
The Coming Race

The Coming Race by Edward Bulwer-Lytton is a visionary science fiction novel that
explores a hidden underground society with advanced technology and telepathic
powers, raising questions about progress and human nature.

Chapter I - The Coming Race

Chapter I opens with a personal recounting of heritage and identity, establishing the
narrator’s background as rooted in early American history. He speaks of his English
ancestry and notes how his family, having contributed to America’s founding struggles,
eventually stepped away from public affairs after political disappointments. Born the
eldest of three sons, he was expected to pursue knowledge and opportunity beyond
his homeland. At sixteen, he traveled to England, where he embarked on a path of
formal education and later began commercial training in Liverpool. Though destined
for a conventional life, his father’s passing changed the course of his ambitions.
Inheriting a modest fortune and emboldened by a thirst for the unfamiliar, he chose
not to settle but to wander, crossing countries and oceans with a spirit shaped by both
intellect and impulsiveness.

One particular journey in 18__ took him to a rugged, remote region where geological
curiosities drew scholars and adventurers alike. He reunited with an old friend—an
engineer of fine repute—who was investigating an abandoned mining site marked by
stories of seismic activity. At first, their daily excursions into the mine seemed like
standard explorations: long tunnels, dripping stone walls, and remnants of tools half-
consumed by time. But deeper still, beneath layers of rock and sediment, they
stumbled across something wholly unexpected—a vertical fissure that hinted at



secrets buried far below the earth’s known layers. This chasm was no ordinary crack.
Its walls bore signs of searing heat, as if blasted open by volcanic fire in some ancient
cataclysm. The darkness it offered was not just physical but also intellectual. No map
could chart it. No compass could guide a descent.

One morning, while the narrator observed from a ledge, his engineer companion
decided to explore the rift. Lowered carefully into the abyss, he vanished from view,
his lantern flickering until it too was consumed by blackness. When he returned, hours
later, a change had overtaken him. His eyes darted more nervously, and he spoke with
a hesitation that had not been there before. No longer was he eager to investigate or
speculate. His mind appeared haunted, not by physical exhaustion, but by something
he had seen. The narrator, concerned yet intrigued, offered him food, drink, and the
comfort of companionship. Over brandy, the tension slowly broke, and the truth
emerged—not in a single burst, but in fragments. What had been discovered below
was not ruin but structure. Not chaos, but evidence of design.

The engineer described a tunnel so vast that it resembled a cathedral built from stone
and light. It pulsed not with fire but with a steady illumination that could not be
explained by known chemical or natural means. The walls were carved with precision.
The road that stretched beneath him seemed to lead somewhere—not to emptiness,
but toward purpose. Figures had been seen, distant yet unmistakably moving. Not
shadows of animals, but upright, sentient forms. Their movements were too deliberate
to be random, their presence too silent to be accidental. The narrator listened, at first
skeptical, then entranced. The idea that a whole civilization could thrive unnoticed
beneath the crust of the earth was both terrifying and thrilling.

Such a possibility unraveled the threads of everything he thought he knew.
Geography, biology, history—all would have to be reconsidered. The narrator couldn’t
shake the mental image painted by his friend’s tale. In his heart, he knew he must see
it for himself. Mystery had laid its bait. Adventure, wrapped in the unknown, called him
forward. There are times when curiosity is stronger than caution. And so, as the brandy
settled and the story ended, a silent agreement was made. The descent would be



attempted again. But this time, it would not be by one man alone. It would be a
journey shared, a journey into the heart of darkness that promised either knowledge or
peril—and perhaps both in equal measure.



Chapter II - The Coming Race

Chapter II draws us deeper into the unknown as the narrator, driven by an unshakable
sense of discovery, returns to the strange chasm that had haunted his thoughts. With
each step closer to the abyss, excitement and tension mount, mirrored in the nervous
smiles exchanged between him and his companion. The morning light fades as they
descend slowly, their forms swallowed by the cavern’s yawning mouth. This is no
ordinary expedition—it is a deliberate confrontation with the alien. Supported by a long
rope and expert miners above, they navigate the narrow descent, the silence broken
only by the echo of boots on stone and the occasional metallic clink of gear. As they
reach the ledge where strange sounds first lured them, the view opens up like a living
painting. Before them, the funnel-shaped void reveals a world below, softly aglow, as if
lit by stars beneath the earth rather than above it.

The moment is surreal. Silver-toned lights shimmer across winding roads, illuminating
stone bridges and luminous waters that trickle down from unseen sources. The
narrator's companion is quick to use a telescope, affirming earlier visions as
real—there, nestled in the valley’s center, rises a monumental structure resembling an
Egyptian temple in symmetry and scale. It pulses gently with internal light, not
flickering but steady, suggesting energy that flows rather than burns. Around its base,
figures move like shadows, their presence unmistakably alive yet somehow inhuman.
The scale of the building and the deliberate pace of the figures make the scene feel
both majestic and unnerving. No words are spoken for several minutes. Wonder has
taken hold. They are witnesses to something ancient, orderly, and completely unlike
the chaos of the surface world they left behind just hours earlier.

The narrator secures the rope once more, ensuring its strength before venturing
further down the wall. Every handhold is deliberate, each breath shallow from both
effort and anticipation. The descent feels like entering sacred ground, not simply



another cave. Echoes of dripping water and distant mechanical murmurs create a
rhythm, like a song composed by the cave itself. The narrator notes how the
temperature, surprisingly moderate, neither chills nor warms—another mystery that
defies conventional science. His heart pounds not from exertion but from the
realization that his world is about to expand in unimaginable ways. Curiosity drowns
out fear, and logic is forced to coexist with myth. Whatever lies ahead, he knows, will
not fit neatly into the categories of human understanding.

As they descend further, the narrator marvels at the refined design of the valley
below. Everything appears intentional: roads curve with elegance, flora seems
cultivated rather than wild, and the placement of lights suggests aesthetic planning.
This is not the result of natural erosion or geological coincidence. It is civilization in its
purest, most advanced form—silent, beautiful, and fully integrated with its
environment. The only question that lingers is whether this place was built by human
hands or something altogether different. The deeper he travels, the more he feels his
own world slipping away. The rock walls, once cold and rough, now appear polished in
places, etched with designs faint but deliberate. Symbols? Warnings? He can’t yet tell.

At last, they stop on a broader platform carved naturally—or perhaps unnaturally—into
the cliff’s edge. The building's architecture becomes clearer now: massive columns
topped with sweeping arches and surfaces so smooth they reflect the valley's pale
light like a mirror. Still, no visible doors, only archways and tunnels branching inward.
The figures that roam nearby remain distant, yet they do not behave like guards.
Instead, their movements echo routine, like citizens navigating a normal day. And yet
nothing about this is normal. Not for the narrator. Not for his world. For now, he
watches, suspended between two realms, knowing full well that once the final rope is
lowered, there may be no turning back. The descent is no longer just physical. It is a
journey toward an understanding he may not be ready to receive.



Chapter III - The Coming Race

Chapter III opens with the narrator cautiously descending deeper into an unfamiliar
world, his every step guided more by curiosity than confidence. The road beneath his
feet glows with steady lamplight, its smooth path reminiscent of high-altitude
mountain trails, curving gracefully between jagged rock walls. As he walks, a
breathtaking sight emerges: an immense structure rooted at the end of the pass,
surrounded by an eerie yet captivating landscape. Below stretches a broad valley
teeming with life, but not the life he knows. Vegetation thrives in strange tones—golds,
crimsons, and dusky grays—that seem both artificial and alive. Fields are arranged
with deliberate care, evidence that this society has long mastered not only agriculture
but also aesthetic order. A quiet awe settles over him as he realizes this world was not
simply stumbled upon; it was shaped and designed with a purpose beyond survival,
perhaps even beyond comprehension.

Glancing down the valley, he notices water features sculpted with artistic
precision—rivers bending into mirror-smooth curves, lakes that appear hand-painted
under the illumination. Some glisten like oil, while others shine with clarity unmatched
by surface waters. These do not appear to exist by chance but by calculated design,
revealing a civilization with command over the elements. His attention shifts to the
bordering vegetation: fern-like trees stretch impossibly tall, while odd, oversized
mushrooms cluster beneath them, their shapes grotesque yet symmetrical. Palm-like
stalks rise from the earth, flowering with blossoms so vivid they seem lit from within.
Every living thing in this landscape feels curated. There is beauty, but it’s a beauty
stripped of randomness, suggesting nature has been domesticated without being
destroyed. The sensation of walking through this environment feels like entering a
gallery of living art—a living museum of form and function intertwined.



Though the sun is absent, the space is bathed in constant daylight. It is not blinding,
yet it leaves no shadow, sourced from an array of strategically placed luminous
devices that cast a warmth like Mediterranean noon without the burden of heat. In this
balance between visibility and comfort, he sees engineering aligned with empathy. He
marvels at how this artificial sun maintains not just clarity but serenity. The narrator
cannot help but feel small—not in size, but in imagination—compared to the ingenuity
that brought such a world into being. The concept of nature, as he once understood it,
is upended here. Nature is not wild. It is tamed and, perhaps, improved upon by minds
unshackled by the surface world’s limitations. The result is a harmony that doesn’t
fight for dominance, but flows like the rivers below.

Farther out, silhouettes move across the fields—figures who glide rather than walk,
whose movements are too graceful to be casual. These beings, though distant, appear
completely at ease in this strange terrain, suggesting it is not strange to them at all. A
sense of community pulses through the stillness, not through noise but through
visibility, through shared space and presence. One figure becomes particularly
mesmerizing. It sails through the air in a vessel unlike anything the narrator has seen.
With wings poised like sails and movement that mimics both bird and balloon, the
vehicle disappears with ghostly elegance into the treetops. The implications are
staggering. Not only has this society dominated ground travel, but it has also mastered
air. And yet, not a single engine sound or trace of combustion follows—only silence
and speed.

Overhead, the ceiling of the world stretches beyond his line of sight. There is no dome,
no horizon—just an immense vault that appears to absorb light rather than reflect it.
The narrator senses the scale is not architectural but geological, as though he has
stepped into the womb of the earth itself. The idea of being underground fades; the
sensation is one of floating within a vast, suspended world. He tries to reconcile what
he sees with what he understands of the planet, of science, of human limitation. But
nothing matches. This chapter closes with a tension between amazement and
isolation. He is surrounded by wonder but still untouched by it, not yet part of what he
observes. In the face of such mastery over environment and space, he wonders



whether mankind from above ever truly knew what it meant to evolve.



Chapter IV - The coming Race

Chapter IV of The Coming Race opens as the narrator continues deeper into the
unknown world beneath the earth’s surface, stumbling upon a structure that defies
both conventional architecture and his expectations of underground life. The building,
partially sculpted from stone and adorned with patterns reminiscent of ancient
cultures, radiates a strange harmony with nature. Columns stretch upward, wrapped in
vines and crowned by flora unfamiliar to his eyes, suggesting a culture that merges
construction with the organic world rather than conquering it. This peculiar balance of
craftsmanship and natural elegance is both inviting and unnerving, as though the
structure breathes with an intelligence of its own. As he approaches the entrance, a
strong sense of unease begins to grow, not because of what is seen, but because of
what feels imminent. A tension lingers in the air, like that preceding a storm, as if this
building exists not simply as shelter but as a threshold to another order of life.

