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It was a bright cold day in April, and the clocks were striking thirteen. 
Winston Smith, his chin nuzzled into his breast in an effort to escape the 
vile wind, slipped quickly through the glass doors of Victory Mansions, 
though not quickly enough to prevent a swirl of gritty dust from entering 
along with him. 

The hallway smelt of boiled cabbage and old rag mats. At one end of it a 
coloured poster, too large for indoor display, had been tacked to the wall. 
It depicted simply an enormous face, more than a metre wide: the face of 
a man of about forty-five, with a heavy black moustache and ruggedly 
handsome features. Winston made for the stairs. It was no use trying the 
lift. Even at the best of times it was seldom working, and at present the 
electric current was cut off during daylight hours. It was part of the 
economy drive in preparation for Hate Week. The flat was seven flights up,
and Winston, who was thirty-nine and had a varicose ulcer above his right 
ankle, went slowly, resting several times on the way. On each landing, 
opposite the lift-shaft, the poster with the enormous face gazed from the 
wall. It was one of those pictures which are so contrived that the eyes 
follow you about when you move. BIG BROTHER IS WATCHING YOU, the 
caption beneath it ran. 

Inside the flat a fruity voice was reading out a list of figures which had 
something to do with the production of pig-iron. The voice came from an 
oblong metal plaque like a dulled mirror which formed part of the surface 
of the right-hand wall. Winston turned a switch and the voice sank 
somewhat, though the words were still distinguishable. The instrument 
(the telescreen, it was called) could be dimmed, but there was no way of 
shutting it off completely. He moved over to the window: a smallish, frail 
figure, the meagreness of his body merely emphasized by the blue overalls
which were the uniform of the party. His hair was very fair, his face 
naturally sanguine, his skin roughened by coarse soap and blunt razor 
blades and the cold of the winter that had just ended. 

Outside, even through the shut window-pane, the world looked cold. Down
in the street little eddies of wind were whirling dust and torn paper into 

spirals, and though the sun was shining and the sky a harsh blue, there 
seemed to be no colour in anything, except the posters that were 
plastered everywhere. The blackmoustachio'd face gazed down from every
commanding corner. There was one on the house-front immediately 
opposite. BIG BROTHER IS WATCHING YOU, the caption said, while the 
dark eyes looked deep into Winston's own. Down at streetlevel another 
poster, torn at one corner, flapped fitfully in the wind, alternately covering 
and uncovering the single word INGSOC. In the far distance a helicopter 
skimmed down between the roofs, hovered for an instant like a bluebottle,
and darted away again with a curving flight. It was the police patrol, 
snooping into people's windows. The patrols did not matter, however. Only 
the Thought Police mattered. 

Behind Winston's back the voice from the telescreen was still babbling 
away about pig-iron and the overfulfilment of the Ninth Three-Year Plan. 
The telescreen received and transmitted simultaneously. Any sound that 
Winston made, above the level of a very low whisper, would be picked up 
by it, moreover, so long as he remained within the field of vision which the
metal plaque commanded, he could be seen as well as heard. There was of
course no way of knowing whether you were being watched at any given 
moment. How often, or on what system, the Thought Police plugged in on 
any individual wire was guesswork. It was even conceivable that they 
watched everybody all the time. But at any rate they could plug in your 
wire whenever they wanted to. You had to live -- did live, from habit that 
became instinct -- in the assumption that every sound you made was 
overheard, and, except in darkness, every movement scrutinized. 

George Orwell, 1984, 1949, Part I, chapter 1



Chapter Two

MR. FOSTER was left in the Decanting Room. The D.H.C. and his students 
stepped into the nearest lift and were carried up to the fifth floor.

INFANT NURSERIES. NEO-PAVLOVIAN CONDITIONING ROOMS, 
announced the notice board.

The Director opened a door. They were in a large bare room, very bright 
and sunny; for the whole of the southern wall was a single window. Half a 
dozen nurses, trousered and jacketed in the regulation white viscose-linen
uniform, their hair aseptically hidden under white caps, were engaged in 
setting out bowls of roses in a long row across the floor. Big bowls, packed
tight with blossom. Thousands of petals, ripe-blown and silkily smooth, 
like the cheeks of innumerable little cherubs, but of cherubs, in that bright
light, not exclusively pink and Aryan, but also luminously Chinese, also 
Mexican, also apoplectic with too much blowing of celestial trumpets, also 
pale as death, pale with the posthumous whiteness of marble.

