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        Series Foreword

      
      Joshua Glenn

      Do we really know science fiction? There were the scientific romance years that stretched from the mid-nineteenth century to circa 1900. And there was the genre’s so-called golden age, from circa 1935 through the early 1960s. But between those periods, and overshadowed by them, was an era that has bequeathed us such tropes as the robot (berserk or benevolent), the tyrannical superman, the dystopia, the unfathomable extraterrestrial, the sinister telepath, and the eco-catastrophe. A dozen years ago, writing for the sf blog io9.com at the invitation of Annalee Newitz and Charlie Jane Anders, I became fascinated with the period during which the sf genre as we know it emerged. Inspired by the exactly contemporaneous career of Marie Curie, who shared a Nobel Prize for her discovery of radium in 1903, only to die of radiation-induced leukemia in 1934, I eventually dubbed this three-decade interregnum the “Radium Age.”

      Curie’s development of the theory of radioactivity, which led to the extraordinary, terrifying, awe-inspiring insight that the atom is, at least in part, a state of energy constantly in movement, is an apt metaphor for the twentieth century’s first three decades. These years were marked by rising sociocultural strife across various fronts: the founding of the women’s suffrage movement, the National Association for the Advancement of Colored People, socialist currents within the labor movement, anticolonial and revolutionary upheaval around the world . . . as well as the associated strengthening of reactionary movements that supported, for example, racial segregation, immigration restriction, eugenics, and sexist policies.

      Science—as a system of knowledge, a mode of experimenting, and a method of reasoning—accelerated the pace of change during these years in ways simultaneously liberating and terrifying. As sf author and historian Brian Stableford points out in his 1989 essay “The Plausibility of the Impossible,” the universe we discovered by means of the scientific method in the early twentieth century defies common sense: “We are haunted by a sense of the impossibility of ultimately making sense of things.” By playing host to certain far-out notions—time travel, faster-than-light travel, and ESP, for example—that we have every reason to judge impossible, science fiction serves as an “instrument of negotiation,” Stableford suggests, with which we strive to accomplish “the difficult diplomacy of existence in a scientifically knowable but essentially unimaginable world.” This is no less true today than during the Radium Age.

      The social, cultural, political, and technological upheavals of the 1900–1935 period are reflected in the proto-sf writings of authors such as Olaf Stapledon, William Hope Hodgson, Muriel Jaeger, Karel Čapek, G. K. Chesterton, Cicely Hamilton, W. E. B. Du Bois, Yevgeny Zamyatin, E. V. Odle, Arthur Conan Doyle, Mikhail Bulgakov, Pauline Hopkins, Stanisław Ignacy Witkiewicz, Aldous Huxley, Gustave Le Rouge, A. Merritt, Rudyard Kipling, Rose Macaulay, J. D. Beresford, J. J. Connington, S. Fowler Wright, Jack London, Thea von Harbou, and Edgar Rice Burroughs, not to mention the late-period but still incredibly prolific H. G. Wells himself. More cynical than its Victorian precursor yet less hard-boiled than the sf that followed, in the writings of these visionaries we find acerbic social commentary, shock tactics, and also a sense of frustrated idealism—and reactionary cynicism, too—regarding humankind’s trajectory.

      The MIT Press’s Radium Age series represents a much-needed evolution of my own efforts to champion the best proto-sf novels and stories from 1900 to 1935 among scholars already engaged in the fields of utopian and speculative fiction studies, as well as general readers interested in science, technology, history, and thrills and chills. By reissuing literary productions from a time period that hasn’t received sufficient attention for its contribution to the emergence of science fiction as a recognizable form—one that exists and has meaning in relation to its own traditions and innovations, as well as within a broader ecosystem of literary genres, each of which, as John Rieder notes in Science Fiction and the Mass Cultural Genre System (2017), is itself a product of overlapping “communities of practice”—we hope not only to draw attention to key overlooked works but perhaps also to influence the way scholars and sf fans alike think about this crucial yet neglected and misunderstood moment in the emergence of the sf genre.

