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 | - The Coming Race

Chapter | 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 lohger 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 Il - The Coming Race

Chapter Il 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 thejeavern’sryawning mouth. This is no
ordinary expedition—itiis 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 lll - The Coming Race

Chapter lll 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 structurernooted 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..Ihe 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 withynatunes Celumns 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 touchyfrom this beingysoothes 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 VIl - 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 hirdsywhosersangs 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 andymineralinfusions. 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 ofjthercommmunity 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 genderroles isa-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 Xl - The coming Race

Chapter Xl 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 coexistiratherithan 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, 