The nurses stiffened to attention as the D.H.C. came in.

"Set out the books," he said curtly.

In silence the nurses obeyed his command. Between the rose bowls the 
books were duly set out–a row of nursery quartos opened invitingly each 
at some gaily coloured image of beast or fish or bird.

"Now bring in the children."

They hurried out of the room and returned in a minute or two, each 
pushing a kind of tall dumb-waiter laden, on all its four wire-netted 
shelves, with eight-month-old babies, all exactly alike (a Bokanovsky 
Group, it was evident) and all (since their caste was Delta) dressed in 
khaki.

"Put them down on the floor."

The infants were unloaded.

"Now turn them so that they can see the flowers and books."

Turned, the babies at once fell silent, then began to crawl towards those 
clusters of sleek colours, those shapes so gay and brilliant on the white pages. 
As they approached, the sun came out of a momentary eclipse behind a cloud. 
The roses flamed up as though with a sudden passion from within; a new and 
profound significance seemed to suffuse the shining pages of the books. From 
the ranks of the crawling babies came little squeals of excitement, gurgles and 
twitterings of pleasure.

The Director rubbed his hands. "Excellent!" he said. "It might almost have been
done on purpose."

The swiftest crawlers were already at their goal. Small hands reached out 
uncertainly, touched, grasped, unpetaling the transfigured roses, crumpling the 
illuminated pages of the books. The Director waited until all were happily busy. 
Then, "Watch carefully," he said. And, lifting his hand, he gave the signal.

The Head Nurse, who was standing by a switchboard at the other end of the 
room, pressed down a little lever.

There was a violent explosion. Shriller and ever shriller, a siren shrieked. Alarm 
bells maddeningly sounded.

The children started, screamed; their faces were distorted with terror.

"And now," the Director shouted (for the noise was deafening), "now we 
proceed to rub in the lesson with a mild electric shock."

He waved his hand again, and the Head Nurse pressed a second lever. The 
screaming of the babies suddenly changed its tone. There was something 
desperate, almost insane, about the sharp spasmodic yelps to which they now 
gave utterance. Their little bodies twitched and stiffened; their limbs moved 
jerkily as if to the tug of unseen wires.

Aldous Huxley, Brave New World, 1932, Chapter 2



Never Let Me Go, Kazui Isiguro, 2005 (Incipit)

(The children are in their school and they discuss with their teacher, Miss 
Lucy.)

Never Let Me Go, Kazui Isiguro, 2005 (Chapter 7 )



(...) Though so profound a double-dealer, I was in no sense a hypocrite; 
both sides of me were in dead earnest; I was no more myself when I laid 
aside restraint and plunged in shame, than when I laboured, in the eye of 
day, at the furtherance of knowledge or the relief of sorrow and suffering. 
And it chanced that the direction of my scientific studies, which led wholly
towards the mystic and the transcendental, reacted and shed a strong 
light on this consciousness of the perennial war among my members. 
With every day, and from both sides of my intelligence, the moral and the 
intellectual, I thus drew steadily nearer to that truth by whose partial 
discovery I have been doomed to such a dreadful shipwreck: that man is 
not truly one, but truly two. I say two, because the state of my own 
knowledge does not pass beyond that point. Others will follow, others will 
outstrip me on the same lines; and I hazard the guess that man will be 
ultimately known for a mere polity of multifarious, incongruous and 
independent denizens. I, for my part, from the nature of my life, 
advanced infallibly in one direction and in one direction only. It was on the
moral side, and in my own person, that I learned to recognize the 
thorough and primitive duality of man; I saw that, of the two natures that
contended in the field of my consciousness, even if I could rightly be said 
to be either, it was only because I was radically both; and from an early 
date, even before the course of my scientific discoveries had begun to 
suggest the most naked possibility of such a miracle, I had learned to 
dwell with pleasure, as a beloved daydream, on the thought of the 
separation of these elements. If each, I told myself, could but be housed 
in separate identities, life would be relieved of all that was unbearable; 
the unjust might go his way, delivered from the aspirations and remorse 
of his more upright twin; and the just could walk steadfastly and securely 
on his upward path, doing the good things in which he found his pleasure,
and no longer exposed to disgrace and penitence by the hands of this 
extraneous evil. It was the curse of mankind that these incongruous 
faggots were thus bound together - that in the agonized womb of 
consciousness these polar twins should be continuously struggling. How, 
then, were they dissociated?(...)