The narrator’s approach is halted by the sudden appearance of a figure, both majestic
and unsettling. This being’s height, while not monstrous, commands presence, and its
attire—wings folded across its chest, a delicate yet firm tunic, and a material that
defies earthly classification—suggests not only function but ceremonial importance.
Atop its head rests a diadem embedded with luminescent stones, and in one hand it
carries a rod that pulses faintly with energy. The most captivating feature, however, is
the face: it blends aesthetic harmony with an alien severity, eyes deep and dark as if
they contain the memory of forgotten worlds. The narrator is struck by the sense that
this creature, though humanoid, belongs to a strain of evolution that outpaced his own.
It is not the physical form that frightens him but the calm authority it radiates—a
stillness that feels absolute, as if nothing could disturb it. He is not in the presence of
violence, yet a primal instinct warns him that his role here is not that of an equal.



The air thickens with a strange awe as the creature makes no move to attack, yet its
composure carries a message of dominance more complete than any display of force.
The narrator, though trained in reasoning and exploration, feels his confidence falter.
This being—unarmed in appearance, unhurried in movement—somehow embodies a
power that needs no expression. The staff it holds is not brandished, yet its subtle
shimmer speaks of unseen capabilities. His scientific instincts urge him to analyze and
interpret, but something deeper within whispers that he is now far outside the realm of
logic or precedent. Every feature, from the creature’s expression to the posture of
relaxed alertness, communicates a civilization advanced not just technologically, but
emotionally and intellectually. The narrator stands motionless, unsure whether to
speak, bow, or flee.

With slow grace, the figure gestures for him to follow, not with command but
invitation—though refusal feels impossible. As he steps into the structure’s interior, the
tension recedes but is replaced with wonder. Light, not sourced from flame or bulb,
glows from the walls, soft and steady, casting no shadows. The air is fresh, though
they are buried deep beneath the earth. It dawns on him that the being who led him is
not alone, but part of a society far removed from the surface world in every way. There
is no sense of threat, yet the overwhelming precision and harmony of his surroundings
suggest an order of life that brooks no disruption. The narrator begins to feel that
perhaps his presence alone might ripple this balance, not through action, but through
being fundamentally out of place in a world so deeply refined.

As he walks further, guided but not coerced, he reflects on how his earlier fears now
shift toward introspection. This encounter has not only shown him an advanced
species but has also revealed the limits of his own assumptions. He begins to suspect
that knowledge in this world is not merely stored in books or passed through
speech—it might be embedded in the very material of the walls, the design of the
halls, or even the resonance of silence itself. A society that has mastered vril, the force
alluded to but not yet understood, has likely mastered much more than power—it has
likely unlocked a new way of existing. And in that realization, he senses that what lies
ahead is not simply discovery but transformation.



Chapter V - The coming Race

Chapter V begins with the narrator's bewildering introduction to an underground world
that shatters his understanding of reality. He is approached by a humanoid figure
whose physical features, though humanlike, radiate a serene confidence and grace far
beyond his own. The figure communicates in a tongue completely unfamiliar, yet the
tone is kind and unthreatening. A touch from this being soothes him immediately,
creating a calming effect that erases fear and tension. He is then guided through a
passage illuminated by a light without flame, casting no shadow, yet bright and
steady. As he enters a grand hall, its architecture and scent stimulate his senses with a
mix of curiosity and reverence. Intricate designs, advanced devices, and the subtle
presence of moving mechanisms suggest a civilization built not only on power but also
on precise beauty.

In this realm, harmony seems embedded into the very structure of society. The
narrator is led into a domestic space that surprises him with its warmth and elegance,
despite being alien. He notices individuals—tall, poised, dressed in garments that
shimmer like silk—interacting with each other through gestures and glances more than
words. What strikes him most is their civility; his presence, though odd to them,
inspires polite examination rather than fear or hostility. The youngest among them
operate machines with ease, and the balance between labor and leisure appears
seamless. It becomes clear that even children hold responsibilities, and those duties
are carried out with maturity. This suggests a society that integrates purpose into
every phase of life, starting from early education. Their strength lies not only in
invention but in discipline and unity, woven deep into their culture.

As the narrator walks further into the city, guided by his hosts, he is overwhelmed by
the scale and silence of the metropolis. Towers rise in fluid curves, gardens bloom
indoors, and translucent passageways hum with subtle energy, all sustained by the



force known as vril. This energy powers machines, lights, and even the wings worn by
some inhabitants, allowing effortless flight. The narrator watches in amazement as
several glide from one level to another, their movements synchronized and soundless.
There are no beasts of burden, no loud engines, only the quiet hum of an efficient
ecosystem. Even the machinery seems to be crafted not only for utility but for visual
harmony, with edges smoothed and surfaces adorned. Beauty and function coexist,
reflecting the society’s deep aesthetic principles.

Toward the end of the chapter, the narrator witnesses a display of aerial acrobatics by
a group of these winged people, who soar with ease through arches and columns.
Their command over movement makes them seem more like birds than men, unbound
by gravity or clumsiness. He is captivated, yet also intimidated, recognizing in them a
level of advancement that exposes his own limitations. When invited to examine one
of the technological devices, he attempts interaction but quickly misjudges its
function. In his panic, a defensive reaction from the device occurs, resulting in a sharp
shock that leaves him reeling. The reaction is not aggressive but automatic, a built-in
safeguard against misuse. This moment crystallizes his sense of alienation—despite
his efforts, he remains an outsider in a place governed by rules and knowledge far
beyond his comprehension.

This chapter captures a pivotal stage in the narrator’s journey, where wonder begins to
give way to self-doubt. His exposure to such a refined and evolved people prompts
reflection on his own world’s reliance on violence, noise, and hierarchy. Unlike his
home, where progress often trails behind ambition, here advancement has been
molded to serve peace and community. The gentle yet precise manners of the
underground race offer a vision of civilization where conflict is unnecessary because
needs are met and power is shared wisely. The narrator is both inspired and humbled.
In witnessing this world, he glimpses a possible future—or perhaps an alternative
past—where humanity chose a different path. It leaves him questioning whether his
own race could ever achieve such a balance, or if the barriers of pride and fear will
always hold them back.



Chapter VII - The coming Race

Chapter VII opens with the narrator settling into a private chamber once occupied by
Zee, a space that diverges from the grandeur typically associated with the Vril-ya's
architecture. Its design, understated yet purposeful, features walls covered in softly
colored matting and a modest bed that suggests simplicity rather than luxury. A small
aviary hums with life, filled with exotic birds whose songs form harmonies so refined
they sound nearly orchestrated. The environment feels like a sanctuary for quiet
thought, yet it also subtly reveals the integration of beauty and utility in Vril-ya
culture. Their sense of domestic comfort does not rely on excess but instead highlights
harmony between nature and intellect. Even in personal quarters, the Vril-ya express
their values through deliberate restraint. Their notion of elegance, unlike surface
society’s fixation on ornament, emerges from balance and function.

Soon after the narrator begins reflecting on his surroundings, his host and Zee visit,
eager to discuss his origins. They express curiosity but remain composed, neither
astonished by his tales nor quick to judge, instead responding with calm scrutiny.
When the narrator proudly references the achievements of his homeland—especially
the democratic ideals and the bustling progress of New York—he meets a gentle but
unmistakable skepticism. Democracy, which he promotes as a vehicle of fairness and
freedom, seems to the Vril-ya a source of chaos and inefficiency. To them, rule by
majority appears unstable compared to their own form of wise hereditary governance,
overseen by a body of sages. In their view, peace and prosperity are preserved not by
popular opinion, but by centuries of accumulated wisdom and the ethical use of vril.
The narrator begins to sense that his world’s triumphs may not be as universal as he
once believed.

As the dialogue deepens, the narrator recounts his unexpected descent into their
subterranean world and attempts to convey the scientific and social structures of the



upper earth. The Vril-ya listen with polite interest but remain unmoved by tales of
steam engines, telegraphs, or national debates. They regard such progress as
primitive when measured against their own mastery of vril—an energy that fuels
transport, heals injury, alters weather, and even manipulates thought. With vril,
barriers between mind and matter dissolve, allowing physical actions to be performed
through will alone. This capacity places the Vril-ya in what appears to the narrator as a
nearly godlike position. However, what strikes him most is not their power, but their
composed responsibility in using it, hinting at a maturity that goes beyond
technological success.

Toward the close of the chapter, a solemn understanding is reached. The host
proposes that details about the narrator’s surface world be kept confidential, arguing
that sharing such knowledge could disturb their people’s peace. The narrator agrees,
recognizing the potential danger of curiosity untempered by caution. Zee mentions,
almost casually, that memories can be erased using vril—an ability that sends a quiet
chill through the narrator, despite the gentleness of her tone. In their world, control
over information is not only possible but considered necessary for the preservation of
harmony. This revelation underscores the ethical complexity of their power—what is
meant for good could so easily veer into coercion if placed in less scrupulous hands. As
the conversation ends, the narrator is left with more questions than answers,
particularly about the line between knowledge and danger.

The discussion sheds light on the delicate tension between exploration and protection,
advancement and restraint. In the Vril-ya’s eyes, true progress is not measured by how
far one can reach but by how wisely one manages what they possess. Their choice to
limit exposure to external influence reflects a commitment to social balance over
expansion or conquest. While the surface world tends to equate growth with success,
this subterranean society values inner coherence above all. It suggests a model of
civilization where maturity lies not in what can be achieved but in what should be
preserved. This philosophical divide forms the core of the narrator’s growing unease:
in confronting a culture so advanced yet so inwardly cautious, he is forced to
reevaluate the virtues he had assumed were universally admirable.



Chapter IX - The coming Race

Chapter IX opens with a revealing look at the dietary customs of the Ana, the people of
this subterranean world, whose food choices reflect not only physical sustenance but
moral principle. To consume the flesh of animals is viewed by them as repugnant, a
regression into primitive cruelty. Instead, they nourish themselves with foods derived
from complex vegetable compounds and mineral infusions. These are not simple crops
as known on the surface but the result of calculated chemistry and botanical
advancement. Even the flavor and texture of meats can be replicated through science,
yet without any loss of moral purity or nutritional value. What they prepare bears little
resemblance to earthly cuisine but accomplishes its goal with elegance and efficiency.
This refined system of nourishment is built not merely for taste or tradition but around
a societal dedication to compassion, balance, and biological sustainability.

The nutritional science of the Ana includes a careful blend of minerals like lime, chosen
for their bodily benefits and incorporated into otherwise gentle, easy-to-digest food.
Their botanical experimentation produces a range of novel plants, many lacking in
bright colors but rich in form and function. These plants not only serve the culinary
arts but also represent how far the Ana have gone in merging ethics with biology. Food
is not simply fuel—it is an expression of identity and values. With the ability to imitate
surface tastes using non-animal matter, the Ana remove the need for slaughter,
placing their society firmly beyond violent survival instincts. This transformation of diet
speaks to their cultural evolution, showing that technology alone does not define
advancement—compassion plays a central role. And so, what they eat becomes
symbolic of who they are: a society that has chosen kindness without sacrificing
sophistication or health.

Curiously, the same race that has perfected nutrition once flirted dangerously with
destructive technologies. Ancient accounts hint that their ancestors, in mastering



explosive compounds, unleashed a calamity that nearly erased them. This grim lesson
led to an outright ban, formalized by the College of Sages, against creating anything
that could produce explosive force. Despite this, the ingredients of such compounds
are still kept in scientific repositories. The reasoning is philosophical—knowledge, even
of dangerous things, remains inherently valuable. Their restraint lies not in ignorance
but in wisdom, balancing the pursuit of truth with the obligation to avoid misuse. This
is not hypocrisy but a living memory of how brilliance, untempered by ethics, can
destroy even the most advanced civilizations. Thus, their reverence for knowledge is
filtered through a moral lens.

