
 

 

2025 ˊ 4     

Laureate of  the European SF Society Award for Best Magazine 
 

A Sanctuary for Speculative Philosophy since 2014 

www.sciphijournal.org ˊ team@sciphijournal.org 

Currier ˊ Dibble ˊ Glage ˊ Gudgel 

Jones III ˊ Joy ˊ Lau ˊ Menon 

Salis ˊ Travieso-Diaz ˊ Vancs· 



н 

 

 

CONTENTS  
 

 

3 Editorial 

4 « What Happened At Delphi?» 

 Richard Lau 

8 « Impossible Things Scavenger Hunt» 

 Jeff Currier 

12 ç New Franceõs Finest Hourè 

 Matias Travieso-Diaz  

17 ç M·r J·kaiõs Bicentenary ð The Founding Father 

Of Hungarian Science Fiction» 

 Éva Vancsó 

23 « The Ones Who Walk Away From New 

Jerusalem» 

 Andy Dibble 

29 « The Inferno Of Boniface VIII» 

 Joachim Glage 

31 « Bentham In Heaven» 

 Alexander B. Joy 

37 « Divine Sparks In Matter» 

 Manjula Menon 

50 « Psychopompeii» 

 George Salis 

53 « An Object Of Confined Infinity » 

 Robert L. Jones III  

55 «The Last Page Of The Magazine» 

 Andrew Gudgel 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
CREW 

     
            
Co-editors:  

Ádám Gerencsér  

Mariano Martín Rodríguez 

 

Communications: 

Gina Adela Ding 

 

Webmaster: 

Ismael Osorio Martín 

 

Illustrations: 
Gordon Johnson; Pixabay.com 

 

Cover art: 
Dustin Jacobus 

 

Contact: 

team@sciphijournal.org 

 

Social media: 

@sciphijournal 

 

Editorial office: 
Brussels, Belgium 

 

We are deeply grateful for the support of 
our part-time volunteers and ad hoc  
donors, both in Belgium and abroad. 



о 

 

  Editorial  

 

 
     

 

 

 

 

Lectori salutem. 

As the current incarnation of Sci Phi Journal is 

completing the 11th year of its ôprintõ run, weõve 

looked back over the past decade and decided to 

diverge slightly from our usual approach in crafting 

our 2025 winter edition. 

Over the summer, we invited authors who had 

published with us before to create a spiritual sequel to 

their previous works that appeared on our pages ð 

whether a direct follow-up of the first story, or rather 

an associated reflection on the themes and ideas 

contained therein. 

The resulting tales range from the woes of the ancient 

Greek pantheon to an alternate history of French 

North America, from an imaginary visit to a utilitarian 

heaven to a somnolent descent into Danteõs inferno, 

from a cosmic hunt for impossible objects to a 

theological response to Le Guinõs òOmelasó. 

These are complemented by two essays, as we 

continue our tradition of surveying lesser-known SF 

language communities, this time marking the 200th 

anniversary of M·r J·kai, the òfather of Hungarian 

SFó, while also featuring a piece of speculation fiction 

and philosophy in memory of the work of the late 

Anand Vaidya, founding member of the SF & 

Philosophy Society and past contributor to Sci Phi 

Journal, who had passed away recently. 

Preparing for the Northern winter months, the Sci Phi 

crew has been active on other fronts, too. Co-editor 

Ádám contributed a short story to the European 

Union Joint Research Centreõs first SF anthology, 

Future Snapshots. He also continued his string of 

encounters with science fiction clubs around the 

globe, with special thanks to MonSFFA for their 

generous hospitality in Montréal, Québec. Meanwhile, 

Mariano was hard at work on the latest edition of our 

sister journal, Hélice, containing critical SF essays and 

translations of unjustly neglected works in both 

Spanish and English, as well as author interviews. 

With this, we welcome you to our Sequels Issue, and 

wish all our readers, contributors and their loved ones 

a happy Christmas and a safe start into the future year. 

 

Speculatively yours,  

the Sci Phi co-editors & crew 

 

~ 

https://citizens.ec.europa.eu/document/download/bf7e6a3a-ea45-4f73-bf9e-0ecebc1c537d_en?filename=Intergenerational%20Fairness_Future%20Snapshots_European%20Commission.pdf
http://www.monsffa.ca
https://www.revistahelice.com/en/current-issue/
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In Ancient Greece, those seeking a peek into the 

future or the intent of the gods would be best served 

at the Temple of Apollo at Delphi. 

Located on the slope of Mount Parnassus, the temple 

was home to the Pythia, a high priestess who, in 

exchange for expensive gifts, donations, or sacrifices, 

would sink into a trance, possibly becoming possessed 

by the god Apollo himself.  

She then would give a cryptic answer to whatever 

question she had been asked, and her words were 

written down by another member of the religious 

order and translated into an equally ambiguous poem. 

The correct interpretation of this prophecy was the 

full responsibility of the questioner who bore the 

brunt of either tragedy or blessing. 

Yet, the Oracle of Delphi continued to be consulted 

by the wealthy and powerful on matters of state, 

politics, war, and religion.  

Until it wasnõt. 

There were many suspected reasons for this loss of 

credibility and trust, ranging from the Romans seizing 

Delphi, the influence of foreign cultures, to the rise of 

Christianity. 

However, a recently discovered papyrus scroll now 

reveals the full story. A translation follows. 

#  

Anniversaries made Zeus grumpy. In his defense, 

what do you get a goddess who has everything? When 

heõd ask Hera what she wanted, sheõd always answer 

òFidelity,ó the one thing he could not give her. 

However, it was Pandoraõs anniversary that was 

currently troubling the king of gods. After her brother

-in-law Prometheus gave the humans fire, Zeus had 

given her a wedding box containing the evils of the 

world (all manners of deadly scourges from disease to 

hunger), knowing that her curiosity would eventually 

lead her to open the box and unleash these ills to 

torment humankind. 

Now Prometheus had again given the humans a gift, 

this time the secret of dark energy. The Titan was 

once more shackled to Mount Caucasus, but Zeus still 

longed to punish the recipients of this latest illicit 

endowment and Prometheusõ undying love. 

 

 

What Happened At Delphi? 
 
 

Richard Lau 
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On Olympus, Zeus consulted a wise elder god named 

Schrodingememnon who said, òWhy not give the 

humans some new torment, something that will 

distract them, give them something to focus on 

instead of finding applications for dark energy?ó 

òAn excellent idea, my friend!ó praised Zeus, chest 

puffing out like a swanõs, which wasnõt that difficult, 

for it was the form the god had taken. òBut what will 

distract them? And how?ó 

Schrodingememnon smiled. òThereõs an idea Iõve 

been toying with...ó 

#  

 

òBeware of Greeks bearing gifts,ó the seated Pandora 

whispered to her husband. 

òThat goes double for Greek gods,ó Epimetheus 

muttered back. 

Zeus was too preoccupied with his proclamation to 

notice the wariness of the couple. òPandora! 

Epimetheus! I come to celebrate your anniversary!ó 

òBy releasing my brother?ó inquired Epimetheus 

without much hope. 

òNo!ó Zeus gave a shrug, as if the matter was out of 

his control. òPrometheus is getting the punishment he 

deserves for giving away the secret of my sacred 

thunderbolt. But I am here to honor you and the 

occasion with a gift!ó 

òNot another box!ó lamented Pandora, as Zeus 

dropped a large, closed container onto her lap. òWhat 

mischief exists in this one?ó   

Zeus tried to look as innocent as a shepherd 

boy...who had been questioned about napping when 

his sheep went missing. òMerely, a cat.ó  

òA cat?ó Pandoraõs mood changed immediately. 

òHow sweet!ó 

She moved to open the box, but Zeus stopped her. 

Zeus smiled. òIt could be a dead cat.ó  

òA dead cat?ó Pandora was feeling whiplashed. òHow 

mean! Why would you do that?ó 

òHe is Zeus,ó stated her husband matter-of-factly. 

 

 

 

 

 

The king of Olympus accepted the comment with 

pride. òOr it could be a live cat. Currently, itõs both.ó 

Perplexed, Pandora asked òHow can it be both?ó 

Zeus recalled what Schrodingememnon had told him. 

òThe cat exists in a quantum state, which will resolve 

itself upon your opening of the box. With your 

viewing of the cat, it will reach its final stage of either 

being completely alive or dead. Happy anniversary!ó  

And with a wave of his hand, a puff of cloud, and a 

hearty laugh, Zeus vanished. 

òA real bastard, that one,ó murmured Epimetheus. 

òWhat can I do?ó cried Pandora. òI canõt stand the 

thought of a live cat being trapped inside the box, but 

if I open it, I may end up killing it!ó 

Like Atlas, Epimetheus shrugged. òPerhaps you 

shouldnõt have accepted the gift. Perhaps my brother 

shouldnõt have given dark energy to the humans.ó 

Pandora snapped, òThank you, Mr. I-told-you-so-theus!ó 

True to form, Epimetheus realized when he had said 

too much. òMy gift of hindsight is of no use in this 

case. Perhaps you should consult the Oracle of 

Delphi?ó 

òWhy not?ó answered Pandora, still sore. òI know just 

who to sacrifice, too!ó 

 

#  
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Pandora brought her box and her problem to the 

High Priestess. òBefore I open the box, can you tell 

me if the cat inside is alive or dead? If the cat is 

already dead, then I have no problem opening the 

box. And if the cat is alive, I canõt leave it in there to 

starve and die. But if it is somehow both, and I cause 

its death, ...well, Iõd never be able to forgive myself!ó 

The Pythia went into her trance and tried to gaze into 

the box. Immediately, she spoke of the sea and 

foreign lands. 

òForms of waves collapsing 

On the shores of many different yet similar worlds.ó 

Then her blank eyes opened wide, as if peering into a 

bottomless chasm.  

òIf episteme falls into a black abyss, is the information 

permanently lost? No! Zeus does not play knucklebones with 

the universe!ó 

For the Pythia, she saw not a cat, alive or dead, but a 

menacing creature stretching out winding tentacles 

from the dark depths of the box. What she saw 

possessed a confusing duality of being there and not 

being there, a coherent decoherence, a position 

superior to all other positions, a spooky action at a 

distance that unforgivingly ensnared and twisted her 

mind and thoughts. 

And so, she babbled maddeningly about nonlocality, 

decoherence, entanglement, and superpositions. The 

temple scribes couldnõt make sense of what she was 

saying, but this was the usual routine, so they 

faithfully documented her ramblings.  

[Editorõs Note: The document is known today as the EPR 

(Enigmatic Pythian Revelation) paradox and continues to 

puzzle philosophers around the world.] 
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Then, to the surprise of all who were present, the 

Pythia hopped off her tripod and rushed into one of 

the two private chambers near the rear of the temple. 

Those who saw her enter one door insisted that she 

was in that particular adyton. However, others who 

didnõt directly observe which door she had used, 

swore that they could hear her in both rooms! 

Afterwards, temple workers and patrons had trouble 

locating the high priestess. If they knew where she 

was, they didnõt know where she was going. If they 

knew her direction and speed, they did not know 

where she was.  

The populace started to view the temple in disfavor: 

how could the Oracle of Delphi help them if it 

couldnõt explain what was going on within its own 

walls? Was Apollo, the god of light, a deity of particles 

or waves? Both, came the maddening answer. 

And soon, the Oracle of Delphi was no more. 

 

~ 

 

Authorõs Note: 

In "Another White Elephant?" (December 2024 Issue 

of Sci Phi Journal), Prometheus gives the secret of dark 

energy to humanity. In the sequel "What Happened at 

Delphi," Zeus finds a way to distract humanity from 

developing dark energy technology by once again 

giving Pandora a box. In this sequel, I address the 

saying "The more you know, the less you know" and, 

in this way, is "the gift of knowledge" a sort of white 

elephant itself? 

 

https://www.sciphijournal.org/index.php/2024/12/13/another-white-elephant/
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Impossible Things Scavenger 

Hunt  
 

 

Jeff  Currier 

 

 

Jacob, I have another game for us to play. 

Youõre not still sore from losing the Title Game? 

I was not a sore loserñI was just trying to exhaust all 

possibilities before conceding. Regardless, for this 

contest we get to play as a team. 

What game then? 

The Impossible Things Scavenger Hunt. We get 

enough items, and we could win our very own pocket 

universe. 

While the prospect of such divine solitude is indeed enticing, 

isnõt this endeavor automatically self-defeating? 

