first membership drive, charging that expense
to publicity for the book. Since 1931 | have paid all the bills my-
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self. Members are assessed annual dues of & but they are lax about
paying them and members are not dropped from the rolls for
failing to pay up. Membership is open to everyone. Interest is the
sole requirement.

It seems quite superfluous to state that the Society is not organ-
ized for profit and that my services as Secretary and as editor of
the magazine are, of course, performed gratis.

Every reader of this volume is urged to join us. Applications for
membership in the Society and a sample copy of the Fortean
Society Magazine will be mailed to any address in the world.
Donations to the Society’s work will be gratefully acknowledged.
Make checks payable to The Fortean Society. Contributions of
books—especially heterodox theories of cosmogony or any non-
Newtonian, anti-Einsteinian, neo-Euclidian, etc., etc., works will be
welcomed and added to the Society’s growing library. The search
after truth must go on! The Society is dedicated to the continuance
of research in every field. We do not believe that Charles Fort
has given us a cosmos any more or less accurate than any other
thinker’'s. We do believe he has given us a more nearly sound
point of view than any other writer in modern times.

Manuscripts of a speculative or Fortean nature in any field of
inquiry which have found no acceptance by learned societies,
schools or commercial publishers will be given haven—perhaps
published. Authors of such works— of whatever shortness or length
—who feel that their contribution to the world’s fund of knowledge
is in danger of being lost or ignored are assured that their pub-
lished or unpublished books or papers will—at the very least—be
preserved with respect in the Society’s archives and will thus be
made available to students now and in the future. Publication of
such works will be arranged whenever feasible.

Data of Fortean phenomena are always welcome from members
or non-members of the Society. Press clippings should bear accurate
dates and name of publication if at all possible. Notes, quotations
and references from scientific publications or books should bear
complete information—title of work, author, place, date, volume,
page, etc. Phenomena observed at first hand or described from eye-
witness sources should be specific as to place and time—to the



XXVI INTRODUCTION

second if possible—with the full names and addresses of all wit-
nesses.

There are other ways you can help, if you wish to. You can
buy ten or more copies of this book and present them to that
many high school or college students. Yes, this book is specifically
recommended as a graduation gift for young people leaving high
school.

NINE YEARS LATER

The introduction above was written in the year it f.s. {1)41
old style), which is nine years ago. Interim, the books, has been
reprinted many times, and the Fortean Society has grown in healthy
fashion, internationally.

This note is added here because many people who see the old
date of publication doubt "if the Society is still in existence.” They
write, asking, in apt phrase, if we are still alive and kicking. Let
this answer for all time to come—we are. The Society has been
organized with an eye toward perpetuation of its functions under
almost any circumstances short of solar disintegration.

So—no matter when you read this—write, and you will almost
certainly receive a reply. Some of us are pretty sure to be still alive,
and while we are we'll be \icffing.

This is written on September 6, 1950 old style, which is the 25th
day of the month of Fort, in the 20th year of the Fortean Society.
We use the ig-month calendar, and the igth month has been
named fort.

TIFFANY THAYER, Secretary
The Fortean Society

Box 192, Grand Central Annex
New York City
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PROCESSION of the damned.
By the damned, 1 mean the excluded.
We shall have a procession of data that Science has
excluded.

Battalions of the accursed, captained by pallid data that | have
exhumed, will march. You'll read them—or they’ll march. Some of
them livid and some of them fiery and some of them rotten.

Some of them are corpses, skeletons, mummies, twitching, totter-
ing, animated by companions that have been damned alive. There
are giants that will walk by, though sound asleep. There are things
that are theorems and things that are rags: they’ll go by like Euclid
arm in arm with the spirit of anarchy. Here and there will flit little
harlots. Many are clowns. But many are of the highest respectability.
Some are assassins. There are pale stenches and gaunt superstitions
and mere shadows and lively malices: whims and amiabilities. The
naive and the pedantic and the bizarre and the grotesque and the
sincere and the insincere, the profound and the puerile.

A stab and a laugh and the patiently folded hands of hopeless
propriety.

The ultra-respectable, but the condemned, anyway.

The aggregate appearance is of dignity and dissoluteness: the
aggregate voice is a defiant prayer: but the spirit of the whole is
processional.

The power that has said to all these things that they are damned,
is Dogmatic Science.

But they’ll march.

The little harlots will caper, and freaks will distract attention,
and the clowns will break the rhythm of the whole with their buf-
fooneries—but the solidity of the procession as a whole: the im-

3
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pressiveness of things that pass and pass and pass, and keep on and
keep on and keep on coming.

The irresistibleness of things that neither threaten nor jeer nor
defy, but arrange themselves in mass-formations that pass and pass
and keep on passing.

So, by the damned, | mean the excluded.

But by the excluded | mean that which will some day be the
excluding.

Or everything that is, won't be.

And everything that isn't, will be—

But, of course, will be that which won’t be—

It is our expression that the flux between that which isn't and
that which won't be, or the state that is commonly and absurdly
called “existence,” is a rhythm of heavens and hells: that the damned
won’t stay damned; that salvation only precedes perdition. The in-
ference is that some day our accursed tatterdemalions will be sleek
angels. Then the sub-inference is that some later day, back they’ll
go whence they came.

It is our expression that nothing can attempt to be, except by
attempting to exclude something else: that that which is commonly
called “being” is a state that is wrought more or less definitely
proportionately to the appearance of positive difference between that
which is included and that which is excluded.

But it is our expression that there are no positive differences: that
all things are like a mouse and a bug in the heart of a cheese. Mouse
and a bug: no two things could seem more unlike. They're there a
week, or they stay there a month: both are then only transmutations
of cheese. I think we’re all bugs and mice, and are only different
expressions of an all-inclusive cheese.

Or that red is not positively different from yellow: is only another
degree of whatever vibrancy yellow is a degree of: that red and
yellow are continuous, or that they merge in orange.

So then that, if, upon the basis of yellowness and redness, Science
should attempt to classify all phenomena, including all red things as
veritable, and excluding all yellow things as false or illusory, the
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demarcation would have to be false and arbitrary, because things
colored orange, constituting continuity, would belong on both sides
of the attempted border-line.

As we go along, we shall be impressed with this:

That no basis for classification, or inclusion and exclusion, more
reasonable than that of redness and yellowness has ever been con-
ceived of.

Science has, by appeal to various bases, included a multitude of
data. Had it not done so, there would be nothing with which to
seem to be. Science has, by appeal to various bases, excluded a mul-
titude of data. Then, if redness is continuous with yellowness: if
every basis of admission is continuous with every basis of exclusion,
Science must have excluded some things that are continuous with the
accepted. In redness and yellowness, which merge in orangeness, we
typify all tests, all standards, all means of forming an opinion—

Or that any positive opinion upon any subject is illusion built
upon the fallacy that there are positive differences to judge by—

That the quest of all intellection has been for something—a fact,
a basis, a generalization, law, formula, a major premise that is posi-
tive : that the best that has ever been done has been to say that some
things are self-evident—whereas, by evidence we mean the support
of something else—

That this is the quest; but that it has never been attained; but
that Science has acted, ruled, pronounced, and condemned as if it
had been attained.

What is a house?

It is not possible to say what anything is, as positively distin-
guished from anything else, if there are no positive differences.

A barn is a house, if one lives in it. If residence constitutes house-
ness, because style of architecture does not, then a bird’s nest is a
house: and human occupancy is not the standard to judge by, be-
cause we speak of dogs’ houses; nor material, because we speak of
snow houses of Eskimos—or a shell is a house to a hermit crab—or
was to the mollusk that made it—or things seemingly so positively
different as the White House at Washington and a shell on the sea-
shore are seen to be continuous.

So no one has ever been able to say what electricity is, for in-
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stance. It isn't anything, as positively distinguished from heat or
magnetism or life. Metaphysicians and theologians and biologists
have tried to define life. They have failed, because, in a positive
sense, there is nothing to define: there is no phenomenon of life that
is not, to some degree, manifest in chemism, magnetism, astronomic
motions.

White coral islands in a dark blue sea.

Their seeming of distinctness: the seeming of individuality, or of
positive difference one from another—but all are only projections
from the same sea bottom. The difference between sea and land is
not positive. In all water there is some earth: in all earth there is
some water.

So then that all seeming things are not things at all, if all are
inter-continuous, any more than is the leg of a table a thing in
itself, if it is only a projection from something else: that not one
of us is a real person, if, physically, we're continuous with environ-
ment; if, psychically, there is nothing to us but expression of rela-
tion to environment.

Our general expression has two aspects:

Conventional monism, or that all “things” that seem to have iden-
tity of their own are only islands that are projections from some-
thing underlying, and have no real outlines of their own.

But that all “things,” though only projections, are projections that
are striving to break away from the underlying that denies them
identity of their own.

I conceive of one inter-continuous nexus, in which and of which
all seeming things are only different expressions, but in which all
things are localizations of one attempt to break away and become
real things, or to establish entity or positive difference or final de-
marcation or unmodified independence— or personality or soul, as it
is called in human phenomena—

That anything that tries to establish itself as a real, or positive,
or absolute system, government, organization, self, soul, entity, indi-
viduality, can so attempt only by drawing a line about itself, or
about the inclusions that constitute itself, and damning or excluding,
or breaking away from, all other “things”:

That, if it does not so act, it cannot seem to be;
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That, if it does so act, it falsely and arbitrarily and futilely and
disastrously acts, just as would one who draws a circle in the sea,
including a few waves, saying that the other waves, with which the
included are continuous, are positively different, and stakes his life
upon maintaining that the admitted and the damned are positively
different.