In a similar act of precaution, the creation of aerial vessels has also been forbidden.
Though their advanced understanding of vril and mechanics could easily lead to
airborne transport, they avoid it due to the risk of resurrecting devastating weapons or
unleashing powers beyond control. A few rebellious thinkers occasionally attempt to
unravel the mysteries of flight, but these efforts are met with cultural fear rather than
formal punishment. Superstition, grounded in history’s trauma, serves as an effective
deterrent. Still, among the Vril-ya there exists a hopeful vision that someday their
descendants will master the skies in peace. They believe that when the Ana evolves
further—intellectually and spiritually—he will journey beyond this planet. Space, then,
will become the new frontier, not through conquest, but as a natural step in their
cosmic maturation. This hope reflects not ambition alone, but the belief that the vril
energy within them is meant for a destiny grander than confined earthly life.

The idea that flight will one day be possible without danger shows how imagination
persists even in a society ruled by logic and caution. They envision vehicles that can
defy gravity without creating harm, powered by refined forces rather than combustion
or explosion. Theirs is not a dream of escape, but of expansion—of extending peace
and intelligence outward. The Ana believe the soul of their race is still evolving, and
with it, their understanding of the universe. One day, they believe, matter will yield to
willpower so completely that the air itself will welcome them. These dreams aren’t
merely scientific; they are deeply spiritual aspirations. They symbolize the harmony
between power and restraint, ambition and responsibility, that defines the Ana way of



life. Through this harmony, they hope to explore the stars not as conquerors, but as
rightful citizens of a vast and mysterious cosmos.



Chapter X - The coming Race

Chapter X takes a bold step into exploring the balance of power between genders in a
society unlike any on the surface. What immediately stands out is the presence of true
parity between the sexes. From a young age, all individuals are given the same
responsibilities and opportunities, whether in academic, social, or even defensive
pursuits. This shared path allows every member of the community to develop based on
merit and not biology. While the Gy-ei often display more pronounced strength and
analytical skill, this never results in arrogance or dominance. Instead, these abilities
are seen as natural differences to be honored and balanced. The harmony is
intentional, shaped by generations of effort and understanding. No law forces
equality—it has grown organically through shared purpose. The Gy-ei are not superior
by authority, but by ability, and that ability is wielded responsibly.

Their control of vril, especially among women, is not merely physical but deeply
ethical. Though the Gy-ei could easily dominate using their command of this force,
they choose restraint. This decision stems from a cultural memory of past upheavals,
where unbalanced power once caused fractures in their social order. As a result,
moderation and humility are built into the cultural fabric. The Gy-ei’s refusal to abuse
their dominance speaks volumes about the moral foundation of their society. Where
power could corrupt, it instead humbles. This shared awareness ensures that mutual
respect prevails, not because it is demanded, but because it is earned. The Ana,
though physically less imposing, are never treated as lesser. Their contributions are
equally essential, especially in diplomacy, education, and family nurturing. Such roles
are honored with the same reverence as any physical strength.

A distinctive feature of their culture is the approach to love and commitment.
Marriages are initially contracted for three years, with both parties deciding to renew
or release the bond without shame. This built-in flexibility prioritizes personal growth



and ensures no one remains bound in dissatisfaction. More unusual still is the tradition
that women initiate courtship. It is the Gy-ei who select their partners, a custom rooted
not in dominance but emotional authenticity. Women, viewed as more in tune with
long-term emotional resonance, are trusted to identify genuine compatibility. Men
welcome this role reversal with grace, recognizing the logic and emotional intelligence
behind it. In rare cases, polygamy is permitted, but always by mutual agreement and
seldom practiced. The key theme is choice, not compulsion.

Underlying their gender roles is a quiet reverence for autonomy. Every individual’s
value is not measured by conformity, but by capability and character. Strength and
softness are not at odds here; they coexist with dignity. The Gy-ei, though mighty in
presence and mind, are never detached from compassion. They are mothers, teachers,
scientists, and leaders, but never tyrants. Their strength never subtracts from the
Ana’s worth. Instead, it uplifts the collective. History taught them that unchecked
power leads to destruction. So they chose a different path: balance over dominance,
partnership over hierarchy.

This society’s structure challenges many long-held human assumptions about gender
roles. It invites a deeper look into how harmony can arise from difference, not
similarity. There’s no erasure of identity here, only its elevation through mutual
respect. The way vril is used reflects this philosophy. It’s a force that can both heal and
destroy, but only when guided by wisdom does it serve its highest purpose. The Gy-ei
embody this wisdom—not just in how they wield power, but in how they choose not to.
This restraint, more than any display of strength, defines their greatness. Through
them, the society has become a model of measured equality. Not forced, but naturally
evolved through mutual understanding.

In a world often divided by gender competition, the example set by the Vril-ya is
quietly revolutionary. It is not utopia born of sameness, but of cultivated difference
embraced with grace. The narrator, though startled by these customs, cannot help but
feel admiration. The society he observes is not perfect, but it has achieved what many
others have not: a lived expression of respect, responsibility, and the intelligent



distribution of power. And in this thoughtful, balanced world, each person is free to
become the best version of themselves—not despite their gender, but through the
strengths it brings.



Chapter XI - The coming Race

Chapter XI introduces a puzzling observation from the narrator, who is amazed by the
temperate climate in a world far below Earth's surface. Rather than experiencing the
expected scorching heat predicted by mainstream geology, the subterranean
environment feels much like the mild regions of southern Europe. This raises questions
about the accuracy of surface-world science, which claims that heat rises consistently
with depth. Even in valleys situated deep beneath the earth, the air remains
breathable and the temperature pleasant. The narrator is both baffled and intrigued by
this contradiction. As he continues to explore, his disbelief grows, especially
considering how consistent and comfortable the climate remains regardless of
elevation.

The Vril-ya offer partial explanations for this phenomenon, pointing to the porous
nature of the earth and the presence of vast internal cavities. These geological
structures allow the circulation of air and the dissipation of heat, functioning like a
natural cooling system. While this insight helps explain some of the temperature
regulation, it still doesn't account for all the anomalies the narrator observes.
According to Zee, deeper regions do eventually become unbearably hot, but not to the
extent imagined by surface dwellers. She adds that air currents formed within these
caverns create a stabilizing effect. Although her explanation is grounded in reason, it
remains speculative and not universally accepted even within their society.

One particularly interesting belief held by Vril-ya thinkers is that no part of creation
exists without purpose. This includes even the seemingly uninhabitable extremes of
the inner earth. They posit that intelligent beings suited to those environments must
exist, though they may differ significantly from the Vril-ya or humans. Their philosophy
leans toward a theology where every niche of nature is filled with life. This idea, while
mystical in tone, reflects their broader worldview—one where nature and life are



interconnected through divine intention. The narrator finds this perspective both
humbling and disorienting, as it challenges his long-held assumptions about science
and existence.

He continues to reflect on how the Vril-ya reconcile their spiritual beliefs with
observable reality. Rather than rejecting scientific inquiry, they integrate it into their
philosophical framework. Their concept of knowledge does not require total certainty
but allows for gaps filled with contemplation and faith. This intellectual openness has
allowed their civilization to progress without being hindered by rigid dogma. In this
context, science and spirituality coexist rather than compete. It offers a sharp contrast
to the often polarized views found in human society, where the material and
metaphysical are frequently seen as opposites.

The climate and atmosphere in this subterranean world have also had lasting effects
on the physiology and culture of the Vril-ya. Without harsh weather or drastic seasonal
changes, their architecture is more open, their clothing lighter, and their energy needs
reduced. This stability contributes to their calm demeanor and low-stress lifestyle.
Health conditions associated with environmental stress are virtually nonexistent. The
mental and emotional well-being of the Vril-ya benefits as well, as a stable
environment cultivates stable behavior. In this way, their mild climate is not just a
scientific anomaly but a cornerstone of their utopian society.

The narrator’s exposure to these ideas leads him to reevaluate his own scientific
education. He realizes that knowledge built on assumptions can be misleading when
not tested against new realities. This subterranean world has challenged him to
embrace a broader, more integrated understanding of nature. As he reflects, he begins
to appreciate that not all knowledge can be measured or explained in traditional
terms. Some truths reveal themselves only through lived experience. And in this case,
the truth lies in a warm, luminous cavern deep beneath the earth, where science and
wonder walk side by side.



Chapter XII - The coming Race

Chapter XII begins with an analysis of the Vril-ya's language, which stands as a
testament to their advanced cultural development and intellectual evolution. Unlike
surface languages that often preserve archaic irregularities, theirs has moved toward
clarity and simplicity without losing depth. Rooted in a foundation of monosyllabic
words, the language evolved through stages of agglutination to sophisticated
inflections, balancing brevity with layered meaning. Each word carries exact precision,
and even singular letters are imbued with significance. The transformation reflects not
just linguistic refinement but also a broader social shift from chaos to structure.
Grammar, too, mirrors their collective values—uniform, balanced, and entirely
integrated.

The structure of their language prioritizes efficiency and comprehension over
ornamental flourish. Words related to governance and emotion are tightly packed with
meaning, often requiring no additional explanation. Even in common discourse, there
is a philosophical weight to how things are said. The term for leadership, for instance,
suggests both duty and limitation, avoiding any connotation of domination. Their
political vocabulary is borrowed from foreign roots as a way of discarding older, less
egalitarian meanings. Through this, their language actively reshapes perceptions and
reinforces new ideals. Language, for the Vril-ya, is not passive—it molds their reality as
much as it describes it.

Every term used by the Vril-ya connects directly to experience, often bypassing
abstraction in favor of what can be observed or logically reasoned. Concepts of
spirituality, science, and personal ethics are linguistically fused, reflecting a worldview
where disciplines are not segregated. This has created a clarity of thinking that
permeates both private and public life. Their verbs are action-centered yet
philosophically driven, with conjugations that reflect intent and consequence. For



example, a future-tense verb may vary slightly depending on whether the intended
action aligns with community welfare. Such grammatical structures support a moral
framework embedded in everyday communication. With this, misunderstandings are
rare, and conversations tend to resolve rather than escalate differences.

The history of their linguistic evolution also offers insight into their social journey.
Traces of earlier forms reveal contact with other races, now extinct, showing how
language adapted and absorbed rather than erased. This inclusive layering gave their
vocabulary richness without sacrificing cohesion. Over time, as conflicts faded and
societal systems stabilized, the need for metaphor and hyperbole decreased. What
remains is a language stripped of confusion, built on reason and collective
understanding. Literature within their culture has become sparse—not from disinterest,
but because language already captures so much with so little. Written expression is
thus used sparingly and with great intention.

Comparing this to our own linguistic structures, the differences are striking. On the
surface, human languages may seem richer in literary beauty, yet they often rely on
ambiguity and emotional charge. The Vril-ya prefer communication that uplifts through
insight, not drama. Their speech lacks aggression and rarely uses imperatives,
reflecting a culture that values mutual agreement over command. Even disagreement
is framed through syntax that encourages shared exploration rather than opposition.
This grammatical gentleness reduces social friction and reinforces their cultural
equilibrium. Every element of their language has evolved to sustain balance, not
provoke unrest.