Not necessarily. There are different kinds of 

possibility, so different kinds of impossibility. 

I remain deeply skeptical, but I was getting bored calculating the 

next largest prime anyway. I can indulge youñ for a little 

while at least. 

Always so gracious, Jacob. 

I assume you require me to fire up the Einstein-Rosen bridge 

generator. 

Yes. But first you need to promise me you wonõt 

denigrate anything on the list. 

Not confidence inspiring, but why would you think Iõd do that? 

 

 

 

 

 

Oh, I donõt knowñsomething about humans being 

ôso enamored with irrelevanciesõ? 

Fine. I promise. Whatõs first on the list? 

A broken promise. 

Youõve got to be kidding me. How is that an impossible thing? 

Are they all going to be that inane?! 

And we have our first item.  

I am hard pressed to see how Kantian moral impermissibility 

counts as a kind of impossibility, but whatever. Maybe we can 

just collect all these so-called ôimpossibleõ things without even 

leaving this room. Dare I ask whatõs next? 

Unicorn blessed enchanted sword. 

Hallelujah! We get to leave this universe. 

Your facetiousness aside, just tell me you can get us to 

the magical realms. 

Should be easy enough. Magical universes cluster 1729 layers 

down the multiverseõs Mandelbrot fractal. Jumping now. 

 

#  
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Well, that was harder than you predicted.  

Who knew unicorns tend to bless virgins and not magic swords. 

Havenõt you read every piece of literature ever 

produced? 

And why should anyone think that what humans happen to 

write down is at all indicative of what is or is not possible? 

Regardless, I still maintain that being exceedingly rare, even in 

magical space, is not the same as being impossible. 

Itõs impossible according to the physical laws of our 

universe. 

As if our universe is that special. Perhaps Iõll abandon you in a 

universe in which AIõs evolved naturally. 

And how would such intelligences be artificial? 

Fine. Iõll stop griping about the meaning of ôimpossibleõ if you 

tell me the next item on the list. 

Poisonous water. 

Just get some from the tap. Water is murder on my circuits. 

Sorry Jacob, but Iõm pretty sure it means poisonous to 

humans. 

Of course, this game is bio-chauvinistic. Fine, how about water 

from Elk River, West Virginia? 

No, Iõm sure the arbiters of the Hunt will not accept 

water that has merely been contaminated with 

something poisonous. The water itself must be 

poisonous.  

Undoubtedly the judges are all humans as well. So, back to the 

realms of magic, then? You know we could have searched for 

enchanted deadly water at the same time we were looking for 

that bloody elusive unicorn-blessed sword. 

Water that has been enchanted to be deadly still wonõt 

be good enough. We need water that is, by its very 

own nature, poisonous. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Umm, then it wouldnõt be water? 

So, you grant this truly is an impossible thing? 

And hence unfindable in a scavenger hunt. 

What about a universe in which natural law is such 

that water, the combination of two hydrogen atoms 

with an oxygen atom has an additional natural 

property that is lacking in this world, i.e., one that 

makes it poisonous. 

But if such a world had lifeforms like you composed mostly of, 

call it p-water, wouldnõt it not be poisonous to them? So, itõs 

still not poisonous water. 

It would still be poisonous to humans in this universe. 

So, not just bio-chauvinistic, but bio-in-this-universe 

chauvinistic.   

How about a world in which there are no lifeforms 

like me exactly because the water there is poisonous? 

But even if we were to acquire such water from either of your 

most recent proposals, would such water keep its extra natural 

property when we brought it back into our universe with our 

natural laws? Or would it just become regular old non-

poisonous water and so not satisfy the judges. 

I honestly donõt know. But whatever the trans-world 

continuity laws are, I certainly donõt plan on drinking 

it to find out. Maybe we come back to this one? 

By all means. I wait with bated breath to find out what our 

next ôimpossibleõ thing is. 

You promised not to cast aspersions on the list. 

Already broken, so é 

Dr. Watsonõs war wound. Shouldnõt be too hard. 

Universes instantiating realistic fiction tend to group 

pretty close to ours. 

Wait, which war wound of Dr. Watsonõs? 

Excuse me? 
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In A Study in Scarlet itõs a shoulder wound, but in The 

Sign of the Four itõs a leg wound. 

Uhhmm, maybe we could get one of each? 

Perhaps there is another option, though it would require 

jumping to a universe not as realistic as the one most take Sir 

Arthur Conan Doyle to be depicting. 

Iõm listening. 

Doyle doesnõt specify the physical laws in his stories. All we 

need is a universe that instantiates Dr. Watson having a 

shoulder war wound in 1881 and a leg war wound in 1888. 

A universe in which wounds radically change 

locations? Wouldnõt such a world make a mockery of 

the regularities required for Sherlockõs vaunted 

method of deduction? 

 

Not necessarily. The only anomaly in said universe might be the 

shift in the location of Dr. Watsonõs wound along with his 

recollections of how he acquired said wound. Otherwise, it could 

be a universe almost like ours. 

Fine. But letõs get all three options just to be safe. 

Jumping now. 

 

#  
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The Watsons have been safely deposited with the 

arbiters. 

Were the good doctors still arguing about which one was the real 

Watson? 

Yes. Hopefully our next return trip will be quieter. 

Indeed. Less human prattling is a good thing. 

Jacob, are you insulñ 

Next item? 

Hilbertõs Hotel. But I donõt know what that is. 

It is a hotel that has an infinite number of rooms, all of which 

are occupied, and yet newly arriving guests can be provided their 

own private rooms without the creation of any additional rooms. 

But if all the rooms are occupied, how do you 

accommodate new guests? Actually, never mind. Do 

you know where we might find one? 

I do. Infinite universes with super-taskers aggregate aleph-

naught layers out in the Multiverse at a minimum. Itõll take us 

a while to get there, but the real problem is how to transport 

something that large back. 

 Do the rooms all need to be the same size? 

No. There just has to be denumerably many of them and each 

one needs to be occupied. 

Letõs just find a Hilbertõs Hotel where each room is 

half the volume of the previous room. If the volume 

of the first room is X, then the total volume of all the 

rooms will be 2X, and voila, an infinite number of 

rooms all packed into an itty-bitty finite volume. 

Ingenious. Thereõs hope for you yet. Jumping. 

 

# 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Last oneñround square. 

Hell no! I am not jumping us into a merely subsistent 

Meinongian universe.  

Not even for your very own pocket universe? 

Do you want to risk transmogrifying into a rutabaga? Or the 

square root of negative one? Itõd be barely a step above throwing 

ourselves into primordial chaos. Hard no.   

Well in that case, we need to find some poisonous 

water. 

Perhaps we can ask the naturally evolved AI where to find 

some. 

 

~ 

 

 

 

Authorõs Note: 

Since the Nexus of 'Untitled' is inaccessible by any 

rational means, our two protagonists of 'Title Game' 

will have to scour the Multiverse instead. Just how far 

afield will they need to go to find, say, deontic, 

epistemic, physical, metaphysical, or logical 

impossibilities? Could the Multiverse itself contain 

truly impossible worlds? For a more serious take on 

some of these issues you could try, Boris Kment's 

"Varieties of Modality" in the Stanford Encyclopedia 

of Phi losophy, located here: https://

plato.stanford.edu/entries/modality-varieties/ 

https://www.sciphijournal.org/index.php/2024/03/22/untitled/
https://plato.stanford.edu/entries/modality-varieties/
https://plato.stanford.edu/entries/modality-varieties/
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New Franceõs Finest Hour 

 
Matias Travieso-Diaz  
 

 

 

The future has many names.  

For the weak, it is unattainable. For the faint-hearted, 

 it is the unknown. For the thoughtful and valiant, it is ideal.  

Alexandre Dumas (p.), Vingt ans après 

 

 

 

FIFTY YEARS AFTER THE 1587 SPANISH 

ARMADAõS INVASION OF ENGLAND 

 

Québec, Nouvelle France, December 31, 1638 

To: Armand Jean du Plessis, Duke of Richelieu, Chief 

Minister of State to His Majesty King Louis XIII of 

France [sent via the vaisseau Léopard] 

Your Grand Eminence: Greetings. I beg you to 

deliver this letter to the King.  

Your Serene Majesty: This report updates and 

summarizes my earlier dispatches regarding 

developments in Nouvelle France during the current 

year and the actions that I have undertaken on Your 

Majestyõs behalf. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Since my appointment three years ago as Governor 

General of Nouvelle France as a successor to M. 

Champlain, my primary concern has been bolstering 

our defenses against potential attacks by hostile native 

tribes, particularly the Iroquois, who continuously 

threaten to destroy our fledgling colony. To that end, 

this year I fortified Québec City and gave partial 

protection to the buildings in Trois-Rivi¯res. Franceõs 

main adversaries, England and Spain, do not yet pose 

an immediate threat to us because they continue to 

have internal problems. England has been beset by 

religious conflicts since Catholic Philip I (enthroned 

by the Spanish occupiers as King of England after the 

success of the Spanish Armadaõs invasion) was forced 

to abdicate and was succeeded by a line of Protestant 

rulers. Spain, for its part, suffers from worsening 

economic conditions and a failure to leadership due to 

the withdrawal of King Philip III from the 

management of his empire and the assumption of 

governing authority by the kingõs incompetent 

underlings.  
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Trade with France in furs and other local products 

continues to thrive and portends a favorable outlook 

for the economy of Nouvelle France in the coming 

years. It is my recommendation that France continue 

to take advantage of the absence of interest by other 

powers by expanding our presence in this Nouvelle 

land, whose untapped riches would contribute to the 

wealth and power of our great nation.  

However, I note with disquiet that members of 

disaffected English religious groups (particularly 

Puritans and Calvinists) have started to migrate to 

North America and have founded colonies here. If 

these groups succeed in gaining a firm foothold on 

this continent, they may pose a challenge to Franceõs 

dominion. I recommend, therefore, that their 

settlements be destroyed and that any further English 

emigration attempts to North America be prevented. 

These initiatives appear entirely feasible since England 

has not fully rebuilt its naval forces following their 

destruction in 1587 by Spain and accordingly would 

be unable to forcefully oppose our efforts. I 

appreciate that Franceõs military resources are largely 

engaged in Europe, but I recommend that, as 

circumstances permit, Your Majesty commit forces to 

support the expansion of Nouvelle France along 

North Americaõs eastern seaboard. 

Sire, I pray that God will keep Your Majesty in perfect 

health and grant you a blessed 1639.  

 

Your humble and obedient subject,  

Charles Huault de Montmagny, Governor. 

Signed this 31th of December, 1638 
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SIXTY-FIVE YEARS AFTER THE ARMADA  

 

TRANSCRIPT OF INTERROGATION OF 

CAPITAINE LUDWIG VON BERLICHINGEN  

Conseil de Guerre, Compagnie Franche de la Marine 

The War Council of the Second Army of Nouvelle 

France, sitting in occupied Charlestown in the 

Massachusetts Bay Colony, ordered the appearance of 

Capitaine Ludwig Von Berlichingen, for a recollement 

and interrogation in connection with crimes allegedly 

committed by him and troops under his command 

during the siege and occupation of Charlestown by 

the Second Army in September of the current year. 

Present at the interrogation were certain witnesses 

who had offered testimony at a preliminary hearing by 

the War Council. Capitaine Berlichingen had the 

opportunity to confront said witnesses and challenge 

their testimony. Following is a summary of the 

proceeding. 

[Uncontested matters]: Berlichingen is the commander of 

the Hessian von Ditfurth Regiment, a Hesse-Kassel 

auxiliary force that assisted the Second Army in its 

capture, during the last ten years, of the English 

colonies of Plymouth, Massachusetts Bay, 

Connecticut, and Rhode Island along the northern 

coast of North America. Throughout this period, the 

Hessian Regiment's military service has been 

competent and fully supportive of the Second Armyõs 

military operations against the colonial armed forces, 

and played a crucial role in our victory over the joint 

colonial armies in the recently concluded battle of 

Breed Hill.  
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[Witness 1], a sixty-three-year-old widow, testified that 

she is the owner of the Old Exchange Tavern, the 

oldest public house in Charlestown. She stated that 

when the city was occupied by the Second Army after 

defeating the Massachusetts colonial militia, a 

contingent of Hessian troops led by Berlichingen 

seized the tavern, establishing their headquarters 

there. The Hessians committed a multitude of illegal 

and morally reprehensible acts, including partial 

destruction of the premises, uncompensated lodging 

and consumption of the establishmentõs liquor 

inventory, physical abuse of the proprietress and the 

tavernõs patrons, and forcible sexual intercourse with 

the wenches employed at the tavern and other female 

residents of the town, some of whom they brought 

into the guest rooms in the public houseõs upper 

story. 