Our expression is that our whole existence is animation of the
local by an ideal that is realizable only in the universal:

That, if all exclusions are false, because always are included and
excluded continuous: that if all seeming of existence perceptible to
us is the product of exclusion, there is nothing that is perceptible
to us that really is: that only the universal can really be.

Our especial interest is in modern science as a manifestation of
this one ideal or purpose or process:

That it has falsely excluded, because there are no positive stand-
ards to judge by: that it has excluded things that, by its own pseudo-
standards, have as much right to come in as have the chosen.

Our general expression:

That the state that is commonly and absurdly called “existence,”
is a flow, or a current, or an attempt, from negativeness to positive-
ness, and is intermediate to both.

By positiveness we mean:

Harmony, equilibrium, order, regularity, stability, consistency,
unity, realness, system, government, organization, liberty, independ-
ence, soul, self, personality, entity, individuality, truth, beauty, jus-
tice, perfection, definiteness—

That all that is called development, progress, or evolution is
movement toward, or attempt toward, this state for which, or for
aspects of which, there are so many names, all of which are summed
up in the one word “positiveness.”

At first this summing up may not be very readily acceptable. At
first it may seem that all these words are not synonyms: that “har-
mony” may mean “order,” but that by “independence,” for instance,
we do not mean “truth,” or that by “stability” we do not mean
“beauty,” or “system,” or “justice.”

I conceive of one inter-continuous nexus, which expresses itself
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in astronomic phenomena, and chemic, biologic, psychic, sociologic*,
that it is everywhere striving to localize positiveness: that to this
attempt in various fields of phenomena—which are only quasi-
different—we give different names. We speak of the “system” of
the planets, and not of their “government”: but in considering a
store, for instance, and its management, we see that the words are
interchangeable. It used to be customary to speak of chemic equilib-
rium, but not of social equilibrium: that false demarcation has been
broken down. We shall see that by all these words we mean the
same state. As every-day conveniences, or in terms of common illu-
sions, of course, they are not synonyms. To a child an earth worm
is not an animal. It is to the biologist.

By “beauty,” I mean that which seems complete.

Obversely, that the incomplete, or the mutilated, is the ugly.

Venus de Milo.

To a child she is ugly.

When a mind adjusts to thinking of her as a completeness, even
though, by physiologic standards, incomplete, she is beautiful.

A hand thought of only as a hand, may seem beautiful.

Found on a battlefield—obviously a part—not beautiful.

But everything in our experience is only a part of something else
that in turn is only a part of still something else—or that there is
nothing beautiful in our experience: only appearances that are in-
termediate to beauty and ugliness—that only universality is com-
plete: that only the complete is the beautiful: that every attempt
to achieve beauty is an attempt to give to the local the attribute of
the universal.

By stability, we mean the immovable and the unaffected. But all
seeming things are only reactions to something else. Stability, too,
then, can be only the universal, or that besides which there is noth-
ing else. Though some things seem to have—or have— higher ap-
proximations to stability than have others, there are, in our expe-
rience, only various degrees of intermediateness to stability and in-
stability. Every man, then, who works for stability under its various
names of “permanency,” “survival,” duration,” is striving to localize
in something the state that is realizable only in the universal.

By independence, entity, and individuality, I can mean only that
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besides which there is nothing else, if given only two things, they
must be continuous and mutually affective, if everything is only a
reaction to something else, and any two things would be destructive
of each other’s independence, entity, or individuality.

All attempted organizations and systems and consistencies, some
approximating far higher than others, but all only intermediate to
Order and Disorder, fail eventually because of their relations with
outside forces. All are attempted completenesses. If to all local phe-
nomena there are always outside forces, these attempts, too, are
realizable only in the state of completeness, or that to which there
are no outside forces.

Or that all these words are synonyms, all meaning the state that
we call the positive state—

That our whole “existence” is a striving for the positive state.

The amazing paradox of it all:

That all things are trying to become the universal by excluding
other things.

That there is only this one process, and that it does animate all
expressions, in all fields of phenomena, of that which we think of
as one inter-continuous nexus:

The religious and their idea or ideal of the soul. They mean dis-
tinct, stable entity, or a state that is independent, and not a mere
flux of vibrations or complex of reactions to environment, con-
tinuous with environment, merging away with an infinitude of
other interdependent complexes.

But the only thing that would not merge away into something
else would be that besides which there is nothing else.

That Truth is only another name for the positive state, or that
the quest for Truth is the attempt to achieve positiveness:

Scientists who have thought that they were seeking Truth, but
who were trying to find out astronomic, or chemic, or biologic
truths. But Truth is that besides which there is nothing: nothing to
modify it, nothing to question it, nothing to form an exception: the
all-inclusive, the complete—

By Truth | mean the Universal.

So chemists have sought the true, or the real, and have always
failed in their endeavors, because of the outside relations of chem-
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ical phenomena: have failed in the sense that never has a chemical
law, without exceptions, been discovered: because chemistry is con-
tinuous with astronomy, physics, biology— For instance, if the sun
should greatly change its distance from this earth, and if human
life could survive, the familiar chemic formulas would no longer
work out: a new science of chemistry would have to be learned—

Or that all attempts to find Truth in the special are attempts
to find the universal in the local.

And artists and their striving for positiveness, under the name of
“harmony”—but their pigments that are oxydizing, or are respond-
ing to a deranging environment—or the strings of musical instru-
ments that are differently and disturbingly adjusting to outside
chemic and thermal and gravitational forces—again and again this
oneness of all ideals, and that it is the attempt to be, or to achieve,
locally, that which is realizable only universally. In our experi-
ence there is only intermediateness to harmony and discord. Har-
mony is that besides which there are no outside forces.

And nations that have fought with only one motive: for indi-
viduality, or entity, or to be real, final nations, not subordinate to,
or parts of, other nations. And that nothing but intermediateness
has ever been attained, and that history is record of failures of
this one attempt, because there always have been outside forces, or
other nations contending for the same goal.

As to physical things, chemic, mineralogic, astronomic, it is not
customary to say that they act to achieve Truth or Entity, but it is
understood that all motions are toward Equilibrium: that there is
no motion except toward Equilibrium, of course always away from
some other approximation to Equilibrium.

All biologic phenomena act to adjust: there are no biologic actions
other than adjustments.

Adjustment is another name for Equilibrium. Equilibrium is the
Universal, or that which has nothing external to derange it.

But that all that we call “being” is motion: and that all motion
is the expression, not of equilibrium, but of equilibrating, or of
equilibrium unattained: that life-motions are expressions of equi-
librium unattained: that all thought relates to the unattained: that
to have what is called being in our quasi-state, is not to be in the
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positive sense, or is to be intermediate to Equilibrium and Inequi-
librium.

So then:

That all phenomena in our intermediate state, or quasi-state,
represent this one attempt to organize, stabilize, harmonize, indi-
vidualize—or to positivize, or to become real:

That only to have seeming is to express failure or intermediate-
ness to final failure and final success;

That every attempt—that is observable—is defeated by Conti-
nuity, or by outside forces—or by the excluded that are continuous
with the included:

That our whole “existence” is an attempt by the relative to be
the absolute, or by the local to be the universal.

In this book, my interest is in this attempt as manifested in
modern science:

That it has attempted to be real, true, final, complete, absolute:

That, if the seeming of being, here, in our quasi-state, is the
product of exclusion that is always false and arbitrary, if always
are included and excluded continuous, the whole seeming system,
or entity, of modern science is only quasi-system, or quasi-entity,
wrought by the same false and arbitrary process as that by which
the still less positive system that preceded it, or the theological
system, wrought the illusion of its being.

In this book, | assemble some of the data that | think are of the
falsely and arbitrarily excluded.

The data of the damned.

| have gone into the outer darkness of scientific and philosophical
transactions and proceedings, ultra-respectable, but covered with
the dust of disregard. | have descended into journalism. | have
come back with the quasi-souls of lost data.

They will march.

As to the logic of our expressions to come—

That there is only quasi-logic in our mode of seeming:

That nothing ever has been proved—

Because there is nothing to prove.

When | say that there is nothing to prove, | mean that to those
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who accept Continuity, or the merging away of all phenomena into
other phenomena, without positive demarcations one from another,
there is, in a positive sense, no one thing. There is nothing to prove.

For instance nothing can be proved to be an animal—because
animalness and vegetableness are not positively different. There
are some expressions of life that are as much vegetable as animal,
or that represent the merging of animalness and vegetableness.
There is then no positive test, standard, criterion, means of forming
an opinion. As distinct from vegetables, animals do not exist.
There is nothing to prove. Nothing could be proved to be good,
for instance. There is nothing in our “existence” that is good, in a
positive sense, or as really outlined from evil. If to forgive be good
in times of peace, it is evil in wartime. There is nothing to prove:
good in our experience is continuous with, or is only another aspect
of evil.

As to what I'm trying to do now—1 accept only. If | can’t see
universally, 1 only localize.

So, of course then, that nothing ever has been proved:

That theological pronouncements are as much open to doubt
as ever they were, but that, by a hypnotizing process, they became
dominant over the majority of minds in their era;

That, in a succeeding era, the laws, dogmas, formulas, principles,
of materialistic science never were proved, because they are only
localizations simulating the universal; but that the leading minds
of their era of dominance were hypnotized into more or less firmly
believing them.