The narrator, while immersed in their conversations, often finds himself disoriented by
the precision and transparency with which they express ideas. To a visitor raised in a
world where communication can be layered with misdirection or nuance, this blunt
clarity feels almost otherworldly. But over time, it becomes evident that this linguistic
purity arises not from simplicity but from profound intellectual discipline. The Vril-ya
consider the act of speaking a civic responsibility, where clarity prevents conflict and
nurtures trust. This practice elevates their spoken exchanges into a shared ethical



space. Words are never thrown away—they are built with care and delivered with
purpose.

This chapter offers a rare look into a civilization where language is not merely a
reflection of society, but a mechanism that sustains its very harmony. Through its
study, the reader is invited to reflect on how much of modern human discord stems
from poorly structured or misused words. If our languages were more attuned to
reason, compassion, and clarity, would our societies shift as well? The Vril-ya remind
us that language is never neutral; it either nurtures unity or sows division. Their
example, though fictional, prompts a rethinking of how language might evolve
alongside moral and cultural progress.



Chapter XIII - The coming Race

Chapter XIII begins by illuminating how the Vril-ya have woven their spiritual beliefs
into the very structure of their lives, making religion a quiet strength rather than a
source of division. Their worship is neither ceremonial nor overly complex, but it is
deeply rooted in sincere reverence. The idea that the divine is ever-present, perceiving
even the most fleeting thoughts, grants them a strong sense of inner discipline. Rather
than appealing to an external force through elaborate rituals, they focus on inner
clarity and alignment. This quiet, inward spirituality fosters humility and thoughtful
action. For them, living rightly is the truest form of worship.

Their connection to vril is central not just to their science but also to their theology.
The energy they master is viewed not only as a physical force but as a sacred link
between mind and cosmos. Thought itself, when shaped by truth and goodwill, is
believed to reach the Creator instantly. This belief discourages deceit and elevates
contemplation. Because of this, prayer is often silent, woven into daily moments rather
than bound to formal occasions. Thankfulness is practiced not as obligation but as
recognition of one’s place in an ordered universe. Gratitude, they believe, is the
foundation of ethical behavior and emotional health.

Unlike many surface societies, the Vril-ya do not argue about religion. Their faith does
not divide them because it avoids rigid dogma. They discourage defining the divine in
rigid terms, seeing such attempts as limiting and even disrespectful. In their view, the
Infinite cannot be captured by language or imagery without distortion. The divine is
better understood through living justly, thinking clearly, and maintaining internal
harmony. Their sacred texts, if any exist, are not discussed; instead, ethical conduct
and wisdom carry more authority than writings. As a result, they experience fewer
conflicts over belief and maintain a social unity rooted in mutual respect.



This spiritual simplicity creates emotional resilience. Because they view life as guided
by a wise force and every event as purposeful, anxiety about suffering or loss is
reduced. Tragedy is met not with despair but with trust in unseen justice. Children are
raised not only to reason but to believe that goodness aligns with truth. The absence
of religious conflict contributes to their social tranquility. While their technology
empowers them immensely, it is their faith that tempers that power with restraint. The
more control they gain over nature, the more they acknowledge the mystery behind its
laws.

This balance between reason and reverence gives their civilization a rare harmony. By
not institutionalizing religion, they avoid clerical corruption or religious hierarchy. Each
citizen is seen as equally capable of spiritual insight, just as each can control vril
according to their training. Temples, if present, are simple spaces for reflection rather
than sites of control. Festivals are communal but understated, designed to uplift rather
than impress. Their moral codes grow from this shared sense of purpose, not from fear
of punishment. Even their legal systems reflect this spiritual ethic, favoring reparation
over revenge.

As the narrator observes all this, he feels both admiration and unease. The peace of
the Vril-ya is undeniable, but it is so complete that it challenges his assumptions about
human nature. Can a society so free from doubt still be free in thought? He wonders
whether their certainty leaves room for individual struggle—the kind that has birthed
so much art and insight above ground. Yet he cannot deny their achievements, their
balance of power and humility, their ability to live without fear. In this calm, he senses
strength—not passive submission, but active harmony with a higher law.

Through this chapter, readers are invited to reconsider their own definitions of faith. Is
religion meant to explain or to elevate? Must worship divide people into doctrines, or
can it unify through a shared commitment to kindness and clarity? The Vril-ya offer
one answer, showing that belief, when internalized rather than imposed, can produce
not just order but joy. And perhaps, in this reflection, lies a challenge to the reader—to
find within their own society a path toward simpler, deeper belief.



Chapter XIV - The coming Race

Chapter XIV presents a profound look into the spiritual and moral outlook of the Vril-ya,
whose view of existence stretches beyond the limits of physical life. They believe that
once life is granted, it cannot be extinguished—it merely transforms. This
transformation does not happen again on Earth but in other planes or realms where
each stage offers greater consciousness, joy, and refinement. Such a belief rejects
reincarnation as traditionally imagined, replacing it with a concept of perpetual ascent.
The soul's journey, in their eyes, is not cyclical but upward. Suffering, loss, and even
death are seen as temporary shadows cast upon an unfolding, eternal light.

Their understanding of divine justice is equally expansive. Rather than imagining a
remote deity allowing harm through indifferent laws, they view the Supreme Power as
deeply aware of every being’s path. Justice, they say, is not always visible in this life,
but it is guaranteed in the total scope of existence. Each hardship is part of a
correction, not a punishment. From the smallest insect to the most sentient mind, all
experience is overseen by a wisdom that adjusts and elevates. Their theology
dismisses randomness as illusion and perceives every outcome as meaningful within
an eternal continuum. Evil, then, is not denied—but redefined as a condition
temporarily necessary for deeper alignment with truth.

This outlook shapes their way of living. Because they believe every creature possesses
a sacred thread of purpose, they show reverence toward all life. Animals are not
exploited, plants are cultivated with care, and conflict among sentient beings is
considered a sign of moral immaturity. Their cities, homes, and customs reflect this
spiritual architecture. Authority is exercised not through domination but through
insight. The wealthier do not rule the poorer; they simply carry more responsibility.
Harmony is upheld by the belief that justice is not man-made but divinely
guaranteed—so peace must be practiced here and now, in preparation for what



follows.

Aph-Lin and Zee share these beliefs without fanaticism. There is no need to convince,
only to explain. Their faith has no rituals, no churches, no priesthood—it exists in their
decisions, their architecture, and even their gestures. To them, kindness is theology
enacted. The social equality among the Vril-ya is not idealistic but logical: if all life
proceeds toward higher forms, no one is lesser in worth—only at a different phase.
Their belief grants dignity to all positions in society, regardless of wealth or physical
power. Compassion becomes not just moral, but reasonable. Even their technological
superiority is moderated by humility, knowing that all strength must serve the
collective ascent.

This belief in individual evolution, spanning across unknown futures, eliminates the
need for competition. Progress is internal. The race is not against others, but toward
clarity and self-awareness. Thus, they view ambition—so dominant in the upper
world—as a residue of misunderstanding. Seeking fame or domination is like trying to
rule over one’s shadow. True honor, they suggest, lies in mastering the self. Their
worldview discourages cruelty because they see no separation between the soul of a
bird and the soul of a man—only differences in development. Respect, then, becomes
instinctive, not enforced.

What impresses the narrator is how these ideas filter into daily life. Unlike abstract
creeds above ground, the Vril-ya’s beliefs are practical and lived. Their restraint in
using vril power, their refusal to exploit animals, and their commitment to fairness in
public systems all stem from this spiritual logic. One does not need to believe as they
do to admire the results. The narrator, though skeptical, cannot deny the elegance of a
society that functions so smoothly. Where human civilizations argue about rights, the
Vril-ya act on them. Where others punish, they prevent. Their god is not angry or
aloof—it is present in every action taken with wisdom and mercy.

In these reflections, the narrator sees not just a difference in belief, but a mirror held
up to humanity’s flaws. The Vril-ya challenge the assumption that suffering is
unavoidable and hierarchy inevitable. They suggest that with enough understanding,



even power can serve peace. And that perhaps, civilization’s final goal is not conquest
or invention, but the creation of a society so just, even its quietest member feels
sacred.



Chapter XV - The coming Race

Chapter XV begins with a simple suggestion from Zee that carries a deeper
intention—she encourages me to adopt the clothing of the Vril-ya. Without their
signature wings, I would pass among them as a traveler of lesser rank, avoiding
unnecessary attention. Donning their attire was both an invitation and an initiation—a
way to observe their society more intimately without causing disruption. The
garments, though elegant in design, were surprisingly comfortable and tailored for
both grace and ease. My appearance now blended with theirs, yet internally I
remained marked by difference. As I moved through their city, I noticed a layout both
functional and beautiful—large, well-structured, and rich in cultivated lands that
seamlessly fed the population. It was not built to impress with grandeur, but to sustain
and elevate life in all its forms.

What struck me most was their treatment of animals. There were no creatures kept for
labor or status—no barking dogs guarding gates or horses pulling carriages. Instead,
birds flitted freely, admired for their song, not caged for amusement. The Vril-ya’s
bond with life did not stem from dominance but mutual respect. Their machines,
powered by vril, made beasts of burden obsolete. Air-boats drifted across the sky
without smoke or sound, and land transports glided smoothly over roadways with quiet
precision. Their economy relied on neutral zones of cultivated land shared peacefully
between settlements, facilitating trade and interaction without tension. Nothing was
fortified. Nothing guarded. Trust, not fear, held their communities together.

Zee described their agricultural techniques, which required less effort but yielded more
nutrition than anything I had seen above ground. Even in their gardens, artistry met
practicality. The food tasted clean and rich, with no excess or waste. Their focus on
balance extended to their bodies as well. Every citizen appeared strong, healthy, and
symmetrical. Age did not erode beauty. Wrinkles and frailty seemed nearly absent.



Physical decay had been slowed not through vanity, but through care and science.
Their homes reflected the same harmony: bright, open, filled with air and light. Each
room felt like an extension of the mind—clear, undisturbed, and uncluttered.

Their education model fascinated me. Children were not crammed with facts or tested
through competition. Instead, instruction focused on internal development—morality,
reasoning, and empathy formed the core of their learning. From an early age, they
were taught not only how to think, but how to live. With this foundation, disputes
became rare, and punishment unnecessary. Teachers guided rather than commanded.
Discipline came not from fear but from understanding. In such a system, learning felt
like growth rather than survival. They did not aspire to conquer others, only
themselves.

Later that evening, we discussed the physical evolution of the Vril-ya. Their skulls were
slightly larger, foreheads higher, and facial features more refined. Compared to the
rugged contours of humanity, their faces carried serenity without softness. Aph-Lin
traced this to their peaceful history and deliberate social shaping. Conflict had not
shaped their bone structure; contemplation had. Their culture rewarded calmness, and
their features slowly reflected that value over generations. Zee remarked that moral
character and physical form had long been intertwined. The more stable a society, the
more its people began to look the part. Beauty here was not ornamental. It was an
echo of harmony.

As our conversation deepened, I couldn’t help but defend the energy and passion that
define human civilization. Zee listened but did not agree. She argued that ambition
without purpose leads to decay, and that conflict, though once necessary for growth,
should not be mistaken for progress. The Vril-ya had moved past it. Their society did
not fear difference, but had learned to live above division. They no longer
competed—they contributed. Individual achievement mattered, but not at the expense
of others.

To them, real advancement came not from invention or wealth, but from peace of
mind. Their concept of utopia was not mythical—it was engineered. They did not



dream of heaven; they built it, slowly and patiently. Zee’s closing words lingered with
me: true civilization was not the conquest of nature or others, but of self. And in
mastering themselves, the Vril-ya had found what most humans still chase without
end—order without oppression, freedom without chaos, and knowledge without
arrogance. For the first time, I saw a vision of society that was not just different, but
perhaps wiser.