      John W. Campbell and other Cold War–era sf editors and propagandists dubbed a select group of writers and story types from the pulp era to be the golden age of science fiction. In doing so, they helped fix in the popular imagination a too-narrow understanding of what the sf genre can offer. (In his introduction to the 1974 collection Before the Golden Age, for example, Isaac Asimov notes that although it may have possessed a certain exuberance, in general sf from before the mid-1930s moment when Campbell assumed editorship of Astounding Stories “seems, to anyone who has experienced the Campbell Revolution, to be clumsy, primitive, naive.”) By returning to an international tradition of scientific speculation via fiction from after the Poe–Verne–Wells era and before sf’s Golden Age, the Radium Age series will demonstrate—contra Asimov et al.—the breadth, richness, and diversity of the literary works that were responding to a vertiginous historical period, and how they helped innovate a nascent genre (which wouldn’t be named until the mid-1920s, by Hugo Gernsback, founder of Amazing Stories and namesake of the Hugo Awards) as a mode of speculative imagining.

      The MIT Press’s Noah J. Springer and I are grateful to the sf writers and scholars who have agreed to serve as this series’ advisory board. Aided by their guidance, we’ll endeavor to surface a rich variety of texts, along with introductions by a diverse group of sf scholars, sf writers, and others that will situate these remarkable, entertaining, forgotten works within their own social, political, and scientific contexts, while drawing out contemporary parallels.

      We hope that reading Radium Age writings, published in times as volatile as our own, will serve to remind us that our own era’s seemingly natural, eternal, and inevitable social, economic, and cultural forms and norms are—like Madame Curie’s atom—forever in flux.

    
  
    
      
        Introduction: A Crash Louder Than Thunder

      
      Sarah Cole

      “The war that will end war”: H. G. Wells was one of the most famous writers and thinkers in the world when he coined the phrase in August of 1914, one week into the First World War. Like so many of Wells’s words, these were catapulted around Europe and the English-speaking world and well beyond, providing a shorthand for a particular notion about how lasting peace might be achieved. In later years, and up to our own day, the idea of a war to end war has been used as a tag for the First World War generation, an encapsulation of the naivety (or perhaps dangerous self-deception) of an age, a tragic ideal that was put to rest, once and for all, in 1939. Today, the phrase is mostly used ironically.

      But Wells meant it. Among the modern industrial societies of the twentieth century, he believed, the only chance of preventing ever more catastrophic wars—a real chance, not only possible but probable, even inevitable—lay in the event of war itself. This was not a recommendation to wage war, but a recognition that the ineluctable slide toward ever-escalating mass warfare, which Wells diagnosed as the condition of the modern world order, held in itself the potentiality for transformational change. In the grip of catastrophe, people might be able to see clearly—sanely, was the term Wells often used—the insanity of war, and more broadly the insanity of nations as sites of loyalty and devotion. Watching our world crumble around us, he predicted, we would say, “this makes no sense.” A bloodless global revolution would follow this awakening, to bring peace for humanity and a better world for all time.

      All of this was envisioned in a novel almost never read today: The World Set Free, published in April 1914, four months before the Great War erupted in Europe. With this reprint, The World Set Free emerges from a century of neglect, to illuminate Wells’s ideas about war and utopia, the science of his times, and also a form of literary experimentalism that has generally gone unrecognized.

      It is a fascinating novel that takes an idea Wells had been germinating from his scientific reading on atomic energy and envisions its effects expanding out ferociously to a logical endpoint. In this sense, The World Set Free sits within the canon of Wells’s novels and fantastic tales, beginning with his first novel The Time Machine (1895), which asked where the class structure of the nineteenth century might lead a million years forward in time. This was a landmark text, which popularized the concept of time travel via technological invention and set in motion for Wells an orientation toward the future. As he would write of his subsequent scientific romances, “they are all ‘fantasias of possibility’; each one takes some great creative tendency, or group of tendencies, and develops its possible consequences in the future.” It became a construct for him, a form of anticipatory writing that helped shape the emerging genre of science fiction.