I hesitated long before I put this theory to the test of practice. I knew well that 
I risked death; for any drug that so potently controlled and shook the very 

fortress of identity, might by the least scruple of an overdose or at the least 
inopportunity in the moment of exhibition, utterly blot out that immaterial 
tabernacle which I looked to it to change. But the temptation of a discovery so 
singular and profound at last overcame the suggestions of alarm. I had long 
since prepared my tincture; I purchased at once, from a firm of wholesale 
chemists, a large quantity of a particular salt, which I knew, from my 
experiments, to be the last ingredient required; and, late one accursed night, I 
compounded the elements, watched them boil and smoke together in the glass,
and when the ebullition had subsided, with a strong glow of courage, drank off 
the potion.

The most racking pangs succeeded: a grinding in the bones, deadly nausea, 
and a horror of the spirit that cannot be exceeded at the hour of birth or death.
Then these agonies began swiftly to subside, and I came to myself as if out of a
great sickness. There was something strange in my sensations, something 
indescribably new and, from its very novelty, incredibly sweet. I felt younger, 
lighter, happier in body; within I was conscious of a heady recklessness, a 
current of disordered sensual images running like a mill race in my fancy, a 
solution of the bonds of obligation, an unknown but not an innocent freedom of 
the soul. I knew myself, at the first breath of this new life, to be more wicked, 
tenfold more wicked, sold a slave to my original evil; and the thought, in that 
moment, braced and delighted me like wine. I stretched out my hands, exulting
in the freshness of `these sensations; and in the act, I was suddenly aware 
that I had lost in stature.(…)

The night, however, was far gone into the morning - the morning, black as it 
was, was nearly ripe for the conception of the day - the inmates of my house 
were locked in the most rigorous hours of slumber; and I determined, flushed 
as I was with hope and triumph, to venture in my new shape as far as to my 
bedroom. I crossed the yard, wherein the constellations looked down upon me, 
I could have thought, with wonder, the first creature of that sort that their 
unsleeping vigilance had yet disclosed to them; I stole through the corridors, a 
stranger in my own house; and coming to my room, I saw for the first time the 
appearance of Edward Hyde.

Robert Louis Stevenson, Strange Case of Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde, 1886, 
chapter 10



CHAPTER III.

[A phenomenon solved by modern philosophy and astronomy. The Laputians' 
great improvements in the latter. The king's method of suppressing 
insurrections.](...)

The flying or floating island is exactly circular, its diameter 7837 yards, or 
about four miles and a half, and consequently contains ten thousand 
acres. It is three hundred yards thick. The bottom, or under surface, 
which appears to those who view it below, is one even regular plate of 
adamant, shooting up to the height of about two hundred yards. Above it 
lie the several minerals in their usual order, and over all is a coat of rich 
mould, ten or twelve feet deep. The declivity of the upper surface, from 
the circumference to the centre, is the natural cause why all the dews and
rains, which fall upon the island, are conveyed in small rivulets toward the
middle, where they are emptied into four large basins, each of about half 
a mile in circuit, and two hundred yards distant from the centre. From 
these basins the water is continually exhaled by the sun in the daytime, 
which effectually prevents their overflowing. Besides, as it is in the power 
of the monarch to raise the island above the region of clouds and vapours,
he can prevent the falling of dews and rain whenever he pleases. For the 
highest clouds cannot rise above two miles, as naturalists agree, at least 
they were never known to do so in that country.

At the centre of the island there is a chasm about fifty yards in diameter, 
whence the astronomers descend into a large dome, which is therefore 
called FLANDONA GAGNOLE, or the astronomer's cave, situated at the 
depth of a hundred yards beneath the upper surface of the adamant. In 
this cave are twenty lamps continually burning, which, from the reflection 
of the adamant, cast a strong light into every part. The place is stored 
with great variety of sextants, quadrants, telescopes, astrolabes, and 
other astronomical instruments. But the greatest curiosity, upon which the
fate of the island depends, is a loadstone of a prodigious size, in shape 
resembling a weaver's shuttle. It is in length six yards, and in the thickest
part at least three yards over. This magnet is sustained by a very strong 
axle of adamant passing through its middle, upon which it plays, and is 
poised so exactly that the weakest hand can turn it. It is hooped round 

with a hollow cylinder of adamant, four feet yards in diameter, placed 
horizontally, and supported by eight adamantine feet, each six yards high.
In the middle of the concave side, there is a groove twelve inches deep, in
which the extremities of the axle are lodged, and turned round as there is
occasion.(...)