Newton’s three laws, and that they are attempts to achieve posi-
tiveness, or to defy and break Continuity, and are as unreal as are
all other attempts to localize the universal:

That, if every observable body is continuous, mediately or im-
mediately, with all other bodies, it cannot be influenced only by
its own inertia, so that there is no way of knowing what the phe-
nomena of inertia may be; that, if all things are reacting to an in-
finitude of forces, there is no way of knowing what the effects of
only one impressed force would be; that if every reaction is con-
tinuous with its action, it cannot be conceived of as a whole, and



THE BOOK OF THE DAMNED 13

that there is no way of conceiving what it might be equal and
opposite to—

Or that Newton’s three laws are three articles of faith;

Or that demons and angels and inertias and reactions are all
mythological characters;

But that, in their eras of dominance, they were almost as firmly
believed in as if they had been proved.

Enormities and preposterousnesses will march.

They will be “proved” as well as Moses or Darwin or Lyell ever
“proved” anything.

We substitute acceptance for belief.

Cells of an embryo take on different appearances in different
eras.

The more firmly established, the more difficult to change.

That social organism is embryonic.

That firmly to believe is to impede development.

That only temporarily to accept is to facilitate.

But:

Except that we substitute acceptance for belief, our methods will
be the conventional methods; the means by which every belief has
been formulated and supported: or our methods will be the methods
of theologians and savages and scientists and children. Because,
if all phenomena are continuous, there can be no positively different
methods. By the inconclusive means and methods of cardinals and
fortune tellers and evolutionists and peasants, methods which must
be inconclusive, if they relate always to the local, and if there is
nothing local to conclude, we shall write this book.

If it function as an expression of its era, it will prevail.

All sciences begin with attempts to define.

Nothing ever has been defined.

Because there is nothing to define.

Darwin wrote The Origin of Species.

He was never able to tell what he meant by a “species.”
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It is not possible to define.

Nothing has ever been finally found out.

Because there is nothing final to find out.

It's like looking for a needle that no one ever lost in a haystack
that never was—

But that all scientific attempts really to find out something,
whereas really there is nothing to find out, are attempts, themselves,
really to be something.

A seeker of Truth. He will never find it. But the dimmest of
possibilities—he may himself become Truth.

Or that science is more than an inquiry:

That it is a pseudo-construction, or a quasi-organization: that it
is an attempt to break away and locally establish harmony, stability,
equilibrium, consistency, entity—

Dimmest of possibilities—that it may succeed.

That ours is a pseudo-existence, and that all appearances in it
partake of its essential fictitiousness—

But that some appearances approximate far more highly to the
positive state than do others.

We conceive of all “things” as occupying gradations, or steps in
series between positiveness and negativeness, or realness and unreal-
ness: that some seeming things are more nearly consistent, just,
beautiful, unified, individual, harmonious, stable—than others.

We are not realists. We are not idealists. We are intermediatists
—that nothing is real, but that nothing is unreal: that all phe-
nomena are approximations one way or the other between realness
and unrealness.

So then:

That our whole quasi-existence is an intermediate stage between
positiveness and negativeness or realness and unrealness.

Like purgatory, | think.

But in our summing up, which was very sketchily done, we
omitted to make clear that Realness is an aspect of the positive
state.

By Realness, | mean that which does not merge away into some-
thing else, and that which is not partly something else: that which



THE BOOK OF THE DAMNED 15

is not a reaction to, or an imitation of, something else. By a real
hero, we mean one who is not partly a coward, or whose actions and
motives do not merge away into cowardice. But, if in Continuity,
all things do merge, by Realness, I mean the Universal, besides
which there is nothing with which to merge.

That, though the local might be universalized, it is not conceiv-
able that the universal can be localized: but that high approxima-
tions there may be, and that these approximate successes may be
translated out of Intermediateness into Realness—quite as, in a
relative sense, the industrial world recruits itself by translating out
of unrealness, or out of the seemingly less real imaginings of in-
ventors, machines which seem, when set up in factories, to have
more of Realness than they had when only imagined.

That all progress, if all progress is toward stability, organization,
harmony, consistency, or positiveness, is the attempt to become
real.

So, then, in general metaphysical terms, our expression is that, like
a purgatory, all that is commonly called “existence,” which we call
Intermediateness, is quasi-existence, neither real nor unreal, but
expression of attempt to become real, or to generate for or recruit
a real existence.

Our acceptance is that Science, though usually thought of so
specifically, or in its own local terms, usually supposed to be a
prying into old bones, bugs, unsavory messes, is an expression of
this one spirit animating all Intermediateness: that, if Science could
absolutely exclude all data but its own present data, or that which
is assimilable with the present quasi-organization, it would be a
real system, with positively definite outlines—it would be real.

Its seeming approximation to consistency, stability, system—
positiveness or realness—is sustained by damning the irreconcilable
or the unassimilable—

All would be well.

All would be heavenly—

If the damned would only stay damned.



i6 THE BOOK OF THE DAMNED

2

N the autumn of 1883, and for years afterward, occurred bril-
liant-colored sunsets, such as had never been seen before within
the memory of all observers. Also there were blue moons.

I think that one is likely to smile incredulously at the notion of
blue moons. Nevertheless they were as common as were green suns
in 1883.

Science had to account for these unconventionalities. Such pub-
lications as Nature and Knowledge were besieged with inquiries.

| suppose, in Alaska and in the South Sea Islands, all the medi-
cine men were similarly upon trial.

Something had to be thought of.

Upon the 28th of August, 1883, the volcano of Krakatoa, of the
Straits of Sunda, had blown up.

Terrific.

We're told that the sound was heard 2,000 miles, and that 36,380
persons were killed. Seems just a little unscientific, or impositive,
to me: marvel to me we're not told 2,163 miles and 36,387 persons.
The volume of smoke that went up must have been visible to other
planets—or, tormented with our crawlings and scurryings, the earth
complained to Mars; swore a vast black oath at us.

In all text-books that mention this occurrence—no exception so
far so | have read—it is said that the extraordinary atmospheric
effects of 1883 were first noticed in the last of August or the first
of September.

That makes a difficulty for us.

It is said that these phenomena were caused by particles of vol-
canic dust that were cast high in the air by Krakatoa.

This is the explanation that was agreed upon in 1883—

But for seven years the atmospheric phenomena continued—

Except that, in the seven, there was a lapse of several years—
and where was the volcanic dust all that time?
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You'd think that such a question as that would make trouble?

Then you haven't studied hypnosis. You have never tried to
demonstrate to a hypnotic that a table is not a hippopotamus. Ac-
cording to our general acceptance, it would be impossible to dem-
onstrate such a thing. Point out a hundred reasons for saying that
a hippopotamus is not a table: you'll have to end up agreeing that
neither is a table a table—it only seems to be a table. Well, that’s
what the hippopotamus seems to be. So how can you prove that
something is not something else, when neither is something else
some other thing? There’s nothing to prove.

This is one of the profundities that we advertised in advance.

You can oppose an absurdity only with some other absurdity.
But Science is established preposterousness. We divide all intellec-
tion: the obviously preposterousness and the established.

But Krakatoa: that's the explanation that the scientists gave. |
don’t know what whopper the medicine men told.

We see, from the start, the very strong inclination of science to
deny, as much as it can, external relations of this earth.

This book is an assemblage of data of external relations of this
earth. We take the position that our data have been damned, upon
no consideration for individual merits or demerits, but in conformity
with a general attempt to hold out for isolation of this earth. This
is attempted positiveness. We take the position that science can no
more succeed than, in a similar endeavor, could the Chinese, or than
could the United States. So then, with only pseudo-consideration of
the phenomena of 1883, or as an expression of positivism in its
aspect of isolation, or unrelatedness, scientists have perpetrated such
an enormity as suspension of volcanic dust seven years in the air—
disregarding the lapse of several years—rather than to admit the
arrival of dust from somewhere beyond this earth. Not that scien-
tists themselves have ever achieved positiveness, in its aspect of
unitedness, among themselves—because Nordenskiold, before 1883,
wrote a great deal upon his theory of cosmic dust, and Prof. Cleve-
land Abbe contended against the Krakatoan explanation—but that
this is the orthodoxy of the main body of scientists.

My own chief reason for indignation here:



18 THE BOOK OF THE DAMNED

That this preposterous explanation interferes with some of my
own enormities.

It would cost me too much explaining, if | should have to admit
that this earth’s atmosphere has such sustaining power.

Later, we shall have data of things that have gone up in the air
and that have stayed up—somewhere—weeks— months—but not by
the sustaining power of this earth’s atmosphere. For instance, the
turtle of Vicksburg. It seems to me that it would be ridiculous to
think of a good-sized turtle hanging, for three or four months, up-
held only by the air, over the town of Vicksburg. When it comes
to the horse and the barn—I think that they’ll be classics some
day, but | can never accept that a horse and a barn could float
several months in this earth’s atmosphere.

The orthodox explanation:

See the Report of the Krakatoa Committee of the Royal So-
ciety. It comes out absolutely for the orthodox explanation—
absolutely and beautifully, also expensively. There are 492 pages
in the “Report,” and 40 plates, some of them marvelously colored.
It was issued after an investigation that took five years. You
couldn’t think of anything done more efficiently, artistically, authori-
tatively. The mathematical parts are especially impressive: dis-
tribution of the dust of Krakatoa; velocity of translation and rates
of subsidence; altitudes and persistences—

Annual Register, 1883-105:

That the atmospheric effects that have been attributed to Kraka-
toa were seen in Trinidad before the eruption occurred;

Knotvledge, 5-418:

That they were seen in Natal, South Africa, six months before
the eruption.

Inertia and its inhospitality.