      The tendencies projected by The World Set Free, which is set forty years in the future, in the 1950s, are the growth of a vast new field of energy (atomic), alongside humankind’s penchant for war. Together, these tendencies could lead to the world’s destruction—or else, perhaps, to its salvation. Wells’s novel sets out to dramatize several interconnected ideas. Evolutionarily, Wells insisted, humankind has barely changed since the days of the cave; yet we have created weapons that could lead us to annihilate ourselves as a species.

      
        By the spring of 1959 from nearly two hundred centres, and every week added to their number, roared the unquenchable crimson conflagrations of the atomic bombs, the flimsy fabric of the world’s credit had vanished, industry was completely disorganised and every city, every thickly populated area was starving or trembled on the verge of starvation. Most of the capital cities of the world were burning; millions of people had already perished, and over great areas government was at an end.

      

      With a sense of resignation, Wells adds: “Humanity has been compared by one contemporary writer to a sleeper who handles matches in his sleep and wakes to find himself in flames.”

      The single and only way to avert further catastrophe, argues Leblanc, a visionary humanitarian in the novel, is for the world’s leaders to agree that “war must end, and that the only way to end war was to have but one government for mankind.” Such a radical social transformation would only be made possible, Wells stressed, either by “civilization destroying itself down to a level at which modern apparatus could no longer be produced, or by human nature adapting itself in its institutions to the new conditions.”

      The World Set Free is dedicated to exploring this latter alternative. But Wells was also fascinated by the more apocalyptic scenario. Total war was a staple of his writing and activism throughout his career. In The War of the Worlds (first serialized in 1897), which set the pattern for so many later tales of hostile alien invasion, Wells vividly imagines the Martians’ use of heat rays and poison gas to decimate humankind, beginning with the English town of Woking; in his 1934 autobiography, Wells recalls with amusement riding his bicycle around the area, looking for sites for his Martians to destroy. Later novels, including The War in the Air (1908), would figure the human destruction of the planet via new technologies of our own. If The World Set Free spoke powerfully to Wells’s contemporaries, it was because it envisioned not only new and terrible weapons but also a world that had moved beyond warfare.

      Whether in full-length utopian reveries like A Modern Utopia (1905) and Men Like Gods (1923) or in The World Set Free, which begins apocalyptically but ends in utopia, Wells imagined alternate, improved worlds in rich detail. Today’s readers may find themselves distinctly unenthusiastic about Wells’s utopias—which are achieved through nondemocratic means (here, via a “frank and honourable gathering of leading men, Englishman meeting German and Frenchman Russian, brothers in their offences and in their disaster, upon the hills of Brissago”), and which may strike us as sterile and homogeneous. Worse, Wells’s ideal of social and physical perfectibility often has eugenic overtones. In The World Set Free, the wonderful character Marcus Karenin, a disabled man and one of the leaders of the new world order, submits himself for a surgery that will end his disability—and his life.

      As is so often the case with Wells, forming value judgments is difficult here. That Wells locates the consciousness of his utopian future in the person of a disabled man seems progressive, and recalls one of his greatest short stories, “The Country of the Blind” (1904). That Karenin experiences his disability as a terrible deficit seems ableist and disappointing. Women’s roles in the Wellsian future can also fall short. Women in the final segment of The World Set Free are meant to participate in full equality, and Wells’s conservative contemporaries viewed him as a dangerous feminist, but by today’s standards women in these works seem bent on self-effacement and secondary citizenship. Additionally, though Wells meant for his world of the future to be universal and racially all-inclusive, it too often reads as distinctly western and mostly white.