[Witness 2], a sixty-five-year-old òteacheró at the First 

Church of Boston, testified that the meetinghouse 

where he is a minister was invaded by Hessian troops, 

who sacked the building; damaged its pulpit and pews; 

destroyed its prayer books; beat, cursed, insulted and 

subjected church parishioners to threatening and 

abusive behavior; and incarcerated three members of 

the congregation for protesting and opposing the 

invasion of their house of prayer by the troops. 

[Witness 3], a forty-four-year-old soldier, was the 

captain of a train band in the Massachusetts colonial 

militiaõs South Regiment. He testified that upon 

occupation of Charlestown the Hessian troops seized 

the militiaõs artillery pieces, ammunition rounds, and 

muskets and brought them to a powder magazine for 

storage. A Hessian officer, identified by the witness as 

Capitaine Berlichingen, was warned by the witness 

that some of the guns might still be loaded and were 

at risk of discharging, but his warnings were ignored. 

As it happened, one musket accidentally fired, further 

discharging other loaded muskets in the magazine, 

detonating the stored barrels of powder, and resulting 

in an explosion that destroyed the powder magazine, 

killed approximately 200 people, both military and 

civilian, and demolished several houses in the 

neighborhood. 

Capitaine Berlichingen responded to the accusations by 

the witnesses as follows: 

He acknowledged that troops under his command, as 

well as elements of the separate Irish Volunteers 

force, stayed without paying at the Old Exchange 

Tavern and consumed much of its liquor inventory 

and did not pay for any of it; and that, due to 

inebriation, they caused damage to the chairs, tables, 

shelves, and counters of the tavern. Both troops also 

engaged in carnal commerce, sometimes in public, 

with female inhabitants of Charlestown, but the acts 

were committed voluntarily and the females in 

question were usually compensated. 

With respect to the damage to the meetinghouse of 

the First Church of Boston, Berlichingen denied that 

he or any troops under him committed the acts of 

which he is being accused. He testified that he and his 

troops are predominantly of Protestant persuasion, 

Lutheran or German Reformed, and bear no ill will 

against the Puritan church or its members. To the 

contrary, he regrets and condemns any persecution of 

individuals on account of their religious beliefs. He 

identified the Volunteers of Ireland, the other group 

of foreign soldiers that support the Second Army of 

Nouvelle France, as being responsible for the offenses 

against the Puritans. Berlichingen stated that years ago 

the English ruler Oliver Cromwell sent Protestant 

troops to wage a bloody war in Ireland in which 

thousands of Catholics lost their lives and property, 

and this may be the cause of the Irish soldiersõ 

animosity and their attacks on the Puritans. 
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Berlichingen acknowledged responsibility for the 

explosion of the powder magazine. He attributed the 

accident to his erroneous belief that all the muskets 

stored in the magazine were unloaded and his 

negligent failure to ascertain the validity of his 

assumption. 

Based on the evidence presented at the preliminary 

hearing and the recollement and interrogation session, 

the War Council finds that the defendant is guilty of 

having committed several offenses, either by himself 

or attributable to him through the actions of his 

subordinates. While the disorderly conduct and 

immoral crimes are deemed less severe as common to 

the circumstances frequently arising in military 

encounters, the negligent destruction of public 

property and the attendant loss of civilian and military 

life typically would warrant that Capitaine 

Berlichingen be subjected to an amende honorable 

punishment in which he would be led around 

Charlestown, naked and adorned with a sign detailing 

the nature of his infractions, and that he be banished 

from Nouvelle France and returned to his homeland 

in Hesse. The inhabitants of this colony demand 

recognition and redress of the injuries they have 

sustained. However, the War Council takes note of 

the strong support the Hessian forces have rendered 

to Nouvelle France under the able leadership of 

Capitaine Berlichingen. Accordingly, the War Council 

leaves the choice of Capitaine Berlichingenõs 

punishment to the sound judgment of the Governor 

and his staff. 

This transcript is being forwarded to the king's 

attorney-general (procureur général du roi) for his final 

verdict and recommendation and the Governor 

Generalõs decision. 

Signed: Georges Duplessis, Greffier, December 31, 

1653 

 

#  
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A HUNDRED YEARS AFTER THE ARMADA  

From the Diary of Jacques-René de Brisay, 

Marquis de Denonville 

Saint Augustine, Florida, December 31, 1688 

Yesterday was a red-letter day in the history of 

Nouvelle France: after a siege of two months, an army 

under my direction has captured the fortress of San 

Marcos and occupied the city of Saint Augustine, the 

capital of Spanish Florida.  

The Nouvelle France army came by ship from Fort 

Maintenon in the Carolina colony to lay siege to Saint 

Augustine in October, and as we landed about fifteen 

hundred town residents and soldiers took refuge in 

the Saint Marcos fort. We started shelling, but the 

cannons we emplaced had little effect on the walls, 

which were made of coquina (seashell fragments) 

masonry, a material that is very effective at absorbing 

the impact of cannonballs instead of shattering or 

puncturing the fortifications. After many frustrating 

attempts to breach the walls, early this morning we 

launched a surprise incursion through the sallyport 

and were able to overwhelm the garrison before they 

could organize themselves to repel us. 

Having been directed to temporarily leave my post in 

Québec as Governor General of Nouvelle France to 

lead the invasion of Spanish Florida, I am proud to 

record that the conduct of the siege and the hours 

that followed our victory exemplified the best of the 

Armée. The occupation of the fort and the 

surrounding town were carried out efficiently and only 

minor incidents of looting occurred (after all, Saint 

Augustine is not a thriving metropolis like La Havane 

or Cartagena), and only a few of our troops, 

particularly some mercenaries from Ireland and 

Hesse, comported themselves in a reprehensible 

manner, through drunken behavior and abuse of 

members of the female population.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Through this victory, the domain of Nouvelle France 

now extends over the eastern seaboard of North 

America, from Terre-Neuve to La Floride, 

complementing our colonyõs expansion from the 

northern lakes to the Golfe du Mexique along the 

watershed of the Colbert River into La Louisiane. 

Vast areas of this continent remain unexplored and 

undeveloped but I trust that, eventually, the French 

Crown will assert its dominion over all the lands 

between the two oceans and the Golfe. 

 

~ 

 

Authorõs Note: 

This story is a sequel to the alternate history 

"Beheading Of A Queen". 

 

https://www.sciphijournal.org/index.php/2023/12/20/beheading-of-a-queen/
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M·r J·kaiõs Bicentenary ð The 
Founding Father Of  Hungarian 
Science Fiction 
 

 

Éva Vancsó 
 

The origins of Hungarian science fiction  

 

The roots of science fiction date back to antiquity; but 

those early tales cannot truly be regarded as part of 

the genre, as they were driven by imagination and 

myth rather than scientific reasoning. What 

distinguishes science fiction from fantasy is precisely 

the presence of a scientific background. The scientific 

revolutions of the 17th and 18th centuries laid the 

foundations of modern science fiction, still, the 

genre's actual birth occurred with the 19th century's 

explosion of technological progress and the 

widespread dissemination of scientific thought. This 

century witnessed the publication of the first key 

science fiction works, including Mary Shelley's 

Frankenstein and the visionary novels of Jules Verne. 

Even the term "science fiction" itself was first used by 

English essayist William Wilson in 1851, though it 

gained widespread popularity after 1929.  

In Hungary, the first examples of science fiction 

emerged almost simultaneously with the genre's 

development in Western Europe, during the so-called 

Reform Era (1825ð1848). This period was 

characterized by an ambitious effort to modernize 

society, the economy, and political life; this peculiar 

intellectual climate also allowed the first Hungarian 

works of science fiction to emerge. The earliest 

known Hungarian science fiction novel is Ferenc 

Ney's Journey to the Moon (1836), written nearly thirty 

years before Verne's book of a similar title. Ney's story 

follows Hungarian adventurers traveling to the Moon 

in a balloon, where they discover an idealized utopian 

society that mirrors, in satirical form, the 

shortcomings of their contemporary Hungary. 

Another early example from this period is József 

Koronka's Journey Over the Ruins of Old Europe in the 

Year 2836 (According to Letters Found Among the Papers of 

an Anonymous Writer), published in 1844. This novel, 

written in epistolary form, envisions a post-

apocalyptic future. In this devastated Europe, only 

nomadic tribes live. Still, the book also describes 

imagined inventions such as "writing-powered 

engines," "air mail," and "fast-moving wooden legs" 

for convenient travel. Miklós Jósika's The Last Days 

(1847), subtitled "An Apocalyptic Novella," represents 

another significant work of the period. Though not 

strictly a work of science fictionñsince its resolution 

relies on the intervention of archangel Gabrielñit is 

set thousands of years in the future, depicting a 

degenerate humanity living in an African nation, the 

only habitable region on an increasingly frozen Earth.  



му 

 

 

 

 

 

Besides these early literary traditions, from the 1830s, 

another tendency contributed to the growing 

readership of the genre: popular science writing also 

began to incorporate speculative ideas about a 

scientifically predictable future. As early as 1837, 

Gábor Fábián wrote about The Consequences of 

Mechanical Inventions. Károly Nagy in Daguerreotype 

(1841) vividly imagined the city of the future; Ferenc 

Toldy described the future of Pest-Buda in Auróra 

(1838); and Reg®lƉ Pesti Divatlap published "News from 

the Capital in the Next Century" (1844), envisioning 

Budapest in 1944. From the 1870s onward, such 

popular-scientific visions of progress became 

increasingly common, shaping both literature and the 

public imagination. 

Under these circumstances, following earlier sporadic 

attempts in the genre, Mór Jókai emerged on the 

literary stage in the mid-19th century.  

Born in 1825 ð now celebrating the bicentenary of his 

birth ð Jókai lived through a period of immense 

transformation: the Hungarian Reform Era, the 

Revolution of 1848, the Austro-Hungarian 

Compromise, and finally the turn of the century, 

when Hungary entered a phase of rapid 

modernization. It can be symbolic that the year of his 

birth coincided with the opening of England's first 

public railway line. During his most active creative 

years, the practical use of electricity began to spread, 

and by the year of his death in 1904, the first 

motorized airplane had taken to the skies.  

Jókai achieved success with his first short stories in 

the 1840s and published his first novel in 1846, soon 

becoming a celebrated novelist. During the 1848 

Revolution, he played an active role as one of the 

leaders of the radical youth, editing revolutionary 

newspapers and promoting national independence. 

After the defeat of the revolution, he faced difficult 

years, but soon he was rehabilitated. In the 1870s, he 

reached the peak of his career and remained one of 

the most significant figures in 19th-century Hungarian 

Romantic literature.  

His private life bore a resemblance to the plots of his 

own novels: he married Róza Laborfalvy, a celebrated 

actress fifteen years his senior, in 1848. Their marriage 

was considered scandalous at the time - his family was 

strongly against it, but their relationship became one 

of the most famous love stories in Hungarian literary 

history. Róza was Jókai's muse, confidante, and a 

stabilizing force in his life. Their marriage lasted over 

forty years, until Róza died in 1886. Later, the seventy

-two-year-old Jókai met a twenty-year-old aspiring 

actress, Bella Nagy, who also caused a national 

scandal; however, their mentoring/romance ultimately 

ended in marriage. This severely damaged Jókai's 

relationship with his family; he broke off all contact 

with them, and his sole heir was his wife after he died 

in 1904. 

