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Ask what it is, and people tell
you “the attraction of gravitation.”
Ask them what “the attraction of
gravitation” is, and they will tell
you “the force which draws mat-
ter to the centre of the earth,” and
so the game of science runs. Arbi-
trary names are forced on you as
facts. From battledore to battle-
dore the shuttlecock is sent flying.
The result becomes the definition
and the explanation.

It was in one of those moods of
mind in which a man sometimes
finds himself, groping for day
through a horrible and oppressive
darkness, yet certain that the
chink through which it will flow
lies somewhere within reach, that
I suddenly lit upon the convic-
tion that in this new discovery I
held the secret of aerial locomo-
tion!

I argued in this way: If a violent
rotary motion is sufficient to over-
come the gravitating tendency of
brass, it surely is that of human
flesh. Neither is it at all necessary
that the body of the person wish-
ing to soar aloft should itself re-
volve. That would be fatal to life.
But here, in this toy, I see the
revolution of a brass globe sup-
porting a heavy brass horizon, and
if I were to put another weight,
say a cent, on that brass horizon,
it would still be supported; there-
fore if a machine on the same
principle, and proportionately
large, be constructed, it will sup-
port a man as this supports a cent.

SATELLITE SCIENCE FICTION

I had lit upon the truth that “a
body revolving on its own axis
with sufficient velocity becomes
selfsupporting, and can be im-
pressed with a force that shall
impel it in any given direction!

With all the fever of a man of
science and an enthusiast I set to
work. My machine cost me long
nights of labor and brain-work. I
will endeavor to describe it.

It was a copper globe of vast
dimensions, hollow inside, and
traversed by a huge axis, which
buried its poles into an enormous
horizon of iron. In the interior of
this globe, parallel with the axis
and a little above it, ran a false
axis, also of iron, but playing
loosely in holes bored in the globe
itself, so that when the globe re-
volved this axis did not turn. On
this bar of iron was placed a seat,
which was intended for my own
accommodation.

This arrangement, it will be
perceived, insured to any person
placed on the seat an equilibrium,
no matter how quickly the globe
by which he was surrounded re-
volved. It was, in fact, the same
principle on which ships’ lamps are
suspended. There the lamp always
remains horizontal, no matter how
heavily the vessel rolls.

The machinery by which the
globe was caused to revolve on its
axis is much too complicated to
admit of any description unac-
companied with diagrams; suffice
it to say, that it was so powerful



















