      The aspect of Wells’s utopias that most decisively marked his career was his view that the key to a better future lay in the unification of the world under a single government—and the concomitant eradication of not only nations but religions. Humankind itself must become the site of faith and loyalty for all humanity. Here, Wells kept company with predecessors and contemporaries like L. L. Zamenhof, the founder of Esperanto in the 1880s, who believed that a unified language would put an end to war. In the years during and after WWI, Wells was engaged in practical terms with the founding of the League of Nations, disarmament conferences in the 1920s, and, later, the drive toward human rights. Wells himself authored a human rights manifesto in 1940 (The Rights of Man) which later became a model for the UN’s Universal Declaration of Human Rights in 1948. At the same time, Wells’s efforts to push the world toward unification spurred somewhat younger science fiction authors, including Aldous Huxley and George Orwell, to write novels in which visions of social revolution like Wells’s lead to horrifically dystopic new worlds. They saw in such a plan not the triumph of humanity but the defeat of the human being.

      Although Wells’s utopianism may not resonate with readers today, many have remained intrigued over the years by his remarkable ability to forecast how science and technology would massively remake our world. Though he got some things very wrong, Wells’s prediction of everything from advertising schemes to moving walkways to air conditioning to the internet makes his writing uncanny, affording some fun and admiration. He was particularly prescient when it came to weaponry. From the tank (invented in a 1903 short story, “The Land Ironclads”) to aerial bombardment in The War in the Air, Wells’s readers were offered an immersive look at the mass killing that Wells believed was hurtling toward humanity.

      In The World Set Free, Wells accurately imagines “atomic bombs” (he is credited with having coined this phrase) rendering cities unlivable for years. If the “zone of perpetual thunderings, lit by a strange purplish-red light, and quivering and swaying with the incessant explosion of the radio-active substance” does not perfectly capture how atomic bombs eventually would work, we can certainly recognize in Hiroshima’s aftermath this scene: “Whole blocks of buildings were alight and burning fiercely, the trembling, ragged flames looking pale and ghastly and attenuated in comparison with the full-bodied crimson glare beyond. The shells of other edifices already burnt rose, pierced by rows of window sockets against the red-lit mist.”

      In 1913, as he was writing the novel, Wells was reading the English radiochemist Frederick Soddy’s The Interpretation of Radium (1908/1912), a collection of lectures. Soddy and Ernest Rutherford were two of the discoverers of radium’s properties. Their research and popular writing, following on discoveries by Marie Curie and others, had helped to bring into public consciousness a few key ideas of interest also to Wells: that there is instability at the atomic level, that radioactivity entails the emission of huge amounts of energy, and that manipulating this energy can have significant and ambiguous potential in the world. Wells modeled the science lecturer at the opening of The World Set Free on Soddy; and the final lecture in that sequence is an almost verbatim quote from Soddy’s book.

      Twenty-five years before science got there, Wells extrapolated from Soddy’s lectures not only the future of atomic energy but also the use of atomic weaponry. Thus, Richard Rhodes’s history The Making of the Atomic Bomb (1986) begins with Leo Szilard, the physicist and inventor who would conceive of the nuclear chain reaction in 1933, thinking back to his reading of The World Set Free as a 15 year old in Budapest. Just as scientists like Szilard took inspiration from Wells, he took inspiration from scientists. He kept up to date on experimental ideas, and collaborated with high-profile scientists on public outreach—becoming one of the most vocal advocates for scientific education.

      Like Mary Shelley, Jules Verne, and other pioneers of the genre that was not yet called science fiction, Wells launched his stories from new scientific or technological breakthroughs, thinking out their unintended, possibly horrific consequences. Yet for all that was dire and dark in these visions, he nevertheless believed that science would be humanity’s savior. This was the dialectic at the heart of his writing generally and of The World Set Free in particular: unchecked by the will of the collective human endeavor, science can wipe us out, but controlled by a sane and rational world organization, science can bring humankind untold happiness.