Or raw meat should not be fed to babies.

We shall have a few data initiatorily.

| fear me that the horse and the bam were a little extreme for
our budding liberalities.

The outrageous is the reasonable, if introduced politely.

Hailstones, for instance. One reads in the newspapers of hail-
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stones the size of hens’ eggs. One smiles. Nevertheless | will en-
gage to list one hundred instances, from the Monthly Weather Re-
view, of hailstones the size of hens’ eggs. There is an account in
Nature, Nov. 1, 1894, of hailstones that weighed almost two pounds
each. See Chambers’ Encyclopedia for three-pounders. Report of the
Smithsonian Institution, 1870-479— two-pounders authenticated, and
six-pounders reported. At Seringapatam, India, about the year
1800, fell a hailstone—

| fear me, | fear me: this is one of the profoundly damned. I
blurt out something that should, perhaps, be withheld for several
hundred pages—but that damned thing was the size of an elephant.

We laugh.

Or snowflakes. Size of saucers. Said to have fallen at Nashville,
Tenn., Jan. 24, 1891. One smiles.

“In Montana, in the winter of 1887, fell snowflakes 15 inches
across, and 8 inches thick.” (Monthly Weather Review, 1915-73.)

In the topography of intellection, | should say that what we call
knowledge is ignorance surrounded by laughter.

Black rains—red rains—the fall of a thousand tons of butter.
Jet-black snow— pink snow— blue hailstones—hailstones flavored

like oranges.
Punk and silk and charcoal.

About one hundred years ago, if anyone was so credulous as to
think that stones had ever fallen from the sky, he was reasoned
with:

In the first place there are no stones in the sky:

Therefore no stones can fall from the sky.

Or nothing more reasonable or scientific or logical than that
could be said upon any subject. The only trouble is the universal
trouble: that the major premise is not real, or is intermediate some-
where between realness and unrealness.

In 1772, a committee, of whom Lavoisier was a member, was
appointed by the French Academy, to investigate a report that a
stone had fallen from the sky at Luce, France. Of all attempts at
positiveness, in its aspect of isolation, 1 don't know of anything
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that has been fought harder for than the notion of this earths
unrelatedness. Lavoisier analyzed the stone of Luce. The exclu-
sionists’ explanation at that time was that stones do not fall from
the sky: that luminous objects may seem to fall, and that hot
stones may be picked up where a luminous object seemingly had
landed—only lightning striking a stone, heating, even melting it.

The stone of Luce showed signs of fusion.

Lavoisier’'s analysis “absolutely proved” that this stone had not
fallen: that it had been struck by lightning.

So, authoritatively, falling stones were damned. The stock means
of exclusion remained the explanation of lightning that was seen
to strike something—that had been upon the ground in the first
place.

But positiveness and the fate of every positive statement. It is
not customary to think of damned stones raising an outcry against
a sentence of exclusion, but, subjectively, aerolites did—or data of
them bombarded the walls raised against them—

Monthly Review, 1796-426

“The phenomenon which is the subject of the remarks before us
will seem to most persons as little worthy of credit as any that
could be offered. The falling of large stones from the sky, without
any assignable cause of their previous ascent, seems to partake so
much of the marvelous as almost entirely to exclude the operation
of known and natural agents. Yet a body of evidence is here
brought to prove that such events have actually taken place, and we
ought not to withhold from it a proper degree of attention.”

The writer abandons the first, or absolute, exclusion, and modi-
fies it with the explanation that the day before a reported fall of
stones in Tuscany, June 16, 1794, there had been an eruption of
Vesuvius—

Or that stones do fall from the sky, but that they are stones that
have been raised to the sky from some other part of the earth’s
surface by whirlwinds or by volcanic action.

It's more than one hundred and twenty years later. | know of
no aerolite that has ever been acceptably traced to terrestrial origin.

Falling stones had to be undamned—though still with a reserva-
tion that held out for exclusion of outside forces.
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One may have the knowledge of a Lavoisier, and still not be able
to analyze, not be able even to see, except conformably with the
hypnoses, or the conventional reactions against hypnoses, of one’s
era.

We believe no more.

We accept.

Little by little the whirlwind and volcano explanations had to be
abandoned, but so powerful was this exclusion-hypnosis, sentence of
damnation, or this attempt at positiveness, that far into our own
times some scientists, notably Prof. Lawrence Smith and Sir Robert
Ball, continued to hold out against all external origins, asserting
that nothing could fall to this earth, unless it had been cast up or
whirled up from some other part of this earth’s surface.

It's as commendable as anything ever has been—by which I
mean it’s intermediate to the commendable and the censurable.

It's virginal.

Meteorites, data of which were once of the damned, have been
admitted, but the common impression of them is only a retreat of
attempted exclusion: that only two kinds of substance fall from
the sky: metallic and stony: that the metallic objects are of iron
and nickel—

Butter and paper and wool and silk and resin.

We see, to start with, that the virgins of science have fought and
wept and screamed against external relations—upon two grounds:;

There in the first place;

Or up from one part of this earth’s surface and down to another.

As late as November, 1902, in Nature Notes, 13-231, a member
of the Selborne Society still argued that meteorites do not fall,
from the sky; that they are masses of iron upon the ground “in the
first place,” that attract lightning; that the lightning is seen, and is
mistaken for a falling, luminous object—

By progress we mean rape.

Butter and beef and blood and a stone with strange inscriptions,
upon it
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O then, it is our expression that Science relates to real knowl-
S edge no more than does the growth of a plant, or the organi-

zation of a department store, or the development of a nation:
that all are assimilative, or organizing, or systematizing processes
that represent different attempts to attain the positive state—the
state commonly called heaven, | suppose | mean.

There can be no real science where there are indeterminate
variables, but every variable is, in finer terms, indeterminate, or
irregular, if only to have the appearance of being in Intermediate-
ness is to express regularity unattained. The invariable, or the
real and stable, would be nothing at all in Intermediateness— rather
as, but in relative terms, an undistorted interpretation of external
sounds in the mind of a dreamer could not continue to exist in
a dreaming mind, because that touch of relative realness would
be of awakening and not of dreaming. Science is the attempt
to awaken to realness, wherein it is attempt to find regularity
and uniformity. Or the regular and uniform would be that which
has nothing external to disturb it. By the universal we mean the
real. Or the notion is that the underlying super-attempt, as ex-
pressed in Science, is indifferent to the subject-matter of Science:
that the attempt to regularize is the vital spirit. Bugs and stars
and chemical messes: that they are only quasi-real, and that of
them there is nothing real to know; but that systematization of
pseudo-data is approximation to realness or final awakening—

Or a dreaming mind—and its centaurs and canary birds that
turn into giraffes—there could be no real biology upon such sub-
jects, but attempt, in a dreaming mind, to systematize such ap-
pearances would be movement toward awakening—if better mental
co-ordination is all that we mean by the state of being awake—
relatively awake.

So it is, that having attempted to systematize, by ignoring ex-
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ternality to the greatest possible degree, the notion of things drop-
ping in upon this earth, from externality, is as unsettling and as
unwelcome to Science as—tin horns blowing in upon a musician’s
relatively symmetric composition—flies alighting upon a painter’s
attempted harmony, and tracking colors one into another—suf-
fragist getting up and making a political speech at a prayer meet-
ing.

If all things are of a oneness, which is a state intermediate to
unrealness and realness, and if nothing has succeeded in breaking
away and establishing entity for itself, and could not continue to
i‘exist” in intermediateness, if it should succeed, any more than
could the born still at the same time be the uterine, | of course
know of no positive difference between Science and Christian
Science—and the attitude of both toward the unwelcome is the
same— “it does not exist.”

A Lord Kelvin and a Mrs. Eddy, and something not to their
liking—it does not exist.

Of course not, we Intermediates say: but, also, that, in Inter-
mediateness, neither is there absolute non-existence.

Or a Christian Scientist and a toothache— neither exists in the
final sense: also neither is absolutely non-existent, and, according
to our therapeutics, the one that more highly approximates to real-
ness will win.

A secret of power—

I think it's another profundity.

Do you want power over something?

Be more nearly real than it

Well begin with yellow substances that have fallen upon this
earth: well see whether our data of them have a higher approxi-
mation to realness than have the dogmas of those who deny their
existence—that is, as products from somewhere external to this
earth.

In mere impressionism we take our stand. We have no positive
tests nor standards. Realism in art: realism in science—they pass
away. In 1859, the thing to do was to accept Darwinism; now
many biologists are revolting and trying to conceive of something
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else. The thing to do was to accept it in its day, but Darwinism
of course was never proved:

The fittest survive.

What is meant by the fittest?

Not the strongest; not the cleverest—

Weakness and stupidity everywhere survive.

There is no way of determining fitness except in that a thing
does survive.

“Fitness,” then, is only another name for “survival.”

Darwinism:

That survivors survive.

Although Darwinism, then, seems positively baseless, or abso-
lutely irrational, its massing of supposed data, and its attempted
coherence approximate more highly to Organization and Consist-
ency than did the inchoate speculations that preceded it.

Or that Columbus never proved that the earth is round.

Shadow of the earth on the moon?

No one has ever seen it in its entirety. The earth’s shadow is
much larger than the moon. If the periphery of the shadow is
curved—but the convex moon—a straight-edged object will cast a
curved shadow upon a surface that is convex.