By means of this loadstone, the island is made to rise and fall, and move 
from one place to another. For, with respect to that part of the earth over 
which the monarch presides, the stone is endued at one of its sides with 
an attractive power, and at the other with a repulsive. Upon placing the 
magnet erect, with its attracting end towards the earth, the island 
descends; but when the repelling extremity points downwards, the island 
mounts directly upwards. When the position of the stone is oblique, the 
motion of the island is so too: for in this magnet, the forces always act in 
lines parallel to its direction.

By this oblique motion, the island is conveyed to different parts of the 
monarch's dominions. To explain the manner of its progress, let A B 
represent a line drawn across the dominions of Balnibarbi, let the line C D 
represent the loadstone, of which let D be the repelling end, and C the 
attracting end, the island being over C: let the stone be placed in position 
C D, with its repelling end downwards; then the island will be driven 
upwards obliquely towards D. When it is arrived at D, let the stone be 
turned upon its axle, till its attracting end points towards E, and then the 
island will be carried obliquely towards E; where, if the stone be again 
turned upon its axle till it stands in the position E F, with its repelling point
downwards, the island will rise obliquely towards F, where, by directing 
the attracting end towards G, the island may be carried to G, and from G 
to H, by turning the stone, so as to make its repelling extremity to point 
directly downward. And thus, by changing the situation of the stone, as 
often as there is occasion, the island is made to rise and fall by turns in 
an oblique direction, and by those alternate risings and fallings (the 
obliquity being not considerable) is conveyed from one part of the 
dominions to the other.

Jonathan Swift, Gulliver's Travels, 1726, Part III, chapter 3



All the animals were now present except Moses, the tame raven, who
slept on a perch behind the back door. When Major saw that they had
all  made  themselves  comfortable  and  were  waiting  attentively,  he
cleared his throat and began:

"Comrades, you have heard already about the strange dream that I had 
last night. But I will come to the dream later. I have something else to say 
first. I do not think, comrades, that I shall be with you for many months 
longer, and before I die, I feel it my duty to pass on to you such wisdom 
as I have acquired. I have had a long life, I have had much time for 
thought as I lay alone in my stall, and I think I may say that I understand 
the nature of life on this earth as well as any animal now living. It is about
this that I wish to speak to you.

"Now, comrades, what is the nature of this life of ours? Let us face it: our 
lives are miserable, laborious, and short. We are born, we are given just 
so much food as will keep the breath in our bodies, and those of us who 
are capable of it are forced to work to the last atom of our strength; and 
the very instant that our usefulness has come to an end we are 
slaughtered with hideous cruelty. No animal in England knows the meaning
of happiness or leisure after he is a year old. No animal in England is free. 
The life of an animal is misery and slavery: that is the plain truth.

"But is this simply part of the order of nature? Is it because this land of 
ours is so poor that it cannot afford a decent life to those who dwell upon 
it? No, comrades, a thousand times no! The soil of England is fertile, its 
climate is good, it is capable of affording food in abundance to an 
enormously greater number of animals than now inhabit it. This single 
farm of ours would support a dozen horses, twenty cows, hundreds of 
sheep--and all of them living in a comfort and a dignity that are now 
almost beyond our imagining. Why then do we continue in this miserable 
condition? Because nearly the whole of the produce of our labour is stolen 
from us by human beings. There, comrades, is the answer to all our 
problems. It is summed up in a single word--Man. Man is the only real 
enemy we have. Remove Man from the scene, and the root cause of 
hunger and overwork is abolished for ever.