 

Jókai, the Founding Father of Hungarian science 

fiction  

Being an astonishingly prolific writer, Jókai's oeuvre 

spans more than a hundred volumes, and many of 

them fall within the science fiction genre to a certain 

extent. But where did this interest originate? As the 

previous sections have shown, Jókai did not become a 

science fiction writer in a vacuum. Works of 

speculative fiction already existed before him, and 

scientific popularization was on the rise. Yet it was in 

Jókai's writing that all elements first converged 

seamlessly: the intellectual climate of the 19th century, 

limitless imagination, and interest in the natural 

sciences. The latter requires further discussion, as it 

played a crucial role in his science fiction writing.  
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Jókai's scientific knowledge was vast and cannot be 

attributed solely to the trends of his era mentioned 

earlier; it also reflected a deep personal interest. He 

had an extensive personal library and was well-

informed through journals and popular science 

publications; his interests ranged from botany to 

astronomy and palaeontology. According to botanical 

studies, his works contain the names of more than six 

hundred plant speciesñan achievement virtually 

unmatched among the world's novelists. He also 

described dozens of prehistoric animals and plants, 

and he wrote detailed descriptions of geological 

features, fossils, minerals, and volcanic phenomena in 

his novels and short stories. Some of his explanations 

are inaccurate from a modern standpoint, but they 

were entirely consistent with the scientific 

understanding of his time. Equally remarkable was 

Jókai's fascination with astronomy, a trait befitting an 

actual science fiction author. Contemporaries noted 

that he owned a telescope, which his first wife, Róza 

Laborfalvy, also famously used to watch steamships 

arrive at Balatonfüred on Lake Balaton. Jókai often 

wove the wonders of the night sky into his stories, 

describing celestial phenomena through both personal 

observation and illustrations or scientific writings.  

Jókai utilized these details not only to enrich his 

narratives but also to popularize science, and as an 

early science fiction writer, to invent new, fictional 

materials. He designed flying machines, sent his 

heroes to the Arctic, and consistently celebrated the 

achievements of science.  

In the following section, I will highlight the short 

stories and novels that reflect Jókai's scientific 

curiosity and, in a broader sense, contain elements of 

science fiction, offering a fresh perspective rather than 

a comprehensive analysis.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Short stories  

òInventionsó (1853) is not a traditional narrative but 

rather a collection of imaginative ideas that reveal 

J·kaiõs creativity, combining his early science fiction 

concepts with his satirical vision of the future. Some 

inventions anticipate advances in health and human 

enhancement: òThere are no bald heads, no crippled 

legs, no blindness or deafness; people replace lost 

hands, legs, noses, eyes, and many other thingsó ñ a 

precursor to modern prostheses and reminiscent of 

devices like Geordi La Forgeõs visor in Star Trek. Jókai 

also envisions synthetic materials: the vulcanization of 

rubber renders weavers, tailors, and other workers 

who provide clothing unnecessary, as a man can buy a 

cap of elastic rubber, stretch it at the waterõs edge, and 

turn it into a boat. Other ideas are bolder and 

obviously unfeasible, such as magnetomnesmerism, which 

would expose every secret, or edible soil, where 

humans would carve caves into the Earth with their 

mouths and dwell within them. These concepts 

demonstrate J·kaiõs unique style, blending 

technological foresight with humour and social 

critique.  His ăThe Moon and the Sunó first appeared 

in the National Calendar in the same year as 

òInventionsó. In this short story, J·kai envisions what 

might happen if the Moon were to approach the 

Earth. At first, the celestial body appears playfully 

large, shining like a silver coin, but gradually it 

becomes threatening. Earth turns upside down, 

Greenland falls under the equator, the Africans 

occupy the poles, seas leave their beds, Iceland 

becomes dry land, and Shakespeareõs ships might find 

themselves moored along the coasts of Bohemia. As 

the Moon draws ever closer, its gravitational pull 

grows so strong that lighter objects fly upward. A 

person leaping from a window is held aloft by the 

Earthõs gravity, requiring others below to pull him 

down by his legs. Amid the fantastical events, Jókai 

inserts his characteristic satirical humour, especially in 

the conclusion: the two sibling planets, Moon and 

Earth, continue on their celestial paths like a pair of 

heavenly rolls, and once railways are built, humanity 

may soon discover the kindred spirits living on the 

Moon.  
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All the Way to the North Pole (1876) 

Among Jókai's lesser-known works, "All the Way to 

the North Pole" clearly reveals the influence of Jules 

Verne, echoing his adventurous utopian tales, such as 

"Journey to the Center of the Earth" and "The 

Adventures of Captain Hatteras." Yet, the novel 

offers a remarkable example of Jókai's engagement 

with contemporary scientific imagination. The story 

combines the conventions of the "found 

manuscript," a nineteenth-century blend of science 

(fiction) and biblical creation myth. 

The plot follows a sailor, Péter Galiba, who is 

accidentally left behind at the North Pole by the 

Tegetthoff expedition, stranded on a ship frozen in 

the ice. The novel's distinctive feature lies in its 

duality. On one hand, it functions as a hymn to 

scientific and technological progress, teeming with 

detailed depictions of mechanical and chemical 

ingenuity. Galiba uses chloroform to subdue a polar 

bear, employs a Papin-style pressure cooker to 

tenderize polar bear meat, identifies fossilized 

creatures and rock types with a palaeontologist's 

precision, and even extracts milk from a whale to 

have food. Much like Robinson Crusoe, Galiba's 

survival is ensured through his mastery of empirical 

knowledge and practical invention. Some of his 

inventions verge on science fiction; for example, he 

even weaves himself a heat-resistant suit from 

asbestos. These passages celebrating scientific 

rationality, however, are set in sharp contrast with the 

novel's mythic layer, which draws directly on the 

Book of Genesis. Figures from the biblical creation 

narrative appear: Galiba frees the first liberated 

woman, "a twenty-thousand-year-old bride," and later 

encounters Cain himself, bearing the mark of divine 

punishment.  At the end of the book, Galiba ignites a 

volcano, bathing the polar landscape in warmth and 

light. This act symbolically reenacts the cosmogony 

of Genesis, culminating in an accelerated replay of 

the Earth's creation. Then, a sea current extinguishes 

the volcano, bringing the fantastic act of creation to 

an abrupt end, as Galiba and Naamah, the woman he 

freed from crystal captivity and revived, are left in 

darkness again.  

All the Way to the North Pole is not a conventional 

science fiction novel. Still, it anticipates the logic of 

the genre, using speculative technologies and natural 

phenomena to explore the boundaries between 

human invention and divine creation.   
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Csalavér (1896) 

Csalavér by J·kai recalls Voltaireõs Candide and Swiftõs 

Gulliverõs Travels, featuring mad adventures described 

with satirical flair. From a science fiction point of 

view, among these, Chapter XI, òThe Volap¿k-Tat 

and its Dilekel,ó stands out. The eponymous Csalav®r 

and her companions escape from a mine-prison, only 

to be rescued from the treacherous mountains by the 

Volap¿k people. The Volap¿kersõ world is a vivid 

caricature: Jókai lampoons the 19th-century positivist 

faith in science, a belief that machines could satisfy 

every human need. Even the name òVolap¿kó is 

satirical: the artificial universal language was briefly 

fashionable in the late 19th century before quickly 

fading into obscurity. 

The Volapükers live with flying machines, sound-

powered engines, and peculiar inventions. Their 

energy derives from the inversion of the Holy Bible: 

òIn the beginning was the Wordó. As words are made 

of ôsound,õ sound is the primary source of energy. The 

Volapükers speak, and this generates energy to move 

their world. Moreover, they do not eat or drink; 

instead, they inhale gases: òTake this sucker into your 

mouth. Draw in a deep breath. Herein lies the 

ôopsortu-maferoszõ (the satisfying vapor). Women are 

equal; marriage is obsolete, and erotic pleasures come 

from inhaling another gas: the trüferobius glükütátoferos 

(pleasure-creating). The one who inhales one puff 

would think himself in òMohammedõs paradise, 

embraced by eternal beautiesó. Despite all these 

pleasures, the Volapük world brings disappointment: 

òIt is worse than in Siberia, worse than in the silver 

mines!ó The final line sums up the overuse of science: 

òA greater fool than a scientist can only be another 

scientistó.  

From a science fiction perspective, this chapter of 

Csalavér is clearly proto-sci-fi, featuring flying 

machines, sound-powered contraptions, and the 

creation of an artificial human, and it fits into the early 

tradition of 19th-century scientific fantastical 

literature.  

 

 

 

The Novel of the Next Century (1872ñ74) 

From a science fiction perspective, Jókai's main opus, 

The Novel of the Next Century (A JºvƉ Sz§zad Reg®nye), 

serves as a synthesis of the genre in its timeñin a 

monumental narrative. The novel spans five decades, 

from 1952 to 2000, presenting Jókai's vision of 

Hungary's future and his faith in the redemptive 

power of technological progress and scientific 

discoveries. The protagonist, Dávid Tatrangi, is a 

brilliant Transylvanian inventor whose scientific and 

technological genius stands behind the transformation 

of the world. The novel's innovative ideas can be 

divided into two main categories: societal-political and 

technical, both of which fall within the scope of 

science fiction. 

Among the many technological "wonders" described 

in the novel, two inventions stand out: ichor, a new 

material, and aerodrom, an aircraft.  Aviation was a 

topic of great fascination in Jókai's time; numerous 

foreign and domestic reports speculated about human 

flight before the novel's publication. The aircraft 

imagined in the book is a wing-flapping, electrically 

powered flying machine that combines electricity with 

ichor, the new material.  Ichor is a forerunner of 

modern plastic: "a magical substance, a mixture of 

plastic and steel, bending but never breaking." The 

aerodrome made of ichor and flying are central to The 

Novel of the Next Century. Not only because they 

contribute to the establishment of world peace, but 

also due to the highly detailed and realistic 

descriptions of flightñsomething Jókai himself never 

had the opportunity to experience. Particularly 

noteworthy are the vivid images of reaching all the 

way to the upper atmosphere, envisioning the view of 

Earth from above decades before the first astronauts. 
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Beyond its technological aspects, The Novel of the Next 

Century explores social and political issues through the 

lens of the future. It mirrors the upheavals of Jókai's 

own erañrevolutions, constitutional monarchies, and 

religious conflictsñset against the backdrop of King 

Árpád II's rule in Hungary. Particularly striking is 

Jókai's portrayal of the "Nihil State". He describes a 

political movement aiming to turn Europe into "one 

great republic, to destroy all aristocracy, to sweep 

away all constitutions, to level all religions." This 

dystopian vision of Russia eerily anticipates the rise of 

Soviet totalitarianism. In contrast to the Monarchy 

and the Nihil State, Jókai's novel depicts a true utopia, 

which is brought to life through the technical 

expertise of Dávid Tatrangi. The idealized society of 

the so-called Home State (Otthon Állam), summarized 

by Jókai as follows: "We shall build a state whose 

constitution is freedom and whose social foundation 

is labour. A state of shareholders, where every citizen 

is a shareholder, paying no taxes but receiving 

dividends from the state's profitsé A state that 

provides fair work for every hand and mind, free from 

poverty, oppression, and conflict, bound by mutual 

trust and justice." 

As a science fiction novel, The Novel of the Future 

Century also anticipates several themes of modern 

science fiction. It raises the issue of overpopulation, a 

consequence of peace and prosperity on Earth, thanks 

to David Tatrangi. The novel, however, predicts that 

scientific discoveries will enable humanity to 

overcome food shortages through technological 

advancements. The return of Halley's Comet (which 

in reality occurred in 1986, while Jókai placed it in 

2000) serves as an apocalyptic catalyst, threatening 

global famine and destruction. Jókai imagines a world 

covered by impact-induced cloud resembling those 

found in later post-apocalyptic literature.  

Ultimately, Jókai's scientific and social optimism 

prevails: a new world is born from the cataclysm. The 

comet transforms into a new planet named Pax 

(Peace) by David Tatrangi. It is described with 

meticulous detail due to Jókai's extensive astronomical 

knowledge: it orbits the Sun within the Earth's 

trajectory, is slightly larger than Mars, and glows with 

a red light.  

 

Due to its monumentality and its ideas about 

technology and society, The Novel of the Next Century 

marks the beginning of Hungarian science fiction. If 

we could select a birthday for Hungarian-language 

science fiction, it would undoubtedly fall on 

November the 3rd, 1872. On that Sunday, the first 

part of the novel was published. In the 19th century, 

apart from Jules Verne, no other writer exerted such a 

profound influence on Hungarian speculative 

literature as Jókai. His scientific optimism and 

visionary imagination shaped the tone and themes of 

the genre well into the early 20th century, leaving a 

legacy that lasted until the First World War. Yet, 

despite his pioneering contributions, Jókai has never 

been fully recognized within the literary canon as a 

science fiction authorñeven though he rightfully 

deserves the title of the Founding Father of 

Hungarian science fiction. 