      His fascination with science certainly brought Wells great benefits. Although his mother was a ladies’ maid and his father a shopkeeper (who played professional cricket), Wells resisted his destiny—he was supposed to enter the drapery trade at age 14—and ended up with a scholarship to study at the Normal School of Science, a new university founded to train teachers of science. His globally popular writings, from The Island of Doctor Moreau (1896), The Invisible Man (1897), and The First Men in the Moon (1901) to The Outline of History (1920), would follow from that education. Of particular importance was a year studying with his idol, Thomas Henry Huxley, the Darwinian biologist and grandfather of Aldous. He became wealthy and famous, with friends and collaborators at the very apex of the political and intellectual classes, and was connected with a huge array of people who were writing, thinking, creating, and making things happen in the early twentieth century.

      Wells’s novels spun their material—scientific forecast, utopian hopes, violent catastrophe, evolutionary destiny, and the individual caught amidst these massive forces—into diverse literary forms. The World Set Free is one such modernist experiment. Its style ranges from impressionistic to didactic, and its narrative shifts from a primary, omniscient, third person narrator, ready to lecture on the world history of energy, to internal narrators such as Frederick Barnet, an eyewitness of the atomic wars, and Marcus Karenin. These individual voices seem to merge into a generalized, Wellsian narrator—one familiar to readers of his other works, across many genres.

      The novel’s primary aesthetic conundrum is how to represent the atomic bombs—the novelty and destructive power of which push past the bounds of the familiar. Reaching into the history of representation, and especially its visual manifestations (painting, film), Wells grasps for language to depict the effects of these weapons. Sometimes our view is from above: We are watching along with those who drop the bombs. At other times the reader experiences the bombs from the perspective of their victims, or else from those who attempt to record the spectacle from the sidelines. The result is arresting:

      
        And then athwart this whirling rush of aerial duels that swooped and locked and dropped in the void between the lamp-lights and the stars, came a great wind and a crash louder than thunder, and first one and then a score of lengthening fiery serpents plunged hungrily down upon the Dutchmen’s dykes and struck between land and sea and flared up again in enormous columns of glare and crimsoned smoke and steam.

        And out of the darkness leapt the little land, with its spires and trees, aghast with terror, still and distinct, and the sea, tumbled with anger, red-foaming like a sea of blood. . . .

        Over the populous country below went a strange multitudinous crying and a flurry of alarm bells. . . .

        The surviving aeroplanes turned about and fled out of the sky, like things that suddenly know themselves to be wicked. . . .

        Through a dozen thunderously flaming gaps that no water might quench, the waves came roaring in upon the land. . . .

      

      Wells’s literary efforts, in a passage like this one, help to crystallize the awe and terror of warfare, as it smashes civilizations. For all the novelty of this new technology, the problem he confronts is one that has faced writers for millennia: how to be true to the horror of war and also to the way it draws the eyes and stimulates the imagination.

    
  
    
      
        Preface

      
      THE WORLD SET FREE was written in 1913 and published early in 1914, and it is the latest of a series of three fantasias of possibility, stories which all turn on the possible developments in the future of some contemporary force or group of forces. The World Set Free was written under the immediate shadow of the Great War. Every intelligent person in the world felt that disaster was impending and knew no way of averting it, but few of us realised in the earlier half of 1914 how near the crash was to us. The reader will be amused to find that here it is put off until the year 1956. He may naturally want to know the reason for what will seem now a quite extraordinary delay. As a prophet, the author must confess he has always been inclined to be rather a slow prophet. The war aeroplane in the world of reality, for example, beat the forecast in Anticipations by about twenty years or so. I suppose a desire not to shock the sceptical reader’s sense of use and wont and perhaps a less creditable disposition to hedge, have something to do with this dating forward of one’s main events, but in the particular case of The World Set Free there was, I think, another motive in holding the Great War back, and that was to allow the chemist to get well forward with his discovery of the release of atomic energy. 1956—or for that matter 2056—may be none too late for that crowning revolution in human potentialities. And apart from this procrastination of over forty years, the guess at the opening phase of the war was fairly lucky; the forecast of an alliance of the Central Empires, the opening campaign through the Netherlands, and the despatch of the British Expeditionary Force were all justified before the book had been published six months. And the opening section of Chapter the Second remains now, after the reality has happened, a fairly adequate diagnosis of the essentials of the matter. One happy hit (in Chapter the Second, Section 2), on which the writer may congratulate himself, is the forecast that under modern conditions it would be quite impossible for any great general to emerge to supremacy and concentrate the enthusiasm of the armies of either side. There could be no Alexanders or Napoleons. And we soon heard the scientific corps muttering, ‘These old fools,’ exactly as it is here foretold.