"Man is the only creature that consumes without producing. He does not 
give milk, he does not lay eggs, he is too weak to pull the plough, he 
cannot run fast enough to catch rabbits. Yet he is lord of all the animals. 
He sets them to work, he gives back to them the bare minimum that will 
prevent them from starving, and the rest he keeps for himself. Our labour 
tills the soil, our dung fertilises it, and yet there is not one of us that owns 
more than his bare skin. You cows that I see before me, how many 

thousands of gallons of milk have you given during this last year? And 
what has happened to that milk which should have been breeding up 
sturdy calves? Every drop of it has gone down the throats of our enemies. 
And you hens, how many eggs have you laid in this last year, and how 
many of those eggs ever hatched into chickens? The rest have all gone to 
market to bring in money for Jones and his men. And you, Clover, where 
are those four foals you bore, who should have been the support and 
pleasure of your old age? Each was sold at a year old--you will never see 
one of them
again. In return for your four confinements and all your labour in the fields, 
what have you ever had except your bare rations and a stall?

George Orwell, Animal Farm, 1945, Chapter 1

Napoleon sent for pots of black and white paint and led the way down to the
five-barred gate that gave on to the main road. Then Snowball (for it was
Snowball who was best at writing) took a brush between the two knuckles of
his trotter, painted out MANOR FARM from the top bar of the gate and in its
place painted ANIMAL FARM. (...) They explained that by their studies of the
past  three  months  the  pigs  had  succeeded  in  reducing  the  principles  of
Animalism to Seven Commandments.  These Seven Commandments  would
now be inscribed on the wall; they would form an unalterable law by which all
the animals on Animal Farm must live for ever after. With some difficulty (for
it is not easy for a pig to balance himself on a ladder) Snowball climbed up
and set to work, with Squealer a few rungs below him holding the paint-pot.
The Commandments were written on the tarred wall in great white letters
that could be read thirty yards away. They ran thus:

THE SEVEN COMMANDMENTS

1. Whatever goes upon two legs is an enemy.
2. Whatever goes upon four legs, or has wings, is a friend.
3. No animal shall wear clothes.
4. No animal shall sleep in a bed.
5. No animal shall drink alcohol.
6. No animal shall kill any other animal.
7. All animals are equal.

George Orwell, Animal Farm, 1945, Chapter 2



OF THEIR SLAVES, AND OF THEIR MARRIAGES

“They do not make slaves of prisoners of war, except those that are taken 
in battle, nor of the sons of their slaves, nor of those of other nations: the
slaves among them are only such as are condemned to that state of life 
for the commission of some crime, or, which is more common, such as 
their merchants find condemned to die in those parts to which they trade,
whom they sometimes redeem at low rates, and in other places have 
them for nothing.  They are kept at perpetual labour, and are always 
chained, but with this difference, that their own natives are treated much 
worse than others: they are considered as more profligate than the rest, 
and since they could not be restrained by the advantages of so excellent 
an education, are judged worthy of harder usage.  Another sort of slaves 
are the poor of the neighbouring countries, who offer of their own accord 
to come and serve them: they treat these better, and use them in all 
other respects as well as their own countrymen, except their imposing 
more labour upon them, which is no hard task to those that have been 
accustomed to it; and if any of these have a mind to go back to their own 
country, which, indeed, falls out but seldom, as they do not force them to 
stay, so they do not send them away empty-handed.(...)

“Their women are not married before eighteen nor their men before two-
and-twenty, and if any of them run into forbidden embraces before 
marriage they are severely punished, and the privilege of marriage is 
denied them unless they can obtain a special warrant from the Prince.  
Such disorders cast a great reproach upon the master and mistress of the
family in which they happen, for it is supposed that they have failed in 
their duty.  The reason of punishing this so severely is, because they think
that if they were not strictly restrained from all vagrant appetites, very 
few would engage in a state in which they venture the quiet of their whole
lives, by being confined to one person, and are obliged to endure all the 
inconveniences with which it is accompanied.  In choosing their wives 
they use a method that would appear to us very absurd and ridiculous, 
but it is constantly observed among them, and is accounted perfectly 
consistent with wisdom.  Before marriage some grave matron presents 
the bride, naked, whether she is a virgin or a widow, to the bridegroom, 
and after that some grave man presents the bridegroom, naked, to the 

bride.  We, indeed, both laughed at this, and condemned it as very 
indecent.  But they, on the other hand, wondered at the folly of the men 
of all other nations, who, if they are but to buy a horse of a small value, 
are so cautious that they will see every part of him, and take off both his 
saddle and all his other tackle, that there may be no secret ulcer hid 
under any of them, and that yet in the choice of a wife, on which depends
the happiness or unhappiness of the rest of his life, a man should venture 
upon trust, and only see about a handsbreadth of the face, all the rest of 
the body being covered, under which may lie hid what may be contagious 
as well as loathsome.  All men are not so wise as to choose a woman only
for her good qualities, and even wise men consider the body as that which
adds not a little to the mind, and it is certain there may be some such 
deformity covered with clothes as may totally alienate a man from his 
wife, when it is too late to part with her; if such a thing is discovered after
marriage a man has no remedy but patience; they, therefore, think it is 
reasonable that there should be good provision made against such 
mischievous frauds.