 

~ 

 

References and further readings (in Hungarian):  

https://sites.google.com/site/scifitort/tanulmanyok/

zsoldos-julia-jokai-mor-es-a-sci-fi  

https://www.ponticulus.hu/rovatok/megcsapottak/

moesz-gusztav-jokai-novenyismerete.html#gsc.tab=0 

https://www.ponticulus.hu/rovatok/mesterkurzus/

foldvari-jokai.html#gsc.tab=0  
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The Ones Who Walk Away From 

New Jerusalem 

 

 
Andy Dibble 

 

 

 

 

 

 

With a clamor of bells that set the cherubim soaring, 

the Festival of the Lord came to New Jerusalem. In 

the clear morning air, people of every nation streamed 

through the three gates facing snow-capped northern 

peaks. Blinking and hugging, they joined the 

processions, as if everyone were a close aunt or uncle 

or cousin or friend. Those facing the rising sun led the 

dancing, as if theyõd always known the steps, all their 

lives. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

War is no more. Death, famine, and disease are no 

more. Theyõre a fallen equestrian order. Although 

some hesitate, some think they might not be worthy. 

Impostor syndrome isnõt quite overcome. The old 

heaven and earth havenõt passed away just yet. 

More join through the southern and western gates. 

Theyõre welcome too, no less welcome, though the 

dark cloud surrounding the city is darkest in the west. 

The climb is behind them. Their sight and lungs are 

clear. Theyõve emerged from the cloud. 

There was an angel at every gate, a living creature, 

with silver wings and flaming sword. Beautiful and full 

of grace and smiting no one, turning none away. As 

security, they might as well be gargoyles or statues, 

albeit statues you were glad to look upon and look 

upon again. 

They did not scrutinize papers, ask pointed questions, 

or turn away foreigners. None are foreign in New 

Jerusalem, no matter if you speak Dyirbal or wear 

drag or keep hummingbirds as pets. No pledges of 

faith required. Now even faith is archaic. Not faith 

that builds up, but the faith of creeds and tribes, faith 

that divides into us and them, that holds some apart. 
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As for those that are apart, those wandering the 

cloud. They are coming in. All of them. Thatõs the 

hope, at any rate. The city would not be paradise if its 

people think outsiders are as black smoke rising from 

a lake of fire. Let them trust that, one day, all will be 

their neighbors. 

Scripture makes much of the cityõs architecture, its 

twelve pearly gates, its measurements in forgotten 

units, its twelve foundations of jasper and sapphire 

and agate and on and on. Symbols and numerological 

correspondences. But I daresay, even scripture is 

archaic, or is about to be. Weõre past the end of the 

book. 

Do not mistake me. New Jerusalemõs homes and 

meeting halls are wondrous, marvelous. They are of 

blown glass or cut from precious stones, and not the 

least bit uncomfortable! That is miracle enough. The 

grounds and wide avenues lined with fragrant palms 

and two-faced cherubim, which roam when they have 

a fancy to. Family and community gardens 

blossoming with hyacinths and lilies and hyssop and 

on and on. The ponds and bulrushes and wild plots of 

prairie tickled by mouse and sparrow. 

Go, meet the angels who built the city. Watch them 

move. Hear the bells of their laughter. In daylight, you 

might mistake them for youths. Speak with the 

gardeners. Ask after their work. Theyõre glad to take 

apprentices, for there is always more to do, even 

though more than enough is already done.  

But more than the architecture and grounds and 

gemstones, let us consider the people. How do they 

live where the lion lays down with the lamb, where 

infants thrust tiny fists in vipersõ dens, where a little 

child leads them? 

They are happy, but not simple-minded. Their 

bejeweled homes are wondrous to us, but not to 

them. The fragrant palms are pleasant, sweet-smelling, 

not habit-forming. No oneõs caught in a stupor, but 

life is good and they drink to its fullest. They do not 

need pain to think big thoughts. They intrigue. 

Theyõre sexy. Theyõre mature, even without dark 

depths, without the cloud. Truly. Verily, I tell you. 

How to make you understand? Try going among 

them. The young mothers and aunts and 

grandmothers and fathers and brothers carrying 

babies and chatting as they walk. Musicians and 

dancers, scholars and plumbers, confectioners, nurses, 

cherub-tamersñsome at work, others off for the 

festival. Others who arenõt professionals, laborers, or 

entertainers, or arenõt any longer. Extended retirement 

is just as well. Some are grave. They wear linen or 

sackcloth and mind their pace. For them, the Lordõs 

coming is a serious occasion, like accepting a head of 

state. That too is well. Watch the children doodling or 

chasing lion cubsñnone of them crying. Theyõre 

enmeshed in the to and fro of life, the thriving 

tapestry. 

All are praising, all worthy of praise, even if the Lord 

is most worthy. He merits titles and singing and 

majesty. When he comes in glory all will bow, not out 

of guilt or gratitude for his sacrifice but because of 

who he is. He is glorious. He will be. They will be his 

subjects and his citizens. His sons and daughters. 

They will obey him, not because they must, but 

because they know his way is right. Yes, they still have 

religion, or the expectation of one. Though, for now, 

bowing is ridiculous. 

They even have a Temple. Though it is derelict, a 

difficult reminder. 

Iõd say they eat no sacrificial lamb because everyone is 

vegetarian. But not as a statement, not religiously. If 

the lion will lay down with the lamb, the human will 

shutter slaughterhouses. If the lion eats straw, the 

human can feast on succulent fruits and manna from 

heaven. 
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Does New Jerusalem strike you as goody-goody? Very 

well. If your notion of paradise requires juicy meats 

revolving on spits, imagine thereõs a slain apocalypse 

beast to feast on, be it Behemoth or Leviathan or Ziz. 

Dig in. 

Still think the city prissy? Fine, add an orgy. If an orgy 

would help, donõt hesitate. Enter nudes in the streets. 

Too much? You are difficult to please. So let there be 

a red-light district stocked with courtesans of every 

gender. Let them play the lyre, so sweetly youõd listen 

and be done. Let them barbecue apocalypse beast 

shank. Let them quote Ecclesiastes and the Song of 

Songs, until you arenõt sure if extra-marital sex is 

vanity and chasing the wind or love better than wine, 

like perfume poured out. 

Have we smuggled sin inside the city? Now weõve 

done it, have we? The Lord may chastise us in his 

time. But I hope he isnõt fixated on old ways of 

thinking, that heõs better at keeping with the times. 

More on that, later. 

The processions spill into the central square. The 

shimmering of cymbal and tambourine, Psalms played 

in their original melodies, once forgotten. Now, 

everyone knows their scores by heart. Perhaps I spoke 

too soon in dismissing scripture, calling it archaic. It 

too is being made new. 

All line up along the River of Life, which cascades, as 

though laughing, from the highlands of the new 

world. Lilies float in its shallows. The people face the 

empty Throne. A shofar sounds: imperious, 

melancholy, piercing. 

The note fades. Exaltation rises up. òHallelujah!ó 

òMaranatha!ó òCome, Lord!ó Some look to the 

eastern gates, others the empty throne, one the red-

light district, some even the derelict Temple. But most 

look heavenward, and hope and wait. And wait a 

moment longer. 

But thereõs no crack of thunder, no lightning 

fracturing the sky, no voice like rushing waters. 

Midmorning is glorious, but not his glory. No oneõs 

caught up in the air to meet him. 

Children break off first, return to fooling around. The 

cymbal, the tambourine. The processions begin again, 

still joyous, still simmering with anticipation. Perhaps 

heõs waiting for more to come in, for the number to 

be complete, for the fullness of time. Nothing bad 

comes of waiting a day, a month, the full thousand 

years. 
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Are they gullible? Forgetful? They forgot those in the 

cloud, or seem to, and this is not the first Festival of 

the Lord, the first mistaken prediction of His arrival. 

They have no calendar, no system for determining 

when the festival should be. They strike up the 

tambourine on a rumor. 

Why shouldnõt they? Because Christ wasnõt 

spontaneous? They are his people, actualized. They 

donõt need his example. 

In his time, Christ was too morose for paradise, an 

heir apparent in the shadow of a sword suspended by 

a thread. For him, responsibility was great, and fun 

was halting, difficult. But he always loved those for 

whom spontaneity and joy are easy. 

So what if they forget? It is better to trust as they do. 

At length, eternal life would be unbearable without 

the expectation of greater times ahead. No one 

forgets who they owe eternity to. The Lord will come 

in His time. 

A pageant was planned in the central square for when 

the Lord first sat his throne, a play to commemorate 

the Passion, the blood and the Cross. The Lord 

remained absent, but the players put it on anyway. Let 

him appreciate it from on high, if he wishes to. 

It was a solo act. One man played Jesus. Slender, 

turbaned, rather pale, at least compared to Jesus 

himself. He didnõt look like he could carry a cross, 

even the cross-beam. 

But he didnõt have to. He was a puppeteer, nimbly 

orchestrating his execution. The rest were puppets: 

the women with agate eyes, the High Priest with a 

long cotton beard, Roman soldiers with tiny felt-

tipped spears. His hands moved so deftly behind the 

stage, youõd think him blessed with some trait of the 

God-man he portrayed. Bravo! 

Now you find me glib, the show insensitive. What if I 

told you, at turns, the antics were humorous, slapstick 

even? That offends? At the aft side of paradise, I see 

why you resist. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

But the play was no moody historical drama. No 

rabble roused. No women wailing. Certainly no 

splattering bodily fluids. The time for guilt is done. 

Four-letter words aside, there is no sin inside these 

walls. You think Christ wants your sympathy? You 

think he wants you in his place? 

I say there were fireworks! The angels joined in, as 

acrobats! This far along in history, everyone agrees he 

rose again in triumph and he will come again in glory. 

Heõs on the cusp. His pain isnõt painful anymore. Pain 

has given way to laughter and none of it false, none of 

it out of tune. 

Do you believe? Do you accept the festival, the city, 

the puppets? Do you believe that, in God, a people 

can be mature and trusting and passionate and 

content, truly, all at once, forever. No? 

Then let me tell you one more thing. 

In the derelict Temple, past its courtyard where once 

you could buy doves for sacrifice, but now there are 

only tables overturned and coins that no one need 

bother with anymore. Behind the curtain, in its 

innermost chamber, the Holy of Holies, the Lord has 

already arrived. But not in glory, not in the wholeness 

and dynamism of the Godhead, but in bloody chunks. 

Stooped and lacerated in a corner there he is at 

twelve, when he taught scripture with such virtuosity. 

Along the far wall, where youõll find utensils for 

slaughter, the debater-Jesus, who had barbed words 

for Pharisees, takes down double-pronged hooks. 

Hovering above is Jesus who walked on the storm-

tossed waves of Galilee. The hidden Jesus in leperõs 

clothes, the youth who scripture says nothing of, cuts 

him down. See, see in the center, above the Ark of the 

Covenant, the last mortal Jesus, the eldest, the 

crucified. See the nails, the crown of thorns, the spear, 

the bitter wine, the cross. 

Behold the man, all of him. Many in one, crucified 

and rising again, a web of men and boys locked in 

bloody melee, a gory shudder. 
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Go, look behind the curtain. Behold the man. See for 

yourself! It is no secret. No one sees through a dark 

cloud any longer. Even if he is fragmented, consumed 

at every age by his sacrifice, caught in the circuit of his 

crown. Traumatized? 

They might limp out if you tore the curtain down and 

let the light of the city in. Or if you, like a hero of old, 

diverted the River of Life to wash the blood away. Or 

with a kind word, or plea, asked them to emerge.  

They might come out. I do not know his mind. 

But this I know. Everyone in the city knows. If they 

did emerge, the dark cloud would consume the city. 

In an hour or day, it would devour all. All and 

everyone would fall away. The twelve foundations of 

the city would crumble. The foundations are of jasper, 

sapphire, agateñprecious stones, but not invincible. 

Scripture does not say adamantine. 

Those are the terms. Exchange the goodness and 

grace of every life in New Jerusalem for the well-being 

of that self-mutilating crew. For them to emerge 

would be to let sin within the walls indeed. 

Theologize as you will, but the bloody room is there. 

The terms are absolute. From eternity or the 

foundation of the world, God keened some deep 

algebra in coagulated signs. 

And thus scripture, the old and new, is an odyssey of 

blood, of sin and expiation. And thus the price of 

ushering all back into Himself was perpetual sacrifice, 

an ongoing day of redemption, whether in the order 

of Aaron or Melchizedek. Thus New Jerusalem, brick 

by brick. 

Behold the man. See for yourself! 

Now there are those that look behind the curtain, 

who witness the blood pooling out, staining their feet. 