All the other so-called proofs may be taken up in the same way.
It was impossible for Columbus to prove that the earth is round.
It was not required: only that with a higher seeming of positive-
ness than that of his opponents, he should attempt. The thing to do,
in 1492, was nevertheless to accept that beyond Europe, to the
west, were other lands.

| offer for acceptance, as something concordant with the spirit
of this first quarter of the 20th century, the expression that beyond
this earth are—other lands—from which come things as, from
America, float things to Europe.

As to yellow substances that have fallen upon this earth, the
endeavor to exclude extra-mundane origins is the dogma that all
yellow rains and yellow snows are colored with pollen from this
earth’s pine trees. Symons’ Meteorological Magazine is especially
prudish in this respect and regards as highly improper all advances
made by other explainers.
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Nevertheless, the Monthly Weather Review, May, 1877, reports a
golden-yellow fall, of Feb. 27, 1877, at Peckloh, Germany, in which
four kinds of organisms, not pollen, were the coloring matter. There
were minute things shaped like arrows, coffee beans, horns, and
disks.

They may have been symbols. They may have been objective
hieroglyphics—

Mere passing fancy—let it go—

In the Annales de Chimie, 85288, there is a list of rains said
to have contained sulphur. | have thirty or forty other notes. I'll
not use one of them. I'll admit that every one of them is upon
a fall of pollen. | said, to begin with, that our methods would be
the methods of theologians and scientists, and they always begin
with an appearance of liberality. | grant thirty or forty points to
start with. I'm as liberal as any of them—or that my liberality
won’'t cost me anything—the enormousness of the data that we
shall have.

Or just to look over a typical instance of this dogma, and the
way it works out:

In the American Journal of Science, 1-42-196, we are told of a
yellow substance that fell by the bucketful upon a vessel, one “wind-
less” night in June, in Pictou Harbor, Nova Scotia. The writer
analyzed the substance, and it was found to “give off nitrogen and
ammonia and an animal odor.”

Now, one of our Intermediatist principles, to start with, is that
so far from positive, in the aspect of Homogeneousness, are all
substances, that, at least in what is called an elementary sense,
anything can be found anywhere. Mahogany logs on the coast of
Greenland; bugs of a valley on the top of Mt. Blanc; atheists at a
prayer meeting; ice in India. For instance, chemical analysis can
reveal that almost any dead man was poisoned with arsenic, we’ll
say, because there is no stomach without some iron, lead, tin, gold,
arsenic in it and of it—which, of course, in a broader sense, doesn’t
matter much, because a certain number of persons must, as a re-
straining influence, be executed for murder every year; and, if
detectives aren’'t able really to detect anything, illusion of their
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success is all that is necessary, and it is very honorable to give up
one’s life for society as a whole.

The chemist who analyzed the substance of Pictou sent a sample
to the Editor of the Journal. The Editor of course found pollen
in it

My own acceptance is that there’d have to be some pollen in it:
that nothing could very well fall through the air, in June, near the
pine forests of Nova Scotia, and escape all floating spores of pollen.
But the Editor does not say that this substance “contained” pollen.
He disregards “nitrogen, ammonia, and an animal odor,” and says
that the substance was pollen. For the sake of our thirty or forty
tokens of liberality, or pseudo-liberality, if we can’t be really liberal,
we grant that the chemist of the first examination probably wouldn’t
know an animal odor if he were janitor of a menagerie. As we
go along, however, there can be no such sweeping ignoring of this
phenomenon:

The fall of animal-matter from the sky.

I'd suggest, to start with, that we’d put ourselves in the place of
deep-sea fishes:

How would they account for the fall of animal-matter from
above ?

They wouldn't try—

Or it's easy enough to think of most of us as deep-sea fishes of
a kind.

Jour. Franklin Inst., 90-11:

That, upon the 14th of February, 1870, there fell, at Genoa,
Italy, according to Director Boccardo, of the Technical Institute of
Genoa, and Prof. Castellani, a yellow substance. But the micro-
scope revealed numerous globules of cobalt blue, also corpuscles of
a pearly color that resembled starch. See Nature, 2-166.

Comptes Rendus, 56-972:

M. Bouis says of a substance, reddish varying to yellowish, that
fell enormously and successively, or upon April 30, May 1 and May
2, in France and Spain, that it carbonized and spread the odor of
charred animal matter—that it was not pollen—that in alcohol it
left a residue of resinous matter.

Hundreds of thousands of tons of this matter must have fallen.
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“Odor of charred animal matter.”

Or an aerial battle that occurred in inter-planetary space several
hundred years ago— effect of time in making diverse remains uni-
form in appearance—

It's all very absurd because, even though we are told of a pro-
digious quantity of animal matter that fell from the sky—three
days—France and Spain—we’re not ready yet: that's all. M. Bouis
says that this substance was not pollen; the vastness of the fall
makes acceptable that it was not pollen; still, the resinous residue
does suggest pollen of pine trees. We shall hear a great deal of a
substance with a resinous residue that has fallen from the sky:
finally we shall divorce it from all suggestion of pollen.

Blackwood’'s Magazine, 3-338:

A yellow powder that fell at Gerace, Calabria, March 14, 1813.
Some of this substance was collected by Sig. Simenini, Professor of
Chemistry, at Naples. It had an earthy, insipid taste, and is de-
scribed as “unctuous.” When heated, this matter turned brown,
then black, then red. According to the Annals of Philosophy,
11-466, one of the components was a greenish-yellow substance,
which, when dried, was found to be resinous.

But concomitants of this fall:

Loud noises were heard in the sky.

Stones fell from the sky.

According to Chladni, these concomitants occurred, and to me
they seem—rather brutal?—or not associable with something so
soft and gentle as a fall of pollen?

Black rains and black snows—rains as black as a deluge of ink
—jet-black snowflakes.

Such a rain as that which fell in Ireland, May 14, 1849, described
in the Annals of Scientific Discovery, 1850, and the Annual Register,
1849. It fell upon a district of 400 square miles, and was the color
of ink, and of a fetid odor and very disagreeable taste.

The rain at Castlecommon, lreland, April 30, 1887— “thick, black
rain.” (Amer, Met. four., 4-193.)

A black rain fell in Ireland, Oct. 8 and 9, 1907. (Symons’ Met.
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A/.;g. 4v2-) "It left a most peculiar and disagreeable smell in
die air.*

The orthodox explanation of this rain occurs in Nature, March
2. 100S—cloud of soot that had come from South Wales, crossing
the Irish Channel and all of Ireland.

So the black rain of Ireland, of March, 1S9S: ascribed in Symons’
Met. A/ag. ™40, to clouds of soot from the manufacturing towns
of North England and South Scotland.

Our Intermediatist principle of pseudo-logic, or our principle of
Continuity is, of course, that nothing is unique, or individual: that
all phenomena merge away into all other phenomena: that, for
instance—suppose there should be vast celestial super-oceanic, or
inter-planetary vessels that come near this earth and discharge
volumes of smoke at times. We're onlv supposing such a thing as
that now. because, conventionally, we are beginning modesdv and
tentatively. But if it were so, there would necessarily be some phe-
nomenon upon this earth, with which that phenomenon would
merge. Extra-mundane smoke and smoke from cities merge, or both
would manifest in black precipitations in rain.

In Continuity, it is impossible to distinguish phenomena at their
merging-points, so we look for them at their extremes. Impossible
to distinguish between animal and vegetable in some infusoria—but
hippopotamus and violet. For all practical purposes they’'re distin-
guishable enough. No one but a Barnurn or a Bailev would send
one a bunch of hippopotami as a token of regard.

So .lw.lv from the great manufacturing centers:

Black rain in Switzerland, Jan. 20, 1911. Switzerland is so re-
mote. and so ill at ease is the conventional explanation here, that
A ature, S5-451, savs of this rain that in certain conditions of
weather, snow may take on an appearance of blackness that is quite
deceptive.

May be so. Or at night, if dark enough, snow mav look black.
This is simply denying that a black rain fell in Switzerland, Jan.
20. 1011

Extreme remoteness from great manufacturing centers:

La Nature, iSSS, 2-406:
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That Aug. 14, 1888, there fell at the Cape of Good Hope, a rain
so black as to be described as a “shower of ink.”

Continuity dogs us. Continuity rules us and pulls us back. We
seemed to have a little hope that by the method of extremes we
could get away from things that merge indistinguishably into other
things. We find that every departure from one merger is entrance
upon another. At the Cape of Good Hope, vast volumes of smoke
from great manufacturing centers, as an explanation, cannot very
acceptably merge with the explanation of extra-mundane origin—
but smoke from a terrestrial volcano can, and that is the suggestion
that is made in La Nature.

There is, in human intellection, no real standard to judge by,
but our acceptance, for the present, is that the more nearly positive
will prevail. By the more nearly positive we mean the more
nearly Organized. Everything merges away into everything else,
but proportionately to its complexity, if unified, a thing seems
strong, real, and distinct: so, in aesthetics, it is recognized that
diversity in unity is higher beauty, or approximation to Beauty,
than is simpler unity; so the logicians feel that agreement of diverse
data constitute greater convincingness, or strength, than that of
mere parallel instances: so to Herbert Spencer the more highly
differentiated and integrated is the more fully evolved. Our oppo-
nents hold out for mundane origin of all black rains. Our method
will be the presenting of diverse phenomena in agreement with the
notion of some other origin. We take up not only black rains but
black rains and their accompanying phenomena.

A correspondent to Knowledge, 5-190, writes of a black rain
that fell in the Clyde Valley, March 1, 1884: of another black rain
that fell two days later. According to the correspondent, a black rain
had fallen in the Clyde Valley, March 20, 1828: then again March
22, 1828. According to Nature, 9-43, a black rain fell at Marls-
ford, England, Sept. 4, 1873; more than twenty-four hours later
another black rain fell in the same small town.