Chapter XVI - The coming Race

Chapter XVI explores the awe-inspiring technological and physiological advancements
of the Vril-ya, drawing particular attention to their ability to harness vril with a degree
of mastery that renders our most destructive inventions obsolete. The narrator learns
that the vril-powered instruments can obliterate a target hundreds of miles away with
precision, all calculated through their sophisticated mathematical sciences. These
calculations determine the charge and trajectory with such detail that entire cities
could be erased in moments, should the Vril-ya ever choose to do so. Their destructive
capability, while held in restraint by a strong moral framework, evokes a chilling sense
of control. Power here is silent, precise, and absolute. It is not flaunted but rests like a
sheathed blade, too sharp to test.

At the public museum housed within the College of Sages, the narrator is shown
remnants of ancient technologies once revered by humanity—cannons, steam
vehicles, and early aircraft—all now discarded as primitive relics. The Vril-ya view such
inventions with amused disdain, relegating them to historical curiosity. Zee, with the
composed confidence of her kind, gestures to these devices as markers of her people’s
evolutionary journey from physical to mental and energetic mastery. She stands as a
striking figure of this transformation—towering in stature, graceful yet formidable. The
narrator watches in quiet dread as she manipulates heavy machinery at a distance
using only her vril staff, animating metal with what seems to be pure will. Her
presence is both elegant and terrifying.

The young Gy, Zee, explains that the human hand lacks the structural development
needed to control vril effectively. Our thumbs are smaller, our palms coarser, and our
nerves underdeveloped compared to the refined physiology of the Vril-ya. A visible
nerve running beneath her skin reveals itself as a biological adaptation born over
generations of vril use. She proposes that through focused effort, future generations of



humans might develop similar abilities, but only after millennia of intentional
evolution. Her reasoning is delivered with a mixture of scientific authority and serene
superiority. The narrator, unable to refute her, remembers a fable about debating an
emperor—realizing that argument against someone who possesses both force and
logic is, at best, unwise.

When they arrive at a room dedicated to the archaeology of Vril-ya history, the
narrator is struck by the vividness of portraits that are thousands of years old. Many
display faces reminiscent of Renaissance art—marked by struggle, ambition, and
emotional depth. These belong to an age before the discovery of vril had changed
everything. As society became more peaceful and perfected, the expressions in the
portraits shifted. The faces grew more serene, more beautiful, and yet more distant
from human warmth. Alongside this visual evolution, the painter’s art itself became
less dramatic—less inspired by inner turmoil, and more focused on external precision.
With peace came stillness. With perfection, a kind of artistic decline.

The greatest curiosity in the gallery, however, is a trio of portraits that claim to trace
the ancestry of the Vril-ya to a time before history. One is a philosopher, draped in
armor of fish-like scales, with webbed hands and a broad, unusual face. The second
and third—his grandfather and great-grandfather—appear increasingly amphibian. The
last resembles a giant frog. A fable tied to these images proclaims: “Humble
yourselves, my descendants; the father of your race was a tadpole.” The narrator
laughs off the tale, but Aph-Lin insists it was once seriously debated during a period
known as the Wrangling Age, about 7,000 years prior.

Philosophers then were sharply divided—some argued that the An evolved from frogs
due to shared physical traits, internal structures, and a residual swimming bladder in
the An’s anatomy. Others claimed the frog was actually a more advanced evolution of
the An, citing its aquatic duality, smooth hairless skin, and social harmony. The
arguments spilled beyond academia and fueled generations of war, finally culminating
in the rise of a dynasty that claimed descent from a tadpole. With the arrival of vril,
such disputes faded, and the age of violent wrangling ended. Now, only children find



amusement in these tales.

Zee reflects on this philosophical turmoil with clarity. She suggests that the form
doesn’t matter—what matters is the divine capacity granted to the An: the gift to
understand creation, recognize beauty, and aspire toward truth. That intellectual
spark, not the structure of the hand or the texture of the skin, defines humanity. She
says that no matter how advanced the An becomes, they will never be able to recreate
that divine beginning. Her logic, paired with Aph-Lin’s approval, leaves the narrator
silent. Not because he agrees entirely—but because he senses, more than ever, the
quiet authority of a race that left conflict behind and replaced it with contemplation.



Chapter XVII - The coming Race

Chapter XVII opens with an immersion into the rhythm of Vril-ya life, where the
passage of time is neither dictated by the sun nor governed by outdated customs.
Their day is precisely structured into twenty hours, distributed thoughtfully between
work, recreation, and rest. This system reflects more than efficiency—it reveals how
harmony guides even the most fundamental human activities. The absence of
darkness is intentional, with continuous ambient lighting outdoors and a dimming
system indoors to encourage sleep. Their mastery of illumination speaks to a culture
that refuses to surrender to natural constraints. Instead of adapting to the world,
they’ve reshaped it to suit their ideals. Their surroundings, designed for mental clarity
and physical health, reflect a civilization that sees comfort as a responsibility, not a
luxury.

Timekeeping in their world lacks mechanical clocks in common view; instead, music
serves as their chronometer. Melodies played at regular intervals subtly mark the
hours, infusing their environment with an artistic yet functional rhythm. This musical
passage of time softens the experience of daily transitions and strengthens communal
bonds. Even in structure, their society places beauty at the center. These melodies are
not arbitrary—they are crafted to evoke peace and focus, guiding the community
through each stage of the day. Such design reflects a belief that discipline and
creativity are not opposites but allies. Life here flows rather than ticks.

Beyond structure, the Vril-ya enjoy remarkable health and longevity. Their climate,
engineered for constancy, allows uninterrupted agriculture, ensuring nutritional
balance year-round. Combined with a disciplined lifestyle and the use of vril in
medicine, their lives extend far beyond human averages. Disease is nearly
nonexistent. Emotional strain, the root of many illnesses above, has been reduced
through cultural stability. Without war, want, or political unrest, they face few of the



pressures that shorten lives elsewhere. Their calm hearts beat slower but longer.
Theirs is not a hurried life—it is a deliberate one.

However, this perfection comes at a cost. The arts, particularly literature and drama,
have diminished over time. In a society where conflict is absent and equality reigns,
the tensions that drive poetry, storytelling, and artistic exploration no longer resonate.
Drama, rooted in suffering or ambition, finds no audience here. Their libraries hold
works from a more turbulent past, but few new pieces emerge. Creativity that once
flourished through hardship now seems unnecessary. What remains is technical
writing, historical record, and philosophical commentary—valuable, but emotionally
dry. Passion has been pacified. The canvas is smooth, but the brush seldom moves.

A discussion with Aph-Lin further deepens this reflection. He explains that as their
civilization advanced, the need for art as catharsis faded. Inequality and striving gave
birth to genius, but those engines have long since been shut down. The Vril-ya regard
these earlier works as relics—powerful, but belonging to an age they’ve surpassed. For
them, progress meant leaving behind the turmoil that inspired much of human
expression. Yet, the narrator wonders if something vital was lost. Can peace replace
the fire that once drove creation? Or does stability slowly silence the voice of the soul?

This question lingers. The Vril-ya have traded the chaos of progress for a serene stasis.
What they’ve gained in peace, they may have lost in depth. Their lives are longer,
healthier, more secure—but do they feel less? Emotion has not vanished, but it no
longer governs. Their joys are calm, their sorrows muted, their ambition reshaped into
service. The narrator begins to sense that progress without friction may lead to
stillness, not growth. In seeking perfection, the Vril-ya have created a world immune to
inspiration. And while their world dazzles, it also leaves him wondering if suffering and
aspiration are not curses, but hidden gifts.

As this chapter closes, the narrator’s admiration is tempered by doubt. The Vril-ya live
wisely, but perhaps too wisely. Their path has led them to peace, yet he cannot shake
the feeling that something essential has been left behind. Not wealth or comfort, but
the wild, painful, beautiful chaos that gives art its heartbeat. He sees their light—but



questions what shadows were lost in its making.



Chapter XIX - The coming Race

Chapter XIX begins with a detour. As we returned toward the city, Taee suggested an
alternate path that would take us past the central departure station used by travelers
and emigrants. I agreed out of curiosity, eager to see more of this remarkable world.
What awaited was a display of mobility unlike anything I’d encountered. The land
transports, powered entirely by vril, ranged from small personal units to vast, multi-
roomed homes on wheels. These vehicles moved silently, their motion graceful and
fluid, almost as though they floated rather than rolled. Each served a specific purpose
but shared the same silent energy source that defined so much of their civilization.

Nearby, I observed the launch of a convoy, its vehicles sleek and gleaming, destined
not for tourists but trade. Goods, not passengers, were being carried to another Vril-ya
settlement, showing the robust exchange systems in place between these far-flung
communities. Their commerce, however, didn’t revolve around gold or other traditional
forms of wealth. Instead, I was introduced to a currency made of an unusual fossilized
shell—valued not for rarity but for history. It served small exchanges, while larger
dealings relied on flat metallic plates or bills of exchange. These symbols of trade,
though simple, were deeply respected. Transactions were not competitive but
cooperative, reflecting a different worldview.

Taee explained that while the state collected taxes, the process caused no discontent.
Contributions were calculated fairly and visibly returned to the people through
improvements in infrastructure, science, and welfare. Everyone saw the benefit, which
eliminated resentment. There were no loopholes, no evasion, and no fear of
mismanagement. Public resources were seen as a shared responsibility, not as
burdens. This tax-supported unity extended to vast systems of illumination, which
bathed even the most remote regions in gentle light. Even the dimmest corners of
their realm glowed with intention. Their sense of common good outshined the drive for



personal accumulation. That, more than their machines, felt truly advanced.

Their aerial vehicles struck me most. They did not resemble our balloons or gliders but
looked like long-winged ships, capable of directional flight with astonishing precision.
Controlled by helms and rudders, these crafts used vril energy to ascend and navigate
effortlessly. They moved without noise or vibration, stable even in mid-air. The scene
of one lifting off, wings extended and glowing faintly, remained etched in my memory.
I stood in awe, reminded of how limited our own world’s reach remained. What they
had achieved was not the dream of one inventor, but a norm made possible by
generations of refinement.

I was surprised to learn that emigration among the Vril-ya was not uncommon. Whole
families sometimes moved from one region to another, either to seek new roles or to
strengthen ties with distant tribes. Movement was voluntary, never forced, and always
meticulously prepared. The station we passed functioned more like a calm
marketplace than a bustling terminal. There were no farewells filled with sorrow, only
matter-of-fact conversations and serene departures. The absence of emotional drama
around leaving surprised me, yet it matched their broader cultural
temperament—composed, orderly, and purposeful. Every journey, it seemed, served a
collective goal.

While I marveled at their systems, I couldn’t help but reflect on the values beneath
them. It was not just vril that powered their world—it was cooperation. Nothing was
done for personal gain at another’s expense. The efficiency of their technology
stemmed from the unity of their intentions. With no hunger for fame or profit,
innovation bloomed without greed. What one discovered, all benefited from. The
atmosphere of trust, more than any machine, created the real strength of their society.

The walk back to the city felt different after what I had seen. The landscape, gently lit
and quietly humming with energy, appeared less alien than before. The silence was
not emptiness—it was balance. Everything had a place and a function. And though I
still felt like an outsider, I began to understand that their progress was not just
mechanical—it was moral. They had built a civilization on the shared belief that the



good of one must never outweigh the good of all. In that principle, perhaps, lay the
greatest power of all.