Theyõre shaken. How could they not be? But 

somehow they wash themselves in the River of Life 

and go back to their homes of jasper and glass, telling 

themselves he chose the sacrifice, that we are bound 

to obey, to respect his wishes. 

Did he choose sacrifice? Does he consent? I do not 

think a babe in the cradle consents. Neither do I think 

a lamb slain from the foundation of the world 

consents, or a man that prays that the cup pass from 

him, or the crucified man that cries out asking why his 

father has forsaken him. No one consents to living, 

only a few to dying. But I do not know how volition 

operates in the Godhead, how the Almighty orients 

His will or how it orients Him. Or whether this is a 

distinction without a difference. Theologize as you 

will. 

All I know is the pageant behind the curtain. 

Some of the city, the puppet show-goers, believe the 

sacrifice was like a fairy tale, once upon a time, long 

ago and far away. They believe time is like an arrow 

that flies and lands in a pot of gold at the end of a 

rainbow. The sacrifice was at a particular moment, 

and that time is past, and now there is only room for 

glory. But they cannot deny the brutality of the 

innermost chamber, how he rends himself, how the 

blood pools even beyond the curtain. 

They say Christ doesnõt feel it. Not anymore. Heh. 

Here I am, scoffing! 

They deceive themselves, or God does. Has He given 

them peace of mind for a piece of mind? Itõs possible. 

In scripture, in Ezekiel, the first prophet of New 

Jerusalem, God deceived His own prophets. 

But am I so faithless? I hope itõs a lingering malady, 

an aftereffect of the cloud. Only for now are we 

credulous, gullible. The Lord will come in His time. 

I speculate much, but I hear the angels gossip. They 

say, in Eden, God taught Adam the names of all 

things and ordered all the angels to bow down before 

him. They did, all except one, the one born of dark 

cloud and radiant fire. He refused, some say, because 

he was arrogant. He thought himself better than an 

upstart ape. 
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But there is another opinion. A few say he placed 

hands at the feet of the Almighty, crying, òOnly you!ó 

They say he refused to bow down before any but 

God, though it might mean eternal separation from 

his beloved. 

And it would. He was cast into the cloud. Angels 

disagree, but not about that. 

I speculate much, but I know one more thing. The 

twelve gates are wide. Legions stream in, but they 

bump shoulders with a few who go the other way. 

These few interest me deeply. They are not 

hypothetical, like the righteous of Sodom, whether ten 

or fifty, for which God would stay his wrath. They are 

real. 

They witness the room and the blood, or the Jesus 

puppeteer, or a restless night. They walk the avenues 

lined with fragrant palm and two-faced cherubim. 

They stride past the angels. The angels nod back. 

They vanish into the cloud. 

They do not look back. They do not return. Most go 

west, where the dark cloud is darkest. Why? I do not 

know. But I think they know why they go if not 

always where they are going. 

It is strange the adequacy of a whole way of life 

should depend on abstruse theology: How does God 

view time? Did Christ consent? Did he suffer? Does 

he still? But every utopia is abstruse, propped upon 

pillars of cloud. 

I worry, in the Godhead, time is not a series of 

moments, like a vestment fraying, but all moments 

stewed. To God, the sacrifice is not once and done, it 

is always and forever, a fitful night, a trauma. In the 

innermost room of the city, He has not escaped the 

Cross. 

Theologize as you will, but I fear the reason the 

throne is empty, the reason the Lord has not come in 

glory is because he, in the Godhead, is reeling. 

 

 

 

 

 

Jesus was generous, and wise, and angry, and morose. 

He loved, but joy was difficult for him. We depict him 

whitewashed, smiling at children, at the downtrodden. 

But in scripture, he was more a spring of wisdom than 

a fountain of gladness. I pray, in the Godhead, he 

relishes the joy and gladness of all time, from the 

beginning to the city, to the new heaven and earth, 

but I think the trauma is too great. I speculate, but I 

do not think He does. 

I speculate, but keep the faith. I speculate, but turn 

west. I donõt think the Lord waits for the number that 

come in to be complete. He waits for a number to go, 

these who walk away from New Jerusalem, these who 

love Christ too well to obey him. 

 

~ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Authorõs Note: 

This story is in the tradition of responses to Ursula Le 

Guin's "The Ones Who Walk Away From Omelas," 

which depicts a summer festival in a utopian society 

whose prosperity depends upon the suffering of an 

innocent child. I'm not the first to identify the Biblical 

New Jerusalem at the end of the book of Revelation 

as utopian. Neither am I the first to identify 

correspondences between the child in the Omelas 

hole and Jesus. The narrator of this story recognizes 

New Jerusalem might be different from Omelas; it 

might be justified even if Omelas is not: Jesus was an 

adult, but the child in the Omelas hole could not 

consent. The Crucifixion was a particular historical 

event, but Omelas requires the perpetual suffering of 

a child. However, because of theological uncertainty 

in how God perceives time, He may nevertheless 

experience the Crucifixion like the Omelas child 

perceives their suffering. If so, we might condemn the 

New Jerusalem society if we condemn Omelas. 
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The Inferno Of  Boniface VIII  

 
 
 
Joachim Glage 
 
 

At the turn of the fourteenth century, when Boniface 

VIII finally declared Augustine a Doctor of the 

Church (just prior to issuing his most 

uncompromising papal bull, the Unam Sanctam), the 

old Pope, soon to die, still had not dreamed of Hell. 

Not even once. But, now that the sainthood of 

Augustine had been settled (along with the supremacy 

of the Church above all secular institutions), and he 

felt his own flagging life tugging at his robes, Boniface 

turned his thoughts to other, more theological 

matters. He began to dream of the afterlife, and most 

of all of the infernal kind. 

It is said that everyone, if they reach old age, has at 

least one dream of what awaits them after death. 

Boniface had the terrible advantage of being Danteõs 

contemporary. He would have many such dreams. For 

although The Divine Comedy, in earthly time, would not 

be published until well after his death, Boniface 

nonetheless came to know the poem very wellñin his 

sleep. For it was recited to him there (the first canticle 

in particular) again and again.  

Dante and Boniface, the White Guelph and the Black, 

the exile and the damned: their fates became 

entwinedñwere made immortalñin The Inferno. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

It was in Canto XIX, of course, that Boniface learned 

of his destiny: to be planted, near other Church 

officials guilty of simony, upside down in a hole in a 

vast crag in the eighth region of Hell, with only his 

calves and feet protruding, and a flame applied to his 

solesñflesh that would never know the relief of being 

turned to ash. Their worm does not die, says the apostle; 

and Boniface was made to hear, each night as if anew, 

about how the flame that would prey upon his 

thrashing feet would be the reddest of all, his agony 

the fiercest. 
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Each night the dream began the same. Dante comes 

to Bonifaceñthey are in Danteõs Florence home that 

the Black Guelphs seizedñand says to him: òNow I 

shall read to you The Inferno, so that you may know 

your fate.ó Each night Boniface is momentarily 

confused, for Dante has appeared, not in his own 

form, but in the form of Saint Augustine. Alas, the 

dreaming mind is quick to accommodate: Yes of course, 

Dante always wore Augustineõs face, how could I have missed 

that! And then: Alas, my enemy, an immortal saint! And 

then: Eternity spreads out before me, there is no death, and 

other such revelations that only those made impassive 

by dreamsñor by Hellñcan ever sincerely say. Each 

morning he would forget them, of course; each night 

the dream began anew. 

Only on his last night in this world did the dream 

change. This time, when the form of Saint Augustine 

appeared, Boniface knew it was not Dante in disguise, 

just as he knew it was not really Augustine, either.  

òYou,ó Boniface said, òyouõve come to take me?ó 

òYou recognize me so quickly,ó the form replied. òI 

thought theology was no specialty of yours.ó 

òTake me to my hole, then,ó Boniface said. 

òOh, sweet Pope,ó the form said, tilting its head 

sympathetically, òyouõve badly misunderstood. The 

poem, while very dear to me, is only a story. All 

proper punishments happen on earth, and only there. 

After that, thereõs nothing but truth.ó 

òIõd prefer the hole,ó Boniface said, growing pale. 

òI know you would,ó the form said, and caressed his 

quavering chin. 

 

~ 

 

Authorõs Note: 

This flash story is a spiritual sequel to "The Gehenna 

of Saint Augustine". 
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Bentham In Heaven 
 

 
 
 

Alexander B. Joy 
 
 

[An idyllic English village. 

Sunlight dapples cobblestone 

streets that wind unhurriedly 

past low stone buildings and 

green fields. By contrast, busy 

VILLAGERS bustle at diverse 

labors, industrious but clearly 

flagging. From the town hall 

stumbles the philosopher 

JEREMY BENTHAM, 

looking dazed and haggard.] 

BENTHAM: Egad! I did indeed pray for a swift 

escape from my sufferings, but I could have done 

with some warning as to when theyõd be 

answered! Being whisked such a great distance, 

and at such blinding speed, could be mistaken for 

yet another inventive torture. Ughñ 

[He retches in a nearby hedge. 

Passers-by study him with 

concern.] 

FIRST VILLAGER: This man needs help! 

SECOND VILLAGER: Letõs give him an anti-

emetic. Whereõs the pharmacist? 

[The onlookers produce a man 

in a white coat.] 

 

 

 

 

 

 

PHARMACIST: Apologies. Nausea medication must 

all go to the sailors, for whom it will do the most 

good. This gentleman will be sick for only a short 

time, whereas nausea is the common lot of our 

seafarers. 

THIRD VILLAGER : That settles it. Carry on, 

everybody! 

[The crowd disperses to their 

various preoccupations. 

Bentham surfaces from the 

hedge.] 

BENTHAM: Where am I? And why does everyone 

appear so tired? These surroundings rather 

resemble Derry Hill ð the village near Bowood 

House, where I spent many a youthful day at my 

patron Lord Lansdowneõs invitation. But surely 

Iõve not been carried back into the past? 

[A weary male voice of familiar 

timbre reaches Bentham from 

afar.] 

FAMILIAR VOICE : No, dear friend. This is the 

present ð and, if all proceeds as designed, your 

future. 
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BENTHAM: Hark! Could it beñ? 

[He finds JOHN STUART 

MILL,  the  u t i l i ta r ian 

philosopher, straining to 

flatten lemons in a press. The 

juice flows into an odd 

contraption that dispenses 

glasses of iced lemonade, 

which villagers intermittently 

snatch.] 

BENTHAM: Mill, my boy! After what Iõve been 

through, the pleasure I feel upon seeing you 

verges on indescribable. 

[Mill pauses his work, wiping 

sweat from his brow. The two 

men embrace, though both are 

unsteady on their feet.] 

MILL: Iõm glad to hear it, Bentham. But pardon me if 

I say that I hope itõs the least happiness you 

experience here. With any luck, your stay will 

involve pleasures of an even higher order. 

[He returns to his lemonade 

press.] 

BENTHAM: A higher order? What do you mean by 

that, my boy? 

MILL: Oh, Iõd forgotten that you passed away long 

before I published Utilitarianism, and never had 

the opportunity to read it. Allow me to explain 

the term. You recall the Greatest Happiness 

Principle, of which you were among historyõs 

foremost pioneers? 

BENTHAM: Indeed I do. All the more so since it has 

caused me no end of mischief after death! It 

holds that actions are right in proportion as they 

tend to promote happiness ð that is, pleasure and 

the absence of pain ð and wrong as they tend to 

produce the reverse of happiness, namely, pain 

and the privation of pleasure. 

MILL : You took the words right out of my mouth ð 

and, incidentally, my book. Yes, all action serves 

some end, and actions take their moral character 

from the ends they serve. We long ago concluded 

that pleasure and freedom from pain are alone 

desirable as ends. In addition, we reasoned that 

all desirable things (numerous though they are) 

are desirable either for their inherent pleasure, or 

as a means to promote pleasure and prevent pain. 

BENTHAM: Yet, if I search for an intuitive meaning 

of òhigher-order pleasure,ó I must suppose that 

some of these pleasures may be assigned a place 

in a hierarchy, with some being preferable to or 

more important than others? 

MILL : Correct. Our principles of utility allow that 

some pleasures are more desirable or valuable. 

For we do, after all, require means of determining 

which pleasure should take precedence when two 

or more come into conflict. Therefore we must 

judge them not only by their quantity, but by 

their quality. Lemonade? 

[Bentham accepts the 

proffered glass, taking a 

meditative sip.] 