The black rains of Slains:

According to Rev. James Rust (Scottish Showers):

A black rain at Slains, Jan. 14, 1862—another at Carluke, 140
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miles from Slains, May i, 1862—at Slains, May 20, 1862— Slains,
Oct. 28, 1863.

But after two of these showers, vast quantities of a substance
described sometimes as “pumice stone,” but sometimes as “slag,”
were washed upon the sea coast near Slains. A chemist’s opinion is
given that this substance was slag: that it was not a volcanic prod-
uct: slag from smelting works. We now have, for black rains, a
concomitant that is irreconcilable with origin from factory chim-
neys. Whatever it may have been the quantity of this substance
was so enormous that, in Mr. Rust’s opinion, to have produced so
much of it would have required the united output of all the smelting
works in the world. If slag it were, we accept that an artificial
product has, in enormous quantities, fallen from the sky. If you
don’t think that such occurrences are damned by Science, read
Scottish Showers and see how impossible it was for the author to
have this matter taken up by the scientific world.

The first and second rains corresponded, in time, with ordinary
ebullitions of Vesuvius.

The third and fourth, according to Mr. Rust, corresponded with
no known volcanic activities upon this earth.

ha Science Pour Tons, 11-26:

That, between October, 1863, and January, 1866, four more black
rains fell at Slains, Scotland.

The writer of this supplementary account tells us, with a better,
or more unscrupulous, orthodoxy than Mr. Rust’s, that of the eight
black rains, five coincided with eruptions of Vesuvius and three
with eruptions of Etna.

The fate of all explanation is to close one door only to have
another fly wide open. | should say that my own notions upon
this subject will be considered irrational, but at least my gregarious-
ness is satisfied in associating here with the preposterous—or this
writer, and those who think in his rut, have to say that they can
think of four discharges from one far-distant volcano, passing over
a great part of Europe, precipitating nowhere else, discharging pre-
cisely over one small northern parish—

But also of three other discharges, from another far-distant vol-
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cano, showing the same precise preference, if not marksmanship, for
one small parish in Scotland.

Nor would orthodoxy be any better off in thinking of exploding
meteorites and their debris: preciseness and recurrence would be
just as difficult to explain.

My own notion is of an island near an oceanic trade-route: it
might receive debris from passing vessels seven times in four years.

Other concomitants of black rains:

In Timb’s Year Booky 1851-270, there is an account of “a sort
of rumbling, as of wagons, heard for upward of an hour without
ceasing,” July 16, 1850, Bulwick Rectory, Northampton, England.
On the 19th, a black rain fell.

In Nature, 30-6, a correspondent writes of an intense darkness
at Preston, England, April 26, 1884: page 32, another correspondent
writes of black rain at Crowle, near Worcester, April 26: that a
week later, or May 3, it had fallen again: another account of black
rain, upon the 28th of April, near Church Shetton, so intense that
the following day brooks were still dyed with it. According to
four accounts by correspondents to Nature there were earthquakes
in England at this time.

Or the black rain of Canada, Nov. 9, 1819. This time it is
orthodoxy to attribute the black precipitate to smoke of forest fires
south of the Ohio River—

Zurcher, Meteors, p. 238:

That this black rain was accompanied by “shocks like those of
an earthquake.”

Edinburgh Philosophical Journal, 2-381:

That the earthquake had occurred at the climax of intense dark-
ness and the fall of black rain.

Red rains.

Orthodoxy:

Sand blown by the sirocco, from the Sahara to Europe.

Especially in the earthquake regions of Europe, there have been
many falls of red substance, usually, but not always, precipitated
in rain. Upon many occasions, these substances have been “abso-
lutely identified” as sand from the Sahara. When | first took this
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matter up, | came across assurance after assurance, so positive to
this effect, that, had | not been an Intermediatist, 1'd have looked
no further. Samples collected from a rain at Genoa—samples of
sand forwarded from the Sahara— “absolute agreement” some
writers said: same color, same particles of quartz, even the same
shells of diatoms mixed in. Then the chemical analyses: not a
disagreement worth mentioning.

Our intermediatist means of expression will be that, with proper
exclusions, after the scientific or theological method, anything can
be identified with anything else, if all things are only different ex-
pressions of an underlying oneness.

To many minds there’s rest and there’s satisfaction in that ex-
pression “absolutely identified.” Absoluteness, or the illusion of it
—the universal quest. If chemists have identified substances that
have fallen in Europe as sand from African deserts, swept up in
African whirlwinds, that’s assuasive to all the irritations that occur
to those cloistered minds that must repose in the concept of a snug,
isolated, little world, free from contact with cosmic wickednesses,
safe from stellar guile, undisturbed by inter-planetary prowlings and
invasions. The only trouble is that a chemist's analysis, which
seems so final and authoritative to some minds, is no more nearly
absolute than is identification by a child or description by an im-
becile—

| take some of that back: | accept that the approximation is
higher—

But that it's based upon delusion, because there is no definiteness,
no homogeneity, no stability, only different stages somewhere be-
tween them and indefiniteness, heterogeneity, and instability. There
are no chemical elements. It seems acceptable that Ramsay and
others have settled that. The chemical elements are only another
disappointment in the quest for the positive, as the definite, the
homogeneous, and the stable. If there were real elements, there
could be a real science of chemistry.

Upon Nov. 12 and 13, 1902, occurred the greatest fall of matter
in the history of Australia. Upon the 14th of November, it “rained
mud,” in Tasmania. It was of course attributed to Australian
whirlwinds, but, according to the Monthly Weather Review, 32-
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365, there was a haze all the way to the Philippines, also as far as
Hong Kong. It may be that this phenomenon had no especial rela-
tion with the even more tremendous fall of matter that occurred in
Europe, February, 1903.

For several days, the south of England was a dumping ground—
from somewhere.

If you'd like to have a chemist’s opinion, even though it's only
a chemist’s opinion, see the report of the meeting of the Royal
Chemical Society, April 2, 1903. Mr. E. G. Clayton read a paper
upon some of the substance that had fallen from the sky, collected
by him. The Sahara explanation applies mostly to falls that occur
in southern Europe. Farther away, the conventionalists are a little
uneasy: for instance, the editor of the Monthly Weather Review,
29-121, says of a red rain that fell near the coast of Newfoundland,
early in 1890: “It would be very remarkable if this was Sahara
dust.” Mr. Clayton said that the matter examined by him was
“merely wind-borne dust from the roads and lanes of Wessex.” This
opinion is typical of all scientific opinion—or theological opinion—
or feminine opinion—all very well except for what it disregards.
The most charitable thing | can think of—because | think it gives
us a broader tone to relieve our malices with occasional charities—
is that Mr. Clayton had not heard of the astonishing extent of this
fall—had covered the Canary Islands, on the 19th, for instance.
| think, myself, that in 1903, we passed through the remains of
a powdered world—Ileft over from an ancient inter-planetary dis-
pute, brooding in space like a red resentment ever since. Or, like
every other opinion, the notion of dust from Wessex turns into a
provincial thing when we look it over.

To think is to conceive incompletely, because all thought relates
only to the local. We metaphysicians, of course, like to have the
notion that we think of the unthinkable.

As to opinions, or pronouncements, | should say, because they
always have such an authoritative air, of other chemists, there is
an analysis in Nature, 68-54, giving water and organic matter
at 9.08 per cent. It's that carrying out of fractions that’s so con-
vincing. The substance is identified as sand from the Sahara.

The vastness of this fall. In Nature, 68-65, we are tO”™ that
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it had occurred in lIreland, too. The Sahara, of course— because,
prior to February 19, there had been dust storms in the Sahara—
disregarding that in that great region there’s always, in some part
of it, a dust storm. However, just at present, it does look reasonable
that dust had come from Africa, via the Canaries.

The great difficulty that authoritativeness has to contend with is
some other authoritativeness. When an infallibility clashes with a
pontification—

They explain.

Nature, March 5, 1903:

Another analysis— 36 per cent organic matter.

Such disagreements don’t look very well, so, in Nature, 68-109,
one of the differing chemists explains. He says that his analysis
was of muddy rain, and the other was of sediment of rain—

We're quite ready to accept excuses from the most high, though
I do wonder whether we’'re quite so damned as we were, if we find
ourselves in a gracious and tolerant mood toward the powers that
condemn— but the tax that now comes upon our good manners and
unwillingness to be too severe—

Nature, 68-223:

Another chemist. He says it was 2349 Per cent water and or-
ganic matter.

He “identifies” this matter as sand from an African desert—but
after deducting organic matter—

But you and | could be “identified” as sand from an African des-
ert, after deducting all there is to us except sand—

Why we cannot accept that this fall was of sand from the Sa-
hara, omitting the obvious objection that in most parts the Sahara
is not red at all, but is usually described as “dazzling white”—

The enormousness of it: that a whirlwind might have carried it,
but that, in that case it would be no supposititious, or doubtfully
identified whirlwind, but the greatest atmospheric cataclysm in the
history of this earth:

Jour. Roy. Met. Soc., 30-56:

That, up to the 27th of February, this fall had continued in
Belgium, Holland, Germany and Austria; that in some instances it
was not sand, or that almost all the matter was organic: that a
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vessel had reported the fall as occurring in the Atlantic Ocean,
midway between Southampton and the Barbados. The calculation
is given that, in England alone, 10,000,000 tons of matter had
fallen. It had fallen in Switzerland (Symons’ Met. Mag., March,
1903). It had fallen in Russia {Bull. Com. Geolog., 22-48). Not
only had a vast quantity of matter fallen several months before, in
Australia, but it was at this time falling in Australia (Victorian
Naturalist, June, 1903)—enormously—red mud—fifty tons per
square mile.