      These, however, are small details, and the misses in the story far outnumber the hits. It is the main thesis which is still of interest now; the thesis that because of the development of scientific knowledge, separate sovereign states and separate sovereign empires are no longer possible in the world, that to attempt to keep on with the old system is to heap disaster upon disaster for mankind and perhaps to destroy our race altogether. The remaining interest of this book now is the sustained validity of this thesis and the discussion of the possible ending of war on the earth. I have supposed a sort of epidemic of sanity to break out among the rulers of states and the leaders of mankind. I have represented the native common sense of the French mind and of the English mind—for manifestly King Egbert is meant to be ‘God’s Englishman’—leading mankind towards a bold and resolute effort of salvage and reconstruction. Instead of which, as the school book footnotes say, compare to-day’s newspaper. Instead of a frank and honourable gathering of leading men, Englishman meeting German and Frenchman Russian, brothers in their offences and in their disaster, upon the hills of Brissago, beheld in Geneva at the other end of Switzerland a poor little League of (Allied) Nations (excluding the United States, Russia, and most of the ‘subject peoples’ of the world), meeting obscurely amidst a world-wide disregard to make impotent gestures at the leading problems of the débâcle. Either the disaster has not been vast enough yet or it has not been swift enough to inflict the necessary moral shock and achieve the necessary moral revulsion. Just as the world of 1913 was used to an increasing prosperity and thought that increase would go on for ever, so now it would seem the world is growing accustomed to a steady glide towards social disintegration, and thinks that that too can go on continually and never come to a final bump. So soon do use and wont establish themselves, and the most flaming and thunderous of lessons pale into disregard.

      The question whether a Leblanc is still possible, the question whether it is still possible to bring about an outbreak of creative sanity in mankind, to avert this steady glide to destruction, is now one of the most urgent in the world. It is clear that the writer is temperamentally disposed to hope that there is such a possibility. But he has to confess that he sees few signs of any such breadth of understanding and steadfastness of will as an effectual effort to turn the rush of human affairs demands. The inertia of dead ideas and old institutions carries us on towards the rapids. Only in one direction is there any plain recognition of the idea of a human commonweal as something overriding any national and patriotic consideration, and that is in the working class movement throughout the world. And labour internationalism is closely bound up with conceptions of a profound social revolution. If world peace is to be attained through labour internationalism, it will have to be attained at the price of the completest social and economic reconstruction and by passing through a phase of revolution that will certainly be violent, that may be very bloody, which may be prolonged through a long period, and may in the end fail to achieve anything but social destruction. Nevertheless, the fact remains that it is in the labour class, and the labour class alone, that any conception of a world rule and a world peace has so far appeared. The dream of The World Set Free, a dream of highly educated and highly favoured leading and ruling men, voluntarily setting themselves to the task of reshaping the world, has thus far remained a dream.

      H. G. WELLS.

      EASTON GLEBE, DUNMOW, 1921.

    
  
    
      
        Prelude: The Sun Snares

      
      