BENTHAM: Have you a method for weighing the 

quality of pleasures? 

MILL : There is a way to ascertain what makes one 

pleasure more valuable than another merely as a 

pleasure, irrespective of its being greater in 

amount. Of two pleasures, if there exists one that 

all (or almost all) who have experience of both 

prefer, then it is the more desirable pleasure. 

Furthermore, if one pleasure is, by those 

competently acquainted with both, placed so far 

above the other that they prefer it regardless of 

whether itõs attended with a greater amount of 

discontent, and would not surrender it for any 

quantity of the other pleasure, then we may 

ascribe to the preferred enjoyment a superiority 

in quality, so far outweighing quantity as to 

render it of small account in comparison. 
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BENTHAM: So, for instance, while all men take 

pleasure from a hearty meal, they may deem that 

comparatively fleeting joy less satisfying than, say, 

the lifelong companionship conferred by a good 

novel ð even though reading taxes the faculties 

more than eating does. In which case, weõd dub 

the novel a higher-order pleasure than the meal. 

MILL : Indeed, though we should perhaps discuss that 

comparison with other people, for we are apt to 

rate art and literature more highly than the 

average person. 

BENTHAM: In any event, Iõm curious to learn what 

could constitute a higher pleasure than reuniting 

with old friends among such agreeable 

surroundings. 

MILL: About thaté 

ANOTHER FAMILIAR VOICE : Ah, a new arrival! 

First-timer, I presume? 

[Enter RIMMON, whose 

guise now appears 

considerably more angelic than 

the genial demonõs we 

remember.] 

BENTHAM: Oh, God! You again? 

RIMMON: Why, if it isnõt Mr. Bentham! Fancy seeing 

you here. 

BENTHAM: But I thought Iõd escaped Hell at lasté 

[Rimmon raises a glass of 

lemonade.] 

RIMMON: And so you have, sir! But I, too, am 

moving up in the world. Seems Iõve been 

awarded a promotion. Fulfilling my punitive role 

in the afterlife with such aplomb must have 

produced considerable utility. Perhaps I have you 

to thank for that? Ha ha! 

BENTHAM: Torturing me was a good thing?! 

RIMMON: Since you were the first to welcome our 

new guest, Mr. Mill, I trust youõve apprised him 

of how things work in this place? 

MILL: We hadnõt quite reached that part. 

RIMMON: No matter! Why donõt you return to your 

higher-order pleasures? Iõll bring Mr. Bentham up 

to speed myself, and help him find a suitable 

occupation. 

[Mill resumes operating the 

lemonade press with all his 

waning might.] 

BENTHAM: I must admit, Mr. Rimmon, watching 

my friend Mill ð and his neighbors ð toil like this 

fills me with concern, if not dread. I imagined 

Heaven being more restful. 

RIMMON: Fear not, Mr. Bentham! What you witness 

Mr. Mill and others practicing is a spiritual 

restfulness. A peace, and pleasure, of the greatest 

kind. 

[Mill slumps to the ground, 

spent.] 

BENTHAM: But Mill hardly looks rested. Why, he 

even seems to have fainted from his exertions! 

We must tend to him! 

RIMMON: Heõll be fine. Not like he can die a second 

time, ha ha! At any rate, before we set you on the 

path of peace and pleasure, further explanations 

are evidently required to ease your mind. Letõs 

start with a question. Would you suppose that the 

pleasures of a fish are greater, or of a higher 

order, than a human beingõs? 

BENTHAM: I imagine not. Humans enjoy certain 

pleasures that, as far as I know, are inaccessible 

to fish. Both species may appreciate satiety, but 

we hear nothing of fish drama, or fish poetry, or 

fish politics. One presumes itõs because fish are 

lesser creatures, lacking whatever advanced 

faculties enable us to perceive and pursue such 

pleasures. 

RIMMON: Reasonable enough. A follow-up question, 

sir: Would you presume a fish capable of greater 

suffering than a human being? 

[The unconscious Mill moans. 

Bentham nurses his glass.] 
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BENTHAM: I think it unlikely. Fish may contend 

with predation ð a situation mercifully foreign to 

human experience ð but being eaten 

fundamentally amounts to pain of the body, with 

which all sentient beings are acquainted. Iõd 

hazard that greater suffering follows from, say, 

losing a child, oré Witnessing the collapse or 

perversion of oneõs lifeõs work. Concepts that are 

perhaps unknown and unknowable to the minds 

of fish. 

RIMMON: So beings of higher faculties require more 

to make them truly happy? And are probably 

capable of more acute suffering ð and certainly 

accessible to it at more points ð than beings of 

inferior types? 

BENTHAM: Our prior encounter must have proven 

to you the immensity of manõs capacity for 

suffering, Mr. Rimmon. 

RIMMON: Ah, Mr. Bentham, you shall make me 

nostalgic! But permit me another question. 

Would you trade places with the fish, so that you 

might possess its diminished capacity for 

suffering? 

BENTHAM: On no account! Iõd lose far more than 

Iõd gain by that transaction. 

RIMMON: Aha! This is key. In spite of the liabilities, 

one never wishes to sink into a lower grade of 

existence. One wishes to ascend ð to experience 

pleasures of the highest order that one is capable 

of attaining. 

BENTHAM: Agreed. 

RIMMON: Then youõre in luck, for itõs precisely those 

pleasures that Heaven aims to provide. 

[Mill moans more plaintively.] 

BENTHAM: Forgive my saying so, Mr. Rimmon, but 

I am uncertain that I witness pleasure of any 

order here, high or low. My eye perceives only 

struggle, overwork, and exhaustion. 
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RIMMON: Because you look at it the wrong way, Mr. 

Bentham! Be a good utilitarian and consider the 

actions youõre seeing not in themselves, but in 

terms of the ends they serve. Our friend Mr. Mill isnõt 

working himself into the ground for the hell of it. 

He does so for the heaven of it. His stint at the 

lemonade press provides relief and refreshment 

to the afterlifeõs other denizens, who then turn 

their efforts to everyone elseõs betterment 

according to their abilities ð via baking bread, 

stitching books, crafting furniture, or what have 

you. In this way, all here contribute to the 

aggregate happiness. 

BENTHAM: But they look so unhappy doing ité 

RIMMON: Did you not concur with Mr. Mill that 

certain higher-order pleasures are worth the 

attendant sacrifice? 

BENTHAM: Yes, buté What pleasure are these 

people sacrificing for? 

RIMMON: Why, for the pleasure of a morally good 

existence. 

BENTHAM: Oh dear. Oh dear. I think I begin to 

understand. 

RIMMON: Ask yourself honestly, Mr. Bentham: Is 

there a pleasure of a higher order than doing 

good? Than knowing your deeds increase the 

sum of the worldõs happiness? Than living with a 

clear conscience, confident of your virtue and the 

rightness of your actions? This is what Heaven 

offers, Mr. Bentham: Unending opportunity to 

enjoy the highest-order pleasure available to the 

highest mode of being. 

BENTHAM: Now I see. If good is a product of 

action, itõs improper to conceptualize it as a state 

of being. Good is more like a transitive verb. 

One never is good; one can only do good. And if 

Heaven is the place of greatest good, that means 

itõs the place where the most good is done. 

Therefore Heaven is a space of perpetual doing, 

now and foreveré 

RIMMON: Quite so, sir. But donõt believe for a 

moment that anyone here is compelled into a life 

of virtue! Most of our residents want to be here. 

Lest we forget, everybodyõs actions on earth 

continue to reverberate through time. Most 

people in Heaven are eager to bolster their 

overall utility, and hedge against unforeseen 

consequences in the mortal realm that may weigh 

against them in the ongoing ethical calculus. 

BENTHAM: Does anyone do otherwise? 
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RIMMON: One can always opt not to participate in 

Heaven, either out of distaste for the state of 

affairs or confidence in their doings on earth. 

Howeveré You know the alternative. It usually 

takes but a single trip to my former domain of 

employment for people to appreciate the order of 

things here, ha ha! Now, how skilled are you at 

installing roof shingles? Our latest crop of 

arrivals need housing, you see, so you can do a 

great deal of good in that department. 

[M i l l  s t i r s ,  rega in ing 

consciousness.] 

MILL: Whatõs the matter, Bentham? Donõt despair. 

Rejoice. We were right all along, and may now live 

in a perfect world organized according to our 

principles. More lemonade? 

BENTHAM: Am I indeed in paradise, Mr. Rimmon? 

I confess, it does not appear so. 

RIMMON: Word of honor, Mr. Bentham, this is not 

only Heaven, but also the only Heaven there is. 

Come now, cheer up. Take heart, sir, in our 

friend Mr. Millõs wise words: òIt is better to be a 

human being dissatisfied than a pig satisfied; 

better to be Socrates dissatisfied than a fool 

satisfied.ó I suppose that being a philosopher, 

however disconsolate it leaves you, nonetheless 

numbers among the highest of pleasures. And in 

that spirit, I venture to suggest that, however 

displeasing it may prove, the afterlife examined is 

the only one worth living. 
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Authorõs Note: 

This story is a sequel to òBentham in Hell,ó which Sci 

Phi Journal published back in 2021. Continuing to 

explore the theme of what a utilitarian afterlife might 

entail, I decided to investigate Millõs concept of higher

-order pleasures. (He covers this in some depth in 

Utilitarianism, which is why several of his lines here are 

adapted from passages in that public domain work.) If 

Heaven is supposed to be a place where good people 

are rewarded for a life of virtue, the question for a 

utilitarian Heaven is what such a reward would look 

like from a utilitarian perspective. This story arose 

from taking one possible answer to its most extreme 

conclusion. 

 

 

 

https://www.sciphijournal.org/index.php/2021/12/21/bentham-in-hell/


от 

 

Divine Sparks In Matter 
 

 
 

 

Manjula Menon 
 

 
 

"Who are you?" I asked. 

"I am Poimandrős," he said, òMind of the One; I 

know what you want, and I am with you everywhere." 

I said, "I wish to learn about the things that are, to 

understand their nature and to know god. How much 

I want to hear!" 

Tractate I Poimandrős 
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òSometimes He Chose to Interfereó  

(Olaf Stapledon) 

My husband, the philosopher Anand Vaidya, died last 

year at the age of 48 from complications due to 

cancer. He was brilliant, warm and generous. His 

desire for authentic engagement was perhaps the 

thing that most drove him. He was endearingly 

transparent with his emotions, passionate about his 

beliefs, and often argued in favor of non-intuitive 

positions that he derived from first principles. 

Underneath those surface waves was an ocean of 

gentleness. 

 

 

 

 

I know death is inevitable. A rough estimate of the 

number of humans who have lived prior to the 

current era stands at 100 billion. Yet this particular 

death feels like a cosmic glitch. It is not just that 

everything feels wrong; an even stronger sensation is 

that the mistake can be overturned. I can almost sense 

those I seek with the power to grant me what I want; 

they stand in a reality pulsing under ours, existing just 

below my threshold of perception. There is a strong 

sense that it is through my mind, and when I am in a 

particular conscious state, that communication can be 

achieved and my appeal answered. This sense of 

strangeness aligns with esoteric traditions, where 

consciousness reveals its primacy through glimpses 

we may never fully grasp. 

https://anandvaidya.weebly.com/
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In feeling like there exists a mysterious underpinning 

to the world, Iõm certainly far from alone. Numerous 

spiritual practices and religious traditions describe 

reality as marvelously mysterious, perhaps even 

unknowable. These practices embrace radical 

ontologies, imagining that consciousness precedes 

material form, that it is not a byproduct, but a 

principle. In Vedantic traditions, for example, 

consciousness is the singular substance that brings all 

things, along with itself, into awareness; as Anand 

describes, òVedńntins connect the Upanishadic 

teaching of a truest or ńtman as having ôself-illumining 

awareness,õ sva-prakńƑa.ó It is a strongly monist 

position, in that there is only one substance that 

appears to us as manifested in a multitude of ways. 

Alvin Plantinga, famously argued in his 1993 work 

Warrant and Proper Function that in addition to purely 

empirical methods, a theist belief that arises in a 

properly functioning brain can be warranted, even if 

the proposition cannot be verified via empirical 

means. Such a belief that is furthermore held by most 

human beings, almost all whose brains are properly 

functioning, would be an even further indication that 

the belief is warranted (even if it cannot be empirically 

verified, which was his key point). Plantinga was 

taking aim at empiricism or what is now called 

òphysicalismó as the sole basis for epistemological 

truth. Although Plantingaõs target was physicalism 

from a Christian apologist perspective, his argument is 

further strengthened when considering the additional 

number of humans with òproper functioningó brains 

that hold a broad variety of religious or spiritual 

beliefs. Indeed, how to account for the mind as the 

conscious self, has been the focus of much of Indian 

philosophy. 