The Wessex explanation—

Or that every explanation is a Wessex explanation: by that I
mean an attempt to interpret the enormous in terms of the minute
—but that nothing can be finally explained, because by Truth we
mean the Universal; and that even if we could think as wide as
Universality, that would not be requital to the cosmic quest—which
is not for Truth, but for the local that is true—not to universalize
the local, but to localize the universal—or to give to a cosmic cloud
absolute interpretation in terms of the little dusty roads and lanes
of Wessex. | cannot conceive that this can be done: | think of
high approximation.

Our Intermediatist concept is that, because of the continuity of
all “things,” which are not separate, positive, or real things, all
pseudo-things partake of the underlying, or are only different ex-
pressions, degrees, or aspects of the underlying: so then that a sam-
ple from somewhere in anything must correspond with a sample
from somewhere in anything else.

That, by due care in selection, and disregard for everything else,
or the scientific and theological method, the substance that fell, Feb-
ruary, 1903, could be identified with anything, or with some part
or aspect of anything that could be conceived of—

With sand from the Sahara, sand from a barrel of sugar, or dust
of your great-great-grandfather.

Different samples are described and listed in the Journal of the
Royal Meteorological Society, 30-57—or we’ll see whether my no-
tion that a chemist could have identified some one of these samples
as from anywhere conceivable, is extreme or not:

“Similar to brick dust,” in one place; “buff or light brown,” in
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another place; “chocolate-colored and silky to the touch and slightly
iridescent”; “gray”; “red-rust color”; “reddish raindrops and gray
sand”; “dirty gray”; “quite red”; “yellow-brown, with a tinge of
pink”; “deep yellow-clay color.”

In Nature, it is described as of a peculiar yellowish cast in
one place, reddish somewhere else, and salmon-colored in another
place.

Or there could be real science if there were really anything to be
scientific about.

Or the science of chemistry is like a science of sociology, preju-
diced in advance, because only to see is to see with a prejudice,
setting out to “prove” that all inhabitants of New York came from
Africa.

Very easy matter. Samples from one part of town. Disregard
for all the rest.

There is no science but Wessex-science.

According to our acceptance, there should be no other, but that
approximation should be higher: that metaphysics is super-evil: that
the scientific spirit is of the cosmic quest.

Our notion is that, in a real existence, such a quasi-system of
fables as the science of chemistry could not deceive for a moment:
but that in an “existence” endeavoring to become real, it represents
that endeavor, and will continue to impose its pseudo-positiveness
until it be driven out by a higher approximation to realness;

That the science of chemistry is as impositive as fortune-telling—

Or no—

That, though it represents a higher approximation to realness
than does alchemy, for instance, and so drove out alchemy, it is
still only somewhere between myth and positiveness.

The attempt at realness, or to state a real and unmodified fact
here, is the statement:

All red rains are colored by sands from the Sahara Desert.

My own impositivist acceptances are:

That some red rains are colored by sands from the Sahara Desert;

Some by sands from other terrestrial sources;

Some by sands from other worlds, or from their deserts—also from
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aerial regions too indefinite or amorphous to be thought of as
“worlds” or planets—

That no supposititious whirlwind can account for the hundreds of
millions of tons of matter that fell upon Australia, Pacific Ocean
and Atlantic Ocean and Europe in 1902 and 1903—that a whirl-
wind that could do that would not be supposititious.

But now we shall cast off some of our own wessicality by ac-
cepting that there have been falls of red substance other than
sand.

We regard every science as an expression of the attempt to be
real. But to be real is to localize the universal—or to make some
one thing as wide as all things— successful accomplishment of which
I cannot conceive of. The prime resistance to this endeavor is the re-
fusal of the rest of the universe to be damned, excluded, disregarded,
to receive Christian Science treatment, by something else so attempt-
ing. Although all phenomena are striving for the Absolute—or have
surrendered to and have incorporated themselves in higher at-
tempts, simply to be phenomenal, or to have seeming in Inter-
mediateness is to express relations.

A river.

It is water expressing the gravitational relation of different levels.

The water of the river.

Expression of chemic relations of hydrogen and oxygen—which
are not final.

A city.

Manifestation of commercial and social relations.

How could a mountain be without base in a greater body?

Storekeeper live without customers?

The prime resistance to the positivist attempt by Science is its re-
lations with other phenomena, or that it only expresses those rela-
tions in the first place. Or that a Science can have seeming, or sur-
vive in Intermediateness, as something pure, isolated, positively dif-
ferent, no more than could a river or a city or a mountain or a
store.

This Intermediateness-wide attempt by parts to be wholes—which
cannot be realized in our quasi-state, if we accept that in it the
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co-existence of two or more wholes or universal is impossible-
high approximation to which, however, may be thinkable—

Scientists and their dream of “pure science.”

Artists and their dream of “art for art’s sake.”

It is our notion that if they could almost realize, that would be
almost realness: that they would instantly be translated into real
existence. Such thinkers are good positivists, but they are evil in
an economic and sociologic sense, if, in that sense, nothing has
justification for being, unless it serve, or function for, or express
the relations of, some higher aggregate. So Science functions for
and serves society at large, and would, from society at large, receive
no support, unless it did so divert itself or dissipate and prostitute
itself. It seems that by prostitution I mean usefulness.

There have been red rains that, in the middle ages, were called
“rains of blood.” Such rains terrified many persons, and were so
unsettling to large populations, that Science, in its sociologic rela-
tions, has sought, by Mrs. Eddy’s method, to remove an evil—

That “rains of blood” do not exist;

That rains so called are only of water colored by sand from the
Sahara Desert.

My own acceptance is that such assurances, whether fictitious or
not, whether the Sahara is a “dazzling white” desert or not, have
wrought such good effects, in a sociologic sense, even though prosti-
tutional in the positivist sense, that, in the sociologic sense, they
were well justified;

But that we've gone on: that this is the twentieth century; that
most of us have grown up so that such soporifics of the past are no
longer necessary:

That if gushes of blood should fall from the sky upon New York
City, business would go on as usual.

We began with rains that we accepted ourselves were, most likely,
only of sand. In my own still immature hereticalness—and by
heresy, or progress, I mean, very largely, a return, though with
many modifications, to the superstitions of the past, | think 1 feel
considerable aloofness to the idea of rains of blood. Just at present,
it is my conservative, or timid purpose, to express only that there
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have been red rains that very strongly suggest blood or finely di-
vided animal matter—

Debris from inter-planetary disasters.

Aerial battles.

Food-supplies from cargoes of super-vessels, wrecked in inter-
planetary traffic.

There was a red rain in the Mediterranean region, March 6, 1888.
Twelve days later, it fell again. Whatever this substance may have
been, when burned, the odor of animal matter from it was strong
and persistent. (L’'Astronomie, 1888-205.)

But— infinite heterogeneity—or debris from many different kinds
of aerial cargoes—there have been red rains that have been colored
by neither sand nor animal matter.

Annals of Philosophy, 16-226:

That, Nov. 2, 1819—week before the black rain and earthquake
of Canada—there fell, at Blankenberge, Holland, a red rain. As
to sand, two chemists of Bruges concentrated 144 ounces of the
rain to 4 ounces—“no precipitate fell.” But the color was so marked
that had there been sand, it would have been deposited, if the sub-
stance had been diluted instead of concentrated. Experiments were
made, and various reagents did cast precipitates, but other than
sand. The chemists concluded that the rain-water contained muriate
of cobalt—which is not very enlightening: that could be said of
many substances carried in vessels upon the Atlantic Ocean. What-
ever it may have been, in the Annates de Chimie, 2-12-432, its
color is said to have been red-violet. For various chemic reactions,
see Quar. Jour. Roy. Inst., 9-202, and Edin. Phil. Jour., 2-381.

Something that fell with dust said to have been meteoric, March
9, 10, 11, 1872: described in the Chemical News, 25-300, as a “pecu-
liar substance,” consisted of red iron ocher, carbonate of lime, and
organic matter.

Orange-red hail, March 14, 1873, in Tuscany. (Notes and Queries,
9516,

Rain of lavender-colored substance, at Oudon, France, Dec. 19,
1903. (Bull. Soc. Met. de France, 1904-124.)

La Nature, 1885-2-351:
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That, according to Prof. Schwedoff, there fell, in Russia, June 14,
1880, red hailstones, also blue hailstones, also gray hailstones.

Nature, 34-123:

A correspondent writes that he had been told by a resident of a
small town in Venezuela, that there, April 17, 1886, had fallen hail-
stones, some red, some blue, some whitish: informant said to have
been one unlikely ever to have heard of the Russian phenomenon;
described as an “honest, plain countryman.”

Nature, July 5, 1877, quotes a Roman correspondent to the Lon-
don Times who sent a translation from an Italian newspaper: that
a red rain had fallen in Italy, June 23, 1877, containing “micro-
scopically small particles of sand.”

Or, according to our acceptance, any other story would have been
an evil thing, in the sociologic sense, in Italy, in 1877. But the Eng-
lish correspondent, from a land where terrifying red rains are un-
common, does not feel this necessity. He writes: “I am by no means
satisfied that the rain was of sand and water.” His observations are
that drops of this rain left stains “such as sandy water could not
leave.” He notes that when the water evaporated, no sand was left
behind.