Chapter XX - The coming Race

Chapter XX marks a shift in tone as Taee’s visits to me became more frequent and
more personal. His youthful nature, brightened by wit and genuine interest, stood in
contrast to the more formal and cerebral demeanor of his elders. Though only around
twelve in their years, his mind worked with astonishing precision. But unlike others of
his race, he seemed to enjoy the novelty I presented. To him, I was a curiosity
wrapped in humor—a living relic of a world so unlike his own. His kindness didn’t feel
superior, just deeply amused. That amusement gave me brief comfort, even as the
reality of my difference weighed heavily.

Flight among the Vril-ya was not simply a mechanical task but a seamless blend of
machine and mind. Their wings—constructed from massive plumes of a native bird and
linked through sophisticated channels—were majestic in form and effortless in
function. When used, they carried their wearer with elegance and minimal motion.
Watching them ascend in silence felt like witnessing a dream. Naturally, I wanted to
try. I was no stranger to physical effort, having been a capable swimmer and climber
back home. But once harnessed to the wings, I discovered quickly that brute strength
offered no advantage. My body remained bound to the earth, awkward in its effort and
pitiful in execution.

The wings responded not just to movement, but to will. And therein lay the flaw. My
attempts, though earnest, ended in repeated failure—painful crashes, missed glides,
and mounting frustration. Zee had watched these sessions quietly, only stepping in
after a particularly jarring fall left me dazed and bruised. With characteristic calm, she
explained what I had started to suspect. My failures weren’t mechanical, nor were they
due to poor instruction. I lacked the inner link, the volitional harmony, that made flight
possible for them. Vril wasn’t just a tool—it was part of their biology.



Her words struck harder than the fall. She said I suffered from an "organic defect"—not
a flaw of the mind, but of being. For the Vril-ya, their power was not taught but
inherited, shaped by centuries of conscious development. They didn’t learn vril; they
became it. I, an outsider, could never master something so fundamentally woven into
their essence. The revelation wasn’t cruelly delivered, but it still stung. I had hoped for
parity, if not in power, then at least in progress. Now, I saw the limits of both.

Zee’s concern grew more visible after this. Her voice, once clinical, had softened. Her
hand, once guiding for instruction, now steadied me in care. There was a shift—subtle
but unmistakable. What had begun as observation had become protection. She was no
longer watching to see what I could do. She was watching to make sure I didn’t hurt
myself trying. Her decision to end my flight trials came not from frustration, but
affection. She had grown invested—not in results, but in me.

Taee, for his part, seemed unbothered by my limitations. If anything, my failures
amused him more than my efforts. He teased me gently, but without cruelty. His
presence reminded me that failure, while humbling, could also be humanizing. Among
these near-perfect beings, perhaps my flaws made me more real. Their society valued
control, balance, and silent mastery. I brought with me clumsiness, emotion, and
unpredictability. And while it excluded me from their skillset, it gave me something
they hadn’t expected—vulnerability.

Later, I reflected on what it meant to be unable to fly in a society where flight was as
natural as walking. It wasn't merely about motion. It was about identity. To fly was to
belong, to integrate, to ascend in more ways than one. My grounded body, no matter
how willing, was a constant reminder of separation. No matter how kind they were, I
would always remain apart. Not unwanted, but unmatched. My spirit could admire, but
never imitate.

The Vril-ya, though advanced, had cultivated a peace born from elimination of
weakness. In my efforts, I carried all the weakness they had left behind—desire,
frustration, fear, and the ache of trying. But in that ache, I also found something they



perhaps no longer needed: hope. Hope that failure could still teach, still move, still
matter. They had everything—yet their perfection seemed cold. I had nothing but
attempts, and still, they warmed me.

Zee’s quiet care after the final failed flight told me everything. Though she said little,
her actions spoke of connection. Her concern crossed the boundary of scientific
interest and entered something more tender. It did not need to be declared. In her
restraint, I saw devotion. And in her gaze, I sensed the painful truth: she saw value in
me even when I could give nothing back. In that moment, I felt both honored and
terribly alone.



Chapter XXI - The coming Race

Chapter XXI opens with a mounting tension that is less about danger and more about
desire—specifically, Zee’s growing affection toward the narrator. Unlike the playful
companionship he shares with Taee, Zee’s feelings are weighted by a gravity that
unsettles him. Her interest is neither flirtatious nor naive; it is rooted in a protective,
almost maternal instinct that merges affection with responsibility. She does not merely
care—she invests, heals, and seeks to elevate. Her strength and wisdom make her
beloved by her people and revered by all who witness her presence. Yet this devotion
toward the narrator feels overwhelming, even unnatural, to him.

He admires her greatly, especially during ceremonies where her attire transforms her
into a figure of radiance. The headpiece she wears, lit from within by gemstones that
seem to breathe with light, gives her a celestial appearance. There’s reverence in his
observation, but also distance. He cannot see her as an equal in affection. She is too
powerful, too composed, too far beyond what he has known. The gap between them is
not just cultural or physical—it is spiritual. And that gap fosters not passion, but
hesitation. He finds himself both honored and unnerved by her preference.

Though Zee’s attention is generous, he interprets it as partially driven by curiosity. His
presence is foreign, his behavior novel, his weaknesses perhaps even endearing to a
woman used to strength. But even with this understanding, he struggles to accept that
she, a being of such refined virtue and intellect, could see anything worthy in him. He
feels exposed, not flattered. There’s a sense of imbalance in their dynamic that no
amount of kindness can neutralize. While she may feel admiration, he sees in himself
only inadequacy. This makes her affection feel like a burden, not a gift. A misplaced
bond could invite consequences not just personal, but social.



What troubles him most is the implication of her affection in the eyes of her people. He
is still a guest, barely tolerated by the cautious guardians of this underground society.
Zee, being admired and powerful, is not someone whose heart is idly given. If this
affection became known, it might be interpreted as a deeper intention—perhaps even
one of alliance. And alliances here, unlike above, are political as well as emotional. In
such a society, romance is never entirely private. That prospect fills him with dread.
Not just because he cannot return her feelings, but because he doesn’t want to
mislead a community built on unshakable order.

To address this, he chooses to confide in her father, Aph-Lin. This decision does not
come easily. He worries about betraying Zee’s dignity, but his sense of honor compels
him to act. It is not enough to passively avoid the situation. He must clarify his position
in a way that preserves mutual respect. The narrator knows he cannot remain silent.
His presence among the Vril-ya is already fragile. Letting this misunderstanding grow
would endanger that balance.

Aph-Lin’s potential response weighs heavily on his mind. The father may see the
situation with calm detachment—or he might see it as a threat. Among the Vril-ya,
emotions are not worn on sleeves, but they are not without intensity. He fears that
even a well-intentioned confession could provoke cautionary action. There are no jails
here, no trials. Judgment comes swiftly and without spectacle. Though he walks among
them in peace, he is always aware that it is a peace he did not earn, only received on
loan.

At the core of his dilemma is an internal conflict between admiration and fear. He
respects Zee deeply—so much that he would never mock or trivialize her feelings. But
he also fears that accepting even a moment of her affection would place him in a role
he cannot fulfill. He does not see himself as worthy. Not because she lacks flaws, but
because her flaws are so graceful they seem designed to inspire, not to connect. That
distance, subtle but unmoving, creates a quiet chasm he feels unable to cross.

As the chapter closes, he prepares himself for the conversation ahead. His steps are
careful, and his words must be even more so. He hopes for understanding, not



permission. He seeks a way to leave Zee’s heart untouched, even if it means placing
his own comfort aside. There is no triumph in this moment—only a quiet tension. And
through it, he begins to see just how deep the differences between their worlds run.
Not in technology, not in intelligence, but in the subtleties of human connection.



Chapter XXII - The coming Race

Chapter XXII draws attention to the careful watch placed over the protagonist as he
moves among the Vril-ya. Though welcomed with civility, he is never truly left alone.
Aph-Lin or the boy Taee accompany him at nearly every turn, underscoring both a
cultural wariness and an unspoken caution. Despite earlier assurances of discretion,
Aph-Lin remains skeptical that the protagonist can fully control what he shares. The
slightest detail about his world could inspire curiosity or fear. He begins to sense that
trust here is conditional and tightly monitored.

Within Aph-Lin’s home, the family dynamic differs greatly from what the narrator
knows. Occupations vary, yet no hierarchy is attached to work. Dignity is found in skill,
not status. Aph-Lin’s children are self-directed and equally respected, regardless of
gender or ambition. His eldest son, intrigued by Earthly devices, exchanges timepieces
with the narrator—revealing how far ahead the Vril-ya are in precision and energy use.
This brief moment of connection through objects bridges their cultural divide. It’s a
glimpse into mutual curiosity, unmarred by fear. But even in this exchange,
boundaries remain clear and unspoken.

Eager to understand more of the world around him, the narrator proposes venturing
into other subterranean regions, including those inhabited by so-called “savages.”
Aph-Lin, while not dismissive, swiftly points out the danger. Such groups are unstable,
often reacting with fear or aggression toward outsiders. More troubling, however, is
the unpredictability of other Vril-ya communities. Some may see him as an
anomaly—others, as a threat. His foreign appearance, his unknown potential, and his
mere presence challenge their equilibrium. Aph-Lin reminds him that his safety
depends on remaining hidden within the folds of trust. Anything that disturbs that trust
could end very differently.



Aph-Lin shares that during the initial debate after the narrator's arrival, some council
members favored immediate elimination. Not out of cruelty, but as a precaution. In a
society where disruption is rare, an unknown being represents a potential breach of
order. He was spared because of Taee’s and Zee’s advocacy, and because his behavior
showed restraint. Still, the implication is chilling—acceptance was never guaranteed. It
had been granted under strict conditions, always subject to review. For the first time,
the narrator fully feels the fragility of his welcome.

The conversation shifts toward Zee, whose admiration for the narrator is no longer
subtle. Her actions carry more weight now that he understands how authority and
social independence work among the Vril-ya women. She is powerful, respected, and
unaccustomed to rejection. Aph-Lin speaks fondly of her strength and intellect, noting
her extensive travels and contributions to their society. Yet none of this comforts the
narrator. He begins to fear that a relationship with Zee might entangle him in
expectations he cannot fulfill. Not just personal ones, but societal ones, governed by a
culture he still cannot fully grasp.

Aph-Lin’s tone turns firm when the narrator suggests the possibility of leaving.
Departure is not simply walking away. It is an act that could trigger widespread
concern, suspicion, or worse. Once inside the realm of the Vril-ya, one does not exit
without consequence. The protagonist begins to realize that he is not a guest, but
more like a carefully monitored variable in a delicate equation. If that variable proves
unstable, it must be removed for the sake of the whole. The words are not stated
harshly, but their meaning is undeniable.

Alone later that evening, the narrator reflects on the web tightening around him. Zee’s
affection, once awkward, now feels perilous. He fears being drawn into a bond that he
neither chose nor feels able to decline. Yet refusal could also be dangerous, given the
political and emotional stature she holds. Trapped between politeness and survival, he
wonders if he has already crossed a line. Affection in this world is not tentative—it is
deliberate. And being the object of such affection might carry a cost beyond personal
discomfort.



These thoughts lead to a growing sense of isolation. Though surrounded by
enlightened beings, he remains alone in his instincts and fears. The Vril-ya live without
secrecy, but that openness only deepens his need to hide his true thoughts. His past,
his intentions, his desire for escape—all must be locked away behind a smile. The
narrator realizes his presence has become a silent test of this society’s limits. And
each passing day feels more like a countdown. Not just to a choice—but to a
reckoning.