 

Notions from myths have found echoes in speculative 

fiction; take for example the unnamed main character 

of Olaf Stapledonõs 1937 novel Star Maker who 

encounters the titular entity: òIn general the Star 

Maker, once he had ordained the basic principles of a 

cosmos and created its initial state, was content to 

watch the issue; but sometimes he chose to interfere, 

either by infringing the natural laws that he himself 

had ordained, or by introducing new emergent 

formative principles, or by influencing the minds of 

the creatures by direct revelation.ó 

That the themes in Star Maker have similarities to 

religious concepts were not lost on Stapledon. As he 

writes in the preface: òAt the risk of raising thunder 

both on the Left and on the Right, I have occasionally 

used certain ideas and words derived from religion, 

and I have tried to interpret them in relation to 

modern needs.ó 

Stapledonõs Star Maker as a detached creator parallels 

the Platonic Demiurge, and later writers like Philip K. 

Dick built on that to explore trapped consciousness in 

simulated or alien worlds. Literature (especially sci-fi) 

and philosophy are sometimes complementary paths, 

both probing the "mysterious underpinning," 

sometimes converging on ideas like panpsychism or 

epistemic expansion through narrative "what ifs." 

In a career that spanned epistemology, philosophy of 

mind, comparative philosophy, and logic, Anand 

advocated for what he sometimes called "epistemic 

capacity expansion": he believed that philosophy 

could draw from multiple traditions and disciplines to 

build a more adequate and capacious understanding 

of reality. While inspired by this ambition, this essay 

stems primarily from my own explorations of 

consciousness that were triggered by his loss. 
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https://plato.stanford.edu/entries/epistemology-india/
https://archive.org/details/warrantandproperfunctionplantinga/page/n249/mode/1up
http://archive.org/details/starmaker00stap/page/241/mode/1up
http://archive.org/details/starmaker00stap/page/8/mode/1up
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òLegends and Myths are Largely Made of  

ôTruthõó  

(J.R.R. Tolkien) 

 

The Western esoteric traditions often invoked the 

idea that the conscious self is constituted of other 

parts, including a divine, eternal part, which was often 

translated into English as òsoul.ó The soul yearned to 

be free of the corporeal body and reunite with the 

divine. 

Trained as an analytic philosopher, Anand was drawn 

to philosophically rigorous Indian traditions such as 

Vedńnta which posit consciousness, not as a 

byproduct of matter, but as the ground of existence 

itself. Here one can see a striking parallel with the 

Hermetic idea of òNousó or divine Mind, from which 

all reality emanates, and with Platoõs òForm of the 

Goodó as the source of illumination. To be clear, 

Anand did not reference the Western esoteric 

tradition in his work; this connection and all the ones 

succeeding it are mine alone. 

Anand argued that Rńmńnujaõs qualified non-dualism, 

ViƑińdvaita, offers a "cosmopsychist" framework 

where consciousness isnõt fragmented into parts but 

unified in a cosmic whole, much like analytic 

panpsychism posits mind as inherent in matter. He 

writes: "The self is not a mere epiphenomenon but 

the very substance of reality, qualified by attributes yet 

non-separate from the whole." He offered the 

approach as a lens through which to discuss the 

"combination problem" in panpsychism by treating 

individual awareness as modes of a singular, pervasive 

consciousness. 

Anandõs engagement with panpsychism and 

cosmopsychism, views that attribute consciousness 

either to all matter or to the cosmos as a whole, recall 

themes from Western esotericism. The Hermetic 

vision of a universal soul, the Neoplatonic hierarchy 

flowing from the One, and the Gnostic claim of 

divine sparks trapped in matter all anticipate the 

possibility that consciousness pervades the fabric of 

existence. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

As for science fiction, Anand was co-founder of the 

Society for Science Fiction and Philosophy; his 

interest in the field stemmed from its potential to 

illustrate philosophical concepts through story. In this 

context, I will briefly mention the 19th-20th century 

English author of speculative fiction, J.R.R. Tolkien 

(though he is not considered a science fiction writer). 

The philosopher Alfred North Whitehead once said 

that all European philosophy could be read as a series 

of footnotes to the 4th century BC Greek 

philosopher, Plato. Likewise, I sometimes think that 

all of Fantasy can be described as inspired by J.R.R. 

Tolkien; his influence on the genre simply cannot be 

overstated. Tolkienõs work draws heavily from 

Catholic theology and North European pagan myths; 

he writes, òAfter all, I believe that legends and myths 

are largely made of ôtruth,õ and indeed present aspects 

of it that can only be received in this mode; and long 

ago certain truths and modes of this kind were 

discovered and must always reappear.ó 

It is the spirit of Tolkien as truth in a tale that I will 

now introduce the cosmogony and metaphysics of the 

Western Esoteric tradition: as explorations of truth 

presented in a way we can understand. The idea that 

we as humans make sense of things through story 

probably feels prima facie accurate to most people; we 

all construct narratives around events and identities as 

we make our way through life. Tolkienõs point, 

however, is more of a metaphysical nature; he means 

that these legends and myths can inform as to the 

truth about the fundamental nature of reality. 
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https://www.cambridge.org/core/journals/religious-studies/article/ramanujas-cosmopsychistpanentheistic-solution-to-the-hard-problem-of-consciousness/B07C9E8C0D185CA3A1DEBAA119EC4A74
https://www.sciphijournal.org/index.php/2024/03/22/the-science-fiction-and-philosophy-society-an-introduction/
https://archive.org/details/processrealityes0000unse/page/63/mode/1up
https://archive.org/details/lettersofjrrtolk00tolk_1/page/147/mode/1up
https://www.sciphijournal.org/index.php/2023/06/23/truth-embedded-in-a-tale-stories-of-utopia-from-philosophers-of-the-early-modern-period/
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òNeither Mind nor Matteró  

(Olaf Stapledon) 

 

In addition to all European philosophy, Whitehead 

might just as well have made the same claim that all 

the Western esoteric tradition can be read as a series 

of footnotes to Plato. Plato argued in the Phaedo that 

the highest reality was non-physical and timeless, 

containing the unchanging ideal Forms, or òessences,ó 

of everything that exists (an essence is a property of a 

thing such that if it were changed, that thing would no 

longer be that thing). He argued in the Republic that 

everything in the physical world is but a òlikeness of 

an eternal modeló and is less real or pure; all cups, for 

example, have the form of òcup-nessó which are 

imperfect imitations of the Form of cup-ness that 

exists in the world of ideal Forms. Above all the ideal 

Forms is the òForm of the Good,ó which illuminates 

all the others below it. This ideal Form of the Good 

can be viewed as the First Principle or First Source. 

Plato describes the physical world was created by a 

benevolent, rational, intelligent òDemiurgeó from the 

Greek dőmiourgos or in English òartisan.ó The 

Demiurge used the world of the Forms as a model to 

construct from the preexisting chaos, the physical 

world we perceive. In addition to matter, the 

Demiurge also created living things that are imbued 

with divine rationality and psyche or soul (this soul or 

psyche is the òessenceó of a person). 

For Plato, only mankind has a rational soul that is 

capable of ògraspingó or understanding the ideal 

Forms behind the perceived everyday reality. This was 

achieved through dialectic, ethical, and philosophical 

reasoning and only philosophers could grasp the 

highest Form of all, the Form of the Good (which 

was why Plato believed that only philosophers should 

be allowed to rule). Only the souls whoõd grasped true 

knowledge could òrecalló their true divine nature (as 

souls predated the body and had once beheld the 

Forms). Upon death of the body, the (immortal) soul 

would return to the world of the Forms as pure 

contemplation. This theme of òrecallingó truth echoes 

through the Western esoteric tradition. 

Souls unable to grasp the Form of the Good would be 

forced to endure continued entrapment in material 

bodies as described in the Phaedo: òé these must be 

the souls, not of the good, but of the evil, who are 

compelled to wander about such places in payment of 

the penalty of their former evil way of life; and they 

continue to wander until the desire which haunts 

them is satisfied and they are imprisoned in another 

body.ó This struggle for reunification with the divine 

is echoed in the esoteric traditions that followed 

Plato. 

I will briefly note that Platoõs cosmology shares 

similarities with earlier traditions, such as those of the 

Orphics as described by Neoplatonists like 

Olympiodorus. Likewise, while Pythagoras 

emphasized the role of mathematics as fundamental 

to reality, he was also an advocate of metempsychosis 

and believed that the soulõs fate was tied to its actions 

in life. I will further note that very little of the writings 

of the Orphics survive except for the Orphic Hymns, 

and as for the Pythagoreans, almost everything we 

know about their views is from later scholars 

(including Plato and Aristotle). 

Neoplatonists (like the 3rd century AD Plotinus) later 

developed an explicitly monist metaphysics. They 

located the Platonic Forms within the Nous, a divine 

intellect emanating from the One, the unchanging, 

timeless source of all existence. While the 

Neoplatonistsõ Nous recalls Platoõs Demiurge, its role 

here is different. The Nous emanated an intermediary, 

the World Soul, which in turn animates and forms the 

material cosmos by imprinting it with the ideal forms. 

Neoplatonic cosmology was thus hierarchical and 

emanationist, with the ineffable One at the top and 

inert matter at the bottom (One ɸ Nous ɸ World 

Soul ɸ Matter). Individual souls, having descended 

into embodiment due to an audacious desire for 

independence and material pleasure, struggled to 

return to the One through purification, 

contemplation, and philosophical discipline, 

undergoing cycles of reincarnation until ready to 

reunite with the divine source. 

 

 

 

https://archive.org/details/dialoguesofplato18922plat/page/220/mode/1up
https://archive.org/details/dli.ministry.18654/page/23/mode/1up
https://archive.org/details/philosopherkings0000unse/page/194/mode/1up
https://archive.org/details/dialoguesofplato18922plat/page/226/mode/1up
https://archive.org/details/dialoguesofplato18922plat/page/254/mode/1up
https://archive.org/details/dialoguesofplato18922plat/page/225/mode/1up
https://archive.org/details/isbn_9780891301196/mode/2up
https://archive.org/details/gerson-the-enneads-en-2018/page/533/mode/1up
https://archive.org/details/gerson-the-enneads-en-2018/page/895/mode/1up
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Stapledonõs Star Maker recalls the monism of the 

Neoplatonists; the Star Maker creates a cosmos thus: 

òFirst he conceived from the depth of his own being 

a something, neither mind nor matter, but rich in 

potentiality, and in suggestive traits, gleams, hints for 

his creative imagination. Over this fine substance for a 

long while he pondered. It was a medium in which the 

one and the many demanded to be most subtly 

dependent upon one another; in which all parts and 

all characters must pervade and be pervaded by all 

other parts and all other characters; in which each 

thing must seemingly be but an influence in all other 

things; and yet the whole must be no other than the 

sum of all its parts, and each part an all-pervading 

determination of the whole. It was a cosmical 

substance in which any individual spirit must be, 

mysteriously, at once an absolute self and a mere 

figment of the whole.ó 

The Argentinian writer Jorge Luis Borges famously 

explored the nature of infinity; The Library of Babel 

(1941), for example, imagines an infinite library 

containing every possible book. Borges explicitly 

evokes the mystical in his Aleph (1945): òAll language 

is a set of symbols whose use among its speakers 

assumes a shared past. How, then, can I translate into 

words the limitless Aleph, which my floundering mind 

can scarcely encompass? Mystics, faced with the same 

problem, fall back on symbols é Perhaps the gods 

might grant me a similar metaphor, but then this 

account would become contaminated by literature, by 

fiction éWhat my eyes beheld was simultaneous, but 

what I shall now write down will be successive, 

because language is successive.ó 

For Plotinus, unlike Plato, reunification with the One 

goes beyond discursive reason. While philosophical 

reasoning and ethical living prepares the soul, the final 

"grasping" is a mystical, experiential vision, a direct, 

non-dual intuition of the divine: an existential 

transformation and not just intellectual understanding 

as per Plato. Like Vedńntaõs cycle of emanation and 

return, Plotinusõs offers a vision of descent and return 

to the One through direct experiential apprehension. 
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