L'A nnee Scientifique, 1888-75:

That, Dec. 13, 1887, there fell, in Cochin China, a substance like
blood, somewhat coagulated.

Annales de Chimie, 85-266:

That a thick, viscous, red matter fell at Ulm, in 1812.

We now have a datum with a factor that has been foreshadowed;
which will recur and recur and recur throughout this book. It is a
factor that makes for speculation so revolutionary that it will have
to be reinforced many times before we can take it into full accept-
ance.

Year Boo\ of Facts, 1861-273:

Quotation from a letter from Prof. Campini to Prof. Matteucci:

That, upon Dec. 28, i860, at about 7 a.m., in the northwestern
part of Siena, a reddish rain fell copiously for two hours.

A second red shower fell at 11 o’clock.

Three days later, the red rain fell again.

The next day another red rain fell.
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Still more extraordinarily:
Each fall occurred in “exactly the same quarter of town.”

4

T is in the records of the French Academy that, upon March 17,
I 1669, in the town of Chatillon-sur-Seine, fell a reddish substance
that was “thick, viscous, and putrid.”

American Journal of Science, 1-41-404:

Story of a highly unpleasant substance that had fallen from the
sky, in Wilson County, Tennessee. We read that Dr. Troost visited
the place and investigated. Later we're going to investigate some
investigations— but never mind that now. Dr. Troost reported that
the substance was clear blood and portions of flesh scattered upon
tobacco fields. He argued that a whirlwind might have taken an
animal up from one place, mauled it around, and have precipitated
its remains somewhere else.

But, in volume 44, page 216, of the Journal, there is an apology.
The whole matter is, upon newspaper authority, said to have been
a hoax by Negroes, who had pretended to have seen the shower, for
the sake of practicing upon the credulity of their masters: that they
had scattered the decaying flesh of a dead hog over the tobacco fields.

If we don’t accept this datum, at least we see the sociologically
necessary determination to have all falls accredited to earthly origins
—even when they’re falls that don't fall.

Annual Register, 1821-687:

That, upon the 13th of August, 1819, something had fallen from
the sky at Amherst, Mass. It had been examined and described by
Prof. Graves, formerly lecturer at Dartmouth College. It was an
object that had upon it a nap, similar to that of milled cloth. Upon
removing this nap, a buff-colored, pulpy substance was found. It
had an offensive odor, and, upon exposure to the air, turned to a
vivid red. This thing was said to have fallen with a brilliant light.

Also see the Edinburgh Philosophical Journal, 5-295. In the An-
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nales de Chimie, 1821-67, M. Arago accepts the datum, and gives
four instances of similar objects or substances said to have fallen
from the sky, two of which we shall have with our data of gelat-
inous, or viscous matter, and two of which | omit, because it seems
to me that the dates given are too far back.

In the American Journal of Science, 1-2-335, Professor Graves’
account, communicated by Professor Dewey:

That, upon the evening of August 13, 1819, a light was seen in
Amherst—a falling object—sound as if of an explosion.

In the home of Prof. Dewey, this light was reflected upon a wall
of a room in which were several members of Prof. Dewey’s family.

The next morning, in Prof. Dewey’s front yard, in what is said
to have been the only position from which the light that had been
seen in the room, the night before, could have been reflected, was
found a substance “unlike anything before observed by anyone who
saw it.” It was a bowl-shaped object, about 8 inches in diameter,
and one inch thick. Bright buff-colored, and having upon it a “fine
nap.” Upon removing this covering, a buff-colored, pulpy substance
of the consistency of soft-soap, was found—*“of an offensive, suf-
focating smell.”

A few minutes of exposure to the air changed the buff color to “a
livid color resembling venous blood.” It absorbed moisture quickly
from the air and liquefied. For some of the chemic reactions, see
the Journal.

There’s another lost quasi-soul of a datum that seems to me to
belong here:

London Times, April 19, 1836:

Fall of fish that had occurred in the neighborhood of Allahabad,
India, k is said that the fish were of the chalwa species, about a
span in length and a seer in weight—you know.

They were dead and dry.

Or they had been such a long time out of water that we can’t
accept that they had been scooped out of a pond, by a whirlwind—
even though they were so definitely identified as of a known local
species—

Or they were not fish at all.

I incline, mvself, to the acceptance that they were not fish, but
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slender, fish-shaped objects of the same substance as that which fell
at Amherst—it is said that, whatever they were, they could not be
eaten: that “in the pan, they turned to blood.”

For details of this story see the Journal of the Asiatic Society of
Bengal, 1834-307. May 16 or 17, 1834, 's the date given in the Journal.

In the American Journal of Science, 1-25-362, occurs the inevitable
damnation of the Amherst object:

Prof. Edward Hitchcock went to live in Amherst. He says that
years later, another object, like the one said to have fallen in 1819,
had been found at “nearly the same place.” Prof. Hitchcock was
invited by Prof. Graves to examine it. Exactly like the first one. Cor-
responded in size and color and consistency. The chemic reactions
were the same.

Prof. Hitchcock recognized it in a moment.

It was a gelatinous fungus.

He did not satisfy himself as to just the exact species it belonged
to, but he predicted that similar fungi might spring up within
twenty-four hours—

But, before evening, two others sprang up.

Or we've arrived at one of the oldest of the exclusionists’ conven-
tions—or nostoc. We shall have many data of gelatinous substance
said to have fallen from the sky: almost always the exclusionists
argue that it was only nostoc, an Alga, or, in some respects, a
fungous growth. The rival convention is “spawn of frogs or of
fishes.” These two conventions have made a strong combination. In
instances where testimony was not convincing that gelatinous mat-
ter had been seen to fall, it was said that the gelatinous substance
was nostoc, and had been upon the ground in the first place: when
the testimony was too good that it had fallen, it was said to be
spawn that had been carried from one place to another in a whirl-
wind.

Now, | can't say that nostoc is always greenish, any more than
| can say that blackbirds are always black, having seen a white one:
we shall quote a scientist who knew of flesh-colored nostoc, when
so to know was convenient. When we come to reported falls of
gelatinous substances, 1'd like it to be noticed how often they are
described as whitish or grayish. In looking up the subject, myself,
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I have read only of greenish nostoc. Said to be greenish, in Web-
ster's Dictionary—said to be "blue-green” in the New International
Encyclopedia— "from bright green to olive-green” (Science Gossip,
10-114): "green” (Science Gossip, 7-260); “greenish” (Notes and
Queries, 1-11-219). It would seem acceptable that, if many reports
of white birds should occur, the birds are not blackbirds, even
though there have been white blackbirds. Or that, if often reported,
grayish or whitish gelatinous substance is not nostoc, and is not
spawn if occurring in times unseasonable for spawn.

"The Kentucky Phenomenon.”

So it was called, in its day. and now we have an occurrence that
attracted a great deal of attenuon in its own time. Usually these
things of the accursed have been hushed up or disregarded— sup-
pressed like the seven black rains of Stains—but, upon March 3,
1$76. something occurred, in Bath County, Kentucky, that brought
manv newspaper correspondents to the scene.

The substance that looked like beef that fell from the sky.

Upon March 3. 1S70. at Olympian Springs, Bath County, Ken-
tucky. iiakes ot a substance that looked like beef fell from the sky
—"from a clear skv." We'd like to emphasize that it was said that
nothing but this falling substance was visible in the sky. It fell in
hakes or various sizes: some two inches square, one, three or four
inches square. The hake-formation is interesting: later we shall
think of it as signifying pressure—somewhere. It was a thick
shower, on the ground, on trees, on fences, but it was narrowly
localized: or upon a strip of land about 100 yards long and about
50 yards wide. For the first account, see the Scientific American,
34-107. and the New Yoif|] Times, March 10, 1S76.

Then the exclusionists.

Something that looked like beef: one flake of it the size of a
square envelope.

li we think of how hard the exclusionists have fought to reject
the coming of ordinary-looking dust from this earth’s externality,
we can sympathize with them in this sensational instance, perhaps.
Newspaper correspondents wrote broadcast and witnesses were
guoted, and this time there is no mention of a hoax, and, except
by one scientist, there is no denial that the fall did take place.



THE BOOK OF THE DAMNED 45

It seems to me that the exclusionists are still more emphatically
conservators. It is not so much that they are inimical to all data of
externally derived substances that fall upon this earth, as that they
are inimical to all data discordant with a system that does not in-
clude such phenomena—

Or the spirit or hope or ambition of the cosmos, which we call
attempted positivism: not to find out the new; not to add to what
is called knowledge, but to systematize.

Scientific American Supplement, 2-426:

That the substance reported from Kentucky had been examined
by Leopold Brandeis.

“At last we have a proper explanation of this much talked of
phenomenon.”

“It has been comparatively easy to identify the substance and
to fix its status. The Kentucky ‘wonder’ is no more or less than
nostoc.”

Or that it had not fallen; that it had been upon the ground in
the first place, and had swollen in rain, and, attracting attention by
greatly increased volume, had been supposed by unscientific ob-
servers to have fallen in rain—

What rain, | don’t know.

Also it is spoken of as “dried” several times. That’s one of the
most important of the details.

But the relief of outraged propriety, expressed in the Supplement,
is amusing to some of us, who, | fear, may be a little improper
at times. Very spirit of the Salvation Army, when some third-rate
scientist comes out with an explanation of the vermiform appendix
or the os coccygis that would have been acceptable to Moses. To give
completeness to “the proper explanation,” it is said that Mr. Brandeis.
had identified the substance as “flesh-colored” nostoc.

Prof. Lawrence Smith, of Kentucky, 