Chapter XXIII - The coming Race

Chapter XXIII unfolds with a subtle tension, as the narrator grapples with an
uncomfortable truth—Zee’s affection for him is both overt and socially acceptable in
her world. Yet for him, it feels overwhelming and out of step with everything he has
known. Her father, Aph-Lin, treats her interest casually, viewing it as a personal
decision not requiring interference. This absence of paternal concern surprises the
narrator, who comes from a culture where courtship is typically restrained and gender
dynamics more passive. He senses danger in Zee’s boldness—not physical, but
emotional and cultural. Despite her grace and intelligence, the difference in values
makes closeness seem risky.

Their journey to Aph-Lin’s country estate offers little distraction from these thoughts.
The residence, unlike any aboveground structure, merges biology and architecture into
one living space. Its walls, a blend of transparent material and living trees, radiate
peace. Inside, mechanical attendants perform tasks silently, while an indoor garden
blooms beneath soft light. A luminous fountain, likely fueled by a chemical like
naphtha, casts gentle reflections along the walls. It’s a place that invites serenity and
contemplation. Yet to the narrator, its perfection feels alien, almost staged. He
acknowledges its romantic potential but cannot ignore his discomfort with Zee’s
dominant presence.

Over a quiet meal, Aph-Lin speaks of his civic role as Commissioner of Light. In their
society, leadership is not enforced through power but earned through wisdom and
trust. Rules are few, for behavior is guided by shared values, not coercion. There is no
political ambition or party rivalry—governance functions more like stewardship.
Wealth, where it exists, is seen as a burden that obligates the owner to contribute
more to the common good. No one boasts of riches, and ostentation is frowned upon.
The narrator finds this curious, especially given the ease with which status is flaunted



in his own world. Here, humility isn’t preached—it is practiced.

The meal they share is entirely vegetarian, but rich and satisfying. Fruits unfamiliar to
the narrator are combined with ground grains into nourishing forms. Even dairy
substitutes are drawn from creatures unlike any on Earth, bred for milk and fiber but
not for slaughter. No animal suffers for their nourishment, a principle that astonishes
the narrator. Their culinary science has achieved balance—no meat, yet no nutritional
lack. Health is not just maintained but optimized. There is little illness among the Vril-
ya, and food is central to this wellness. Eating is not indulgence here; it is an extension
of harmony.

Later, when Zee joins them, the tone shifts again. Her manner is direct, almost
startling. With no hesitation, she declares her feelings to the narrator. In her world,
such expressions are not taboo—they are expected. Yet to the narrator, it feels like an
ambush. He is unprepared for a courtship that lacks subtlety or restraint. He declines
her affection with as much care as possible, but his response causes her no visible
distress. She takes rejection not as an insult, but as information. Her confidence
remains untouched.

This experience lays bare the vast divide between their worlds. Among the Vril-ya,
women are not only equals but often leaders—physically, intellectually, and socially.
Their roles are not diminished, nor are they debated. They choose their partners,
speak their minds, and operate with autonomy. The narrator is left unsettled, not by
Zee’s affection, but by the cultural logic that supports it. In his world, such openness
would be rare, even improper. Here, it is the norm.

As he prepares to rest that evening, the narrator reflects on all he has witnessed. The
estate’s beauty, Aph-Lin’s civic philosophy, the quiet nobility of their diet—all impress
him deeply. But the culture remains foreign in ways he cannot reconcile. He is not
offended by the Vril-ya’s choices. He is simply unable to belong. Their peace, while
admirable, comes with a kind of emotional discipline he cannot yet understand. In this
moment, he begins to accept that coexistence is not the same as belonging. What he
observes is more than a society—it is a worldview, complete in its own logic, and



perhaps unreachable by his own.



Chapter XXIV - The coming Race

Chapter XXIV begins not with sorrow, but with an invitation—a child requests Aph-Lin's
presence at the funeral of a relative. I, sensing the weight of a possible encounter with
Zee, ask to join. My motives are mixed: part curiosity, part avoidance, yet mostly
driven by the chance to understand how this extraordinary society embraces
something all living beings must face—death. Their tone, from the start, is not
mournful. In place of grief, there is readiness. Death here is not shunned but
welcomed, especially when one has lived long and well.

We arrive at the home of the departed, where guests gather not in hushed sorrow but
in warm reflection. The body, resting on a couch, appears untouched by pain. A smile
plays on his lips, peaceful and whole, not worn by age or illness. He had passed after
dreaming of his beloved wife, whom he longed to meet again. That dream was taken
as a sign. Among these people, death isn't sudden or feared—it is accepted as part of
a graceful exit. The moment felt unfamiliar, but strangely comforting. No tears fell, yet
respect filled the room like incense.

A nearby device, unlike anything I have seen, quietly emits a deep, fragrant aroma. Its
surface is smooth and dark, with glowing red lights flickering through tiny circular
vents. It isn't spoken of directly, but its presence dominates the room. I assume it has
a purpose related to the body, though no one treats it as mysterious. Its subtle hum
blends into the atmosphere. There is no coffin, no grave, no finality. Their technology
embraces death as another process, not a dramatic end. The emphasis remains on
celebration, not on loss.

As the town’s melodic chimes echo in perfect harmony, the ceremony begins. Gentle
music rises—not the kind meant to draw out sorrow, but rather to invite joy. It’s soft,
vibrant, and alive. The air shifts as if warmed by memory, and faces glow with a



collective calm. They do not sing dirges. They sing renewal. Their belief in an afterlife
isn’t symbolic; it’s structural. The dead are not remembered for their absence, but
honored for their continuation into something better.

The ceremony is public, yet profoundly personal. No words are forced. No roles are
assigned. Everyone participates as moved by feeling, not tradition. What struck me
most was the honesty of it. There is no pretending, no dramatic expressions. Each
person speaks to the departed as though he’s only gone ahead by a few steps.
Children are not shielded, nor are elders treated with tired pity. Their unity in facing
death grants dignity to the deceased and strength to the living.

Aph-Lin later explains that the body will be given to natural forces through methods
guided by vril energy. There is no burial, no cremation, only an elegant return to the
elements. The body, through their science, is converted safely and silently into pure
energy, absorbed into the Earth or air. It’s not destruction, but release. The process, he
says, avoids decay and honors life’s cyclical nature. Their practices reduce fear by
removing the unknown. I found this approach surprisingly humane, though my mind
struggled to let go of earthly customs.

The ceremony closes with a gesture of parting—a hand laid gently on the brow, a
moment of silence, and a final note in the air. There are no funeral processions, no
grief-stricken declarations. The people quietly disperse. I leave with Aph-Lin, my
thoughts heavier than I expected. I do not weep, but I feel something stirring within
me—a kind of envy. Not for their power, but for their peace. Death, which terrifies my
kind, has become to them a bridge.

Reflecting on the day, I find myself questioning my own culture’s treatment of death.
We resist it, dress it in fear, and veil it in sorrow. But perhaps that is because we are
unsure of what lies beyond. The Vril-ya are not uncertain. Their conviction is rooted in
belief, but guided by knowledge. They do not just hope; they know—or believe they do.
That clarity gives them serenity. As I prepare for sleep, I wonder if it is clarity we lack
more than courage.



There’s a deeper lesson in what I’ve seen. Technology here does not replace tradition;
it reshapes it with meaning. Faith and science are not at war, but in harmony. The
death I witnessed was not only the end of a life, but the continuation of values—love,
dignity, community, and belief in something greater. In the end, perhaps that is what
matters most. Not how we die, but how we live toward that moment. In their world,
death teaches not despair, but balance. And in observing them, I begin to understand
how little we’ve done to make peace with the inevitable.



Chapter XXVI - The coming Race

Chapter XXVI opens with a shift in tone as the narrator, once filled with awe, now feels
an unsettling gloom that shadows every thought. His recent interaction with Zee has
left him deeply reflective, not about romance, but about survival. Though the Vril-ya
live in a realm of remarkable beauty and tranquility, their power hangs above him like
a quiet threat. They do not intend cruelty, yet their abilities make resistance irrelevant.
He realizes that kindness does not guarantee safety when authority comes without
limits. The peace around him feels imposed, not chosen.

His admiration for their society gradually gives way to a yearning for his own imperfect
world. On the surface, war, inequality, and suffering persist, but at least they offer
emotional depth and shared struggle. In contrast, the Vril-ya live in a sterilized utopia
that has removed not just pain, but passion. Every task is performed by machines,
every need pre-calculated and met. There is no discontent, but also no surprise. What
once seemed ideal now feels inhuman. The narrator begins to question whether
perfection, when forced, can ever feel like freedom.

There is no working class among them, nor is there rebellion. Labor has been replaced
with quiet efficiency. Their technological progress has eliminated toil but also removed
the energy of ambition. No one strives, because there is no need to. This creates a
society of comfort but also of emotional stillness. With health sustained and disease
forgotten, even mortality loses meaning. Longevity is common, but vibrancy is rare.
The people do not struggle, and in that absence, something vital seems lost. The
narrator mourns what he cannot find—a raw, imperfect sense of life.

The role of women among the Vril-ya further deepens his sense of cultural
disorientation. Their physical strength, intellectual dominance, and mastery of Vril
make them more commanding than their male counterparts. Rather than being



subdued or submissive, they are the ones who choose partners and decide the course
of relationships. This reversal challenges everything the narrator has known. Yet,
strangely, it does not breed conflict. Once bonded, these women become nurturing
and devoted companions. It is not submission, but a chosen softness that follows their
initial strength. The narrator finds this dynamic alien, yet oddly touching.

Religion in this world lacks the divisions that define his own. The Vril-ya believe in one
benevolent power and an enduring soul beyond death. Their faith is not bound by
rituals or dogma, but by unity. They do not argue over sacred texts or splinter into
sects. Instead, belief is shared quietly, almost scientifically. This spiritual simplicity
serves as a glue to their community. Without conflict over doctrine, they preserve
peace. The narrator envies this harmony but wonders if such belief, stripped of
mystery and metaphor, can still inspire.

He then considers whether such a society could accept outsiders. The idea seems
laughable. Humans from the surface, bred in competition, desire, and division, would
not blend smoothly with the Vril-ya’s calm. Achievement means little here.
Individualism is subdued in favor of balance. The very ambition that fuels surface
civilization would appear chaotic, even dangerous, in this world. A peaceful merging
seems impossible—not out of malice, but from sheer incompatibility. The thought
depresses him.

Finally, he reflects on a darker possibility—the Vril-ya might one day emerge. Should
they choose to ascend, their impact would be immediate and likely irreversible. With
their superior knowledge and power, they would not need to conquer violently.
Resistance would be brief. Entire societies could be reshaped or erased. History has
shown how advanced civilizations treat those they deem lesser. The narrator draws
chilling comparisons to colonial expansions of the past. In such a scenario, humanity
might not be enslaved—but simply removed.

His imagination conjures no hopeful outcome. Intermarriage and shared governance
seem naive fantasies. The balance would always tilt toward the Vril-ya. They might not



want war, but neither would they tolerate disorder. The surface world, built on messy
freedoms and loud desires, would be too much for them to endure. And so, the
narrator concludes, it may be best that the two civilizations remain apart. The seal that
separates them now may be the final mercy we are granted.

Even in its most benevolent form, power creates distance. The Vril-ya, by eliminating
weakness, have also made empathy difficult. Their world is beautiful, but cold. The
narrator sees that what defines humanity may not be progress, but the willingness to
live through struggle. Perfection can numb where imperfection teaches. As he sits
once more in silence, he no longer wishes to belong to their world. He only hopes to
return to his own.