Sir Thomas More, Utopia, 1516



The Medical Man got up out of his chair and peered into the thing.
'It's beautifully made,' he said.

'It took two years to make,' retorted the Time Traveller. Then, when we 
had all imitated the action of the Medical Man, he said: 'Now I want you 
clearly to understand that this lever, being pressed over, sends the 
machine gliding into the future, and this other reverses the motion. This 
saddle represents the seat of a time traveller. Presently I am going to 
press the lever, and off the machine will go. It will vanish, pass into future
Time, and disappear. Have a good look at the thing. Look at the table too,
and satisfy yourselves there is no trickery. I don't want to waste this 
model, and then be told I'm a quack.'

There was a minute's pause perhaps. The Psychologist seemed about to 
speak to me, but changed his mind. Then the Time Traveller put forth his 
finger towards the lever. 'No,' he said suddenly. 'Lend me your hand.' And 
turning to the Psychologist, he took that individual's hand in his own and 
told him to put out his forefinger. So that it was the Psychologist himself 
who sent forth the model Time Machine on its interminable voyage. We all
saw the lever turn. I am absolutely certain there was no trickery. There 
was a breath of wind, and the lamp flame jumped. One of the candles on 
the mantel was blown out, and the little machine suddenly swung round, 
became indistinct, was seen as a ghost for a second perhaps, as an eddy 
of faintly glittering brass and ivory; and it was gone—vanished! Save for 
the lamp the table was bare.

Everyone was silent for a minute. Then Filby said he was damned.

The Psychologist recovered from his stupor, and suddenly looked under 
the table. At that the Time Traveller laughed cheerfully. 'Well?' he said, 
with a reminiscence of the Psychologist. Then, getting up, he went to the 
tobacco jar on the mantel, and with his back to us began to fill his pipe.

We stared at each other. 'Look here,' said the Medical Man, 'are you in 
earnest about this? Do you seriously believe that that machine has 
travelled into time?'

'Certainly,' said the Time Traveller, stooping to light a spill at the fire. Then
he turned, lighting his pipe, to look at the Psychologist's face. (The 

Psychologist, to show that he was not unhinged, helped himself to a cigar 
and tried to light it uncut.) 'What is more, I have a big machine nearly 
finished in there'—he indicated the laboratory—'and when that is put 
together I mean to have a journey on my own account.'

'You mean to say that that machine has travelled into the future?' said Filby.

'Into the future or the past—I don't, for certain, know which.'

After an interval the Psychologist had an inspiration. 'It must have gone into 
the past if it has gone anywhere,' he said.

'Why?' said the Time Traveller.

'Because I presume that it has not moved in space, and if it travelled into the 
future it would still be here all this time, since it must have travelled through 
this time.'

'But,' I said, 'If it travelled into the past it would have been visible when we 
came first into this room; and last Thursday when we were here; and the 
Thursday before that; and so forth!'

'Serious objections,' remarked the Provincial Mayor, with an air of impartiality, 
turning towards the Time Traveller.

'Not a bit,' said the Time Traveller, and, to the Psychologist: 'You think. You can 
explain that. It's presentation below the threshold, you know, diluted 
presentation.'

'Of course,' said the Psychologist, and reassured us. 'That's a simple point of 
psychology. I should have thought of it. It's plain enough, and helps the 
paradox delightfully. We cannot see it, nor can we appreciate this machine, any 
more than we can the spoke of a wheel spinning, or a bullet flying through the 
air. If it is travelling through time fifty times or a hundred times faster than we 
are, if it gets through a minute while we get through a second, the impression 
it creates will of course be only one-fiftieth or one-hundredth of what it would 
make if it were not travelling in time. That's plain enough.' He passed his hand 
through the space in which the machine had been. 'You see?' he said, laughing.

H.G.Wells, The Time Machine, 1895, chapter 1
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