Chapter XXVII - The coming Race

Chapter XXVII brings a shift in atmosphere, as a simple desire for reflection turns into
something more ominous. I had intended only a quiet walk with Taee, a soul whose
youth made him easier to speak with than the dignified elders of his kind. Yet even in
that, the lines between our worlds refused to blur. My suggestion to revisit the spot of
my first descent was made with a calm curiosity. Taee, uncharacteristically serious,
agreed without hesitation. His solemn nod told me something unknown was beginning
to stir beneath the calm.

As we stepped outside the city’s graceful arches, the world felt eerily tranquil. We
were met by a group of Gy-ei returning from the fields, their arms full of vivid blooms,
their voices rising in song. Their singing, melodic and effortless, seemed to merge with
the atmosphere, as though the air itself had been taught to carry music instead of
mere sound. They greeted us with a warmth both disarming and elegant. Their manner
toward me was not patronizing but gently deferential, treating me not as alien, but as
a guest of some esteem. Compared to the brash, flirtatious airs common in my
homeland, their chivalry felt oddly aristocratic. Yet even in their sweetness, there was
an unspoken barrier.

One among them stood out—Taee’s sister, a figure both striking and composed,
descended with sudden swiftness from the sky. Her directness startled me. She
questioned why I had not joined their gatherings, her tone not cruel, but piercing in its
honesty. I hesitated to answer, unsure how to navigate this social structure that
seemed at once intimate and distant. But Taee responded on my behalf, gently
correcting her. His words were not harsh, but firm, reminding her of the balance her
station required. The correction, though minor, brought a blush to her cheek and a
bowed head.



It was then that the tone of the day darkened. The chief magistrate approached
without a sound, and yet his presence was unmistakable. His face, calm and pale, held
a gaze that seemed to strip the world of its softness. There was no cruelty in his eyes,
yet something more dangerous lingered—certainty. His appearance was not random.
Though he smiled faintly, I felt the shadow of judgment pass through me. My blood
cooled, my heart tightened, though no words were yet spoken. This was not just
another encounter; it was a summons in disguise.

His energy was different from the others—unhurried, almost holy. And in that moment,
I understood how power works in this world. It does not announce itself. It simply
arrives, and you understand its meaning without explanation. I had seen such
confidence before in generals and kings, but here it came paired with something
deeper—a moral authority that claimed to answer not to people, but to principle.
Standing before him, I no longer felt like a visitor. I felt like a trespasser.

Our earlier joy now seemed like a distant echo. The Gy-ei had gone silent. Even the air
felt heavier. Though nothing explicit was said, I knew some kind of decision had been
made, and I would soon feel its weight. Taee, for all his usual brightness, avoided my
gaze. His silence screamed louder than words. There are times when language
becomes unnecessary—when the truth reveals itself by absence. This was one such
moment.

Still, I tried to rationalize what was happening. I told myself the chief’s appearance was
coincidence. But deep down, that comfort was hollow. No step in this society is made
without purpose. Even kindness is measured. Even curiosity is evaluated. I had been
studied, judged, and now, possibly sentenced—though no charge had been made.

What made it more terrifying was the civility of it all. There would be no outburst, no
dramatic arrest, no shouting. If they were to act, it would be clean, final, and serene. I
realized then that the most dangerous force is not chaos, but perfect order. Chaos can
be reasoned with. But order, absolute and unmoving, allows no appeal.



In the moments that followed, I walked beside Taee with a stillness I did not feel. My
thoughts were racing, but my feet moved on instinct. I did not know what lay ahead,
only that the world I had wandered into had finally turned its gaze inward. Whatever
patience they had shown, I now sensed its end approaching. And still, I held onto hope,
thin and trembling as it was. Not for escape, but for understanding. Because to
understand them—truly—might be the only way to survive them.



Chapter XXVIII - The coming Race

Chapter XXVIII begins along a vast and quiet road where tension lies hidden beneath
every word exchanged between Taee and the narrator. Though the path once led to
wonder, it now holds the weight of finality. Taee speaks with calmness that unsettles,
revealing that the community’s ruling has been handed down—termination, not as
punishment, but as necessity. The logic of the Vril-ya is presented as unshakable,
where preserving their social integrity overrides any sentiment. To them, one life
means little in the grand weave of perfection. But to the narrator, that life—his
own—still matters deeply.

The calmness with which Taee addresses death is not indifference, but a reflection of
how deeply rooted his people’s beliefs are. Death, to them, is not a tragedy but a
transition that bears no sting. Yet the narrator cannot embrace this view. His heartbeat
quickens, not out of anger, but from the instinctive grasp of life’s fleeting nature.
Where Taee sees resolution, the narrator sees an end, cruelly imposed without
empathy. The clash between their views reveals not ignorance, but incompatible
truths. And still, both attempt to understand.

Taee’s role is clear. Though still young in age, he is given the responsibility of carrying
out the will of his elders, which he regards as sacred. The narrator cannot reconcile
this—how a child-like figure, soft-spoken and thoughtful, can wield power over life so
effortlessly. The vril staff he holds becomes more than a tool; it becomes a symbol of
terrifying control disguised as peace. With that instrument, Taee is expected to
extinguish a man’s existence not in hatred, but in efficiency. The horror lies not in
malice, but in the complete absence of it. The narrator’s plea is not for justice, but for
mercy.



The narrator suggests an escape—a return through the chasm that once delivered him
into this world. Yet hope is quickly extinguished. Taee explains that the path has been
closed, sealed forever to prevent corruption from seeping back in. That simple
sentence feels heavier than any decree. The notion that an entire world could cut itself
off so easily from all others terrifies the narrator more than death itself. His body may
die, but it is the idea of irreversible separation that wounds him most. In this moment,
isolation becomes a kind of sentence.

Faced with this grim certainty, the narrator turns inward. He prays—not for salvation,
but for connection. His appeal is not to the logic of the Vril-ya, but to something
beyond their reach. It’s a quiet moment, filled with humility. This prayer, unheard by
Taee but felt within, is the narrator’s last stand as a man not born of light and vril, but
of earth and soul. There is no anger in his plea, only the raw tremor of existence facing
its own erasure. Through this vulnerability, he reclaims his humanity.

Something in the narrator’s sincerity reaches Taee. The child, though bred in a world
of reason, begins to question whether logic alone is enough. He cannot fully
understand fear, but he recognizes it in the eyes of someone who has become his
friend. That recognition becomes a seed of doubt, and from doubt, compassion begins
to form. Taee promises not a rescue, but a chance. He will speak with his father again,
not as a messenger, but as an advocate. For the first time, the idea that even a perfect
society might reconsider surfaces with quiet force.

As the two stand beneath the still glow of their alien world, the road behind them no
longer feels like a marvel. It feels like the border of everything known and unknown.
The narrator’s journey has been more than physical—it has stripped him of pride,
peeled back comfort, and forced him to stand before death with open hands. And yet,
it has not left him hollow. In the depth of despair, something vital is uncovered: a
belief in something greater than control, greater than intellect. A belief that even when
surrounded by a superior race, dignity still belongs to the soul.

The chapter closes not with finality, but with waiting. It’s a suspended breath—a
moment between possible death and uncertain mercy. The narrator remains a guest, a



stranger, and yet something has shifted. A spark of understanding has passed
between two beings from different worlds. It may not change the outcome, but it
changes the meaning. In a place where power flows without struggle, it is empathy
that begins to move the mountain. And in that subtle change, the story bends toward a
deeper truth.



Chapter XXIX - The coming Race

Chapter XXIX begins at a moment of quiet dread, when the narrator is stirred from
sleep by the luminous presence of Zee. What follows is not just an escape from death
but an exit from a world that has reshaped his understanding of progress, ethics, and
love. As Zee's voice breaks the silence, the tension builds—not through noise or
violence, but through the eerie calm of a society so advanced, its authority does not
waver, even in enacting a quiet execution. The decision to eliminate the narrator was
made swiftly, without malice, as a matter of logic. To the Vril-ya, his presence
remained a risk too great to justify. Yet for Zee, logic bows to emotion.

She leads him through streets that glow faintly beneath their feet—unnaturally
smooth, eerily empty, and humming with unseen energy. The stillness feels unnatural
to the narrator, who sees in it not peace, but alien detachment. Where human cities at
night pulse with life or whisper with wind, here there is only an ordered hush. Zee’s
diadem glows not just to light the way, but to mark defiance against a culture too
distant to save him. Her calm urgency reveals a depth of feeling uncommon to her
kind, who rarely let emotion bend their choices. This trek is both rescue and rebellion.

At the threshold of the chasm, Zee pauses. She knows this is a boundary neither of
them can return from. Yet she speaks gently, as if parting from a world, not just a man.
With precision and strength, she lifts him, harnessing the mysterious force of vril—part
science, part spirit. The ascent is not dramatic in motion, but monumental in meaning.
It represents a crossing back to the flawed, chaotic, yet undeniably human world.

When they emerge into the raw openness of Earth’s surface, the air feels different. Not
better, but more real. The stars, distant and indifferent, witness their farewell. Zee
does not plead for a promise, nor cry in sorrow. Instead, she offers a wish—not for
reunion in life, but in some eventual beyond. The farewell is shaped not by despair, but



by a quiet reverence. Her strength is matched only by her restraint.

The narrator, now returned, finds the world familiar and foreign all at once. Streets,
faces, customs—all seem dimmer in the absence of that luminous city below. Though
his life continues with comfort and eventual retirement, a part of him remains
underground, echoing with the memory of another kind of civilization. He cannot speak
of it openly; no one would believe. But in quiet moments, when the day is done, he
recalls the light, the silence, and the woman who defied her people for him. Her image
stays not as a fantasy, but as a moral compass, reminding him of what advanced life
could mean—if tempered by compassion.

This chapter also serves as a meditation on separation—not just of worlds, but of
values and time. The narrator sees in the Vril-ya a species that has achieved harmony
through control, mastery, and cold calculation. Yet in their perfection, something vital
has been left behind. Humanity’s chaos, though dangerous, allows for passion, growth,
and change. The Vril-ya resist such fluctuations, seeing them as risks. But it is those
very risks that gave Zee her strength and the narrator his salvation. That paradox
lingers, unanswered but deeply felt.

From a technological lens, Chapter XXIX offers subtle reflections on power. The vril
energy, so central to the Vril-ya, is wielded with restraint but also with indifference to
its implications. Power without emotion leads to order, but not kindness. Zee’s act
becomes a rebellion not against her people, but against a worldview where feeling is
seen as weakness. She shows that progress, when stripped of empathy, may reach the
stars yet lose its soul. That insight is not lost on the narrator.

In many ways, the story leaves readers with a quiet warning. The narrator's final
reflection—that the separation between the two civilizations should be
preserved—echoes less like fear and more like wisdom. Merging the two worlds may
invite destruction, not growth. It is not always beneficial to share technology without
the heart to guide it. Some gaps are not meant to be bridged, but simply understood.
That understanding, as bittersweet as it may be, becomes the narrator’s most



enduring gift.

Though the story ends with the surface regained, something deeper remains. Not just
in the narrator, but in readers who glimpse what might lie beneath progress, beneath
society, even beneath the earth. Chapter XXIX, in its quiet rescue and solemn farewell,
carries more than a tale—it carries a lesson. One of love without future, wisdom
without arrogance, and power that asks not just what it can do, but what it should do.
That question, unanswered, lingers long after the final page.