        Section 1

        THE history of mankind is the history of the attainment of external power. Man is the tool-using, fire-making animal. From the outset of his terrestrial career we find him supplementing the natural strength and bodily weapons of a beast by the heat of burning and the rough implement of stone. So he passed beyond the ape. From that he expands. Presently he added to himself the power of the horse and the ox, he borrowed the carrying strength of water and the driving force of the wind, he quickened his fire by blowing, and his simple tools, pointed first with copper and then with iron, increased and varied and became more elaborate and efficient. He sheltered his heat in houses and made his way easier by paths and roads. He complicated his social relationships and increased his efficiency by the division of labour. He began to store up knowledge. Contrivance followed contrivance, each making it possible for a man to do more. Always down the lengthening record, save for a set-back ever and again, he is doing more. . . . A quarter of a million years ago the utmost man was a savage, a being scarcely articulate, sheltering in holes in the rocks, armed with a rough-hewn flint or a fire-pointed stick, naked, living in small family groups, killed by some younger man so soon as his first virile activity declined. Over most of the great wildernesses of earth you would have sought him in vain; only in a few temperate and sub-tropical river valleys would you have found the squatting lairs of his little herds, a male, a few females, a child or so.

        He knew no future then, no kind of life except the life he led. He fled the cave-bear over the rocks full of iron ore and the promise of sword and spear; he froze to death upon a ledge of coal; he drank water muddy with the clay that would one day make cups of porcelain; he chewed the ear of wild wheat he had plucked and gazed with a dim speculation in his eyes at the birds that soared beyond his reach. Or suddenly he became aware of the scent of another male and rose up roaring, his roars the formless precursors of moral admonitions. For he was a great individualist, that original, he suffered none other than himself.

        So through the long generations, this heavy precursor, this ancestor of all of us, fought and bred and perished, changing almost imperceptibly.

        Yet he changed. That keen chisel of necessity which sharpened the tiger’s claw age by age and fined down the clumsy Orchippus to the swift grace of the horse, was at work upon him—is at work upon him still. The clumsier and more stupidly fierce among him were killed soonest and oftenest; the finer hand, the quicker eye, the bigger brain, the better balanced body prevailed; age by age, the implements were a little better made, the man a little more delicately adjusted to his possibilities. He became more social; his herd grew larger; no longer did each man kill or drive out his growing sons; a system of taboos made them tolerable to him, and they revered him alive and soon even after he was dead, and were his allies against the beasts and the rest of mankind. (But they were forbidden to touch the women of the tribe, they had to go out and capture women for themselves, and each son fled from his stepmother and hid from her lest the anger of the Old Man should be roused. All the world over, even to this day, these ancient inevitable taboos can be traced.) And now instead of caves came huts and hovels, and the fire was better tended and there were wrappings and garments; and so aided, the creature spread into colder climates, carrying food with him, storing food—until sometimes the neglected grass-seed sprouted again and gave a first hint of agriculture.

        And already there were the beginnings of leisure and thought.

        Man began to think. There were times when he was fed, when his lusts and his fears were all appeased, when the sun shone upon the squatting-place and dim stirrings of speculation lit his eyes. He scratched upon a bone and found resemblance and pursued it and began pictorial art, moulded the soft, warm clay of the river brink between his fingers, and found a pleasure in its patternings and repetitions, shaped it into the form of vessels, and found that it would hold water. He watched the streaming river, and wondered from what bountiful breast this incessant water came; he blinked at the sun and dreamt that perhaps he might snare it and spear it as it went down to its resting-place amidst the distant hills. Then he was roused to convey to his brother that once indeed he had done so—at least that some one had done so—he mixed that perhaps with another dream almost as daring, that one day a mammoth had been beset; and therewith began fiction—pointing a way to achievement—and the august prophetic procession of tales.

        For scores and hundreds of centuries, for myriads of generations that life of our fathers went on. From the beginning to the ripening of that phase of human life, from the first clumsy eolith of rudely chipped flint to the first implements of polished stone, was two or three thousand centuries, ten or fifteen thousand generations. So slowly, by human standards, did humanity gather itself together out of the dim intimations of the beast. And that first glimmering of speculation, that first story of achievement, that story-teller bright-eyed and flushed under his matted hair, gesticulating to his gaping, incredulous listener, gripping his wrist to keep him attentive, was the most marvellous beginning this world has ever seen. It doomed the mammoths, and it began the setting of that snare that shall catch the sun.

      
      
        Section 2

        That dream was but a moment in a man’s life, whose proper business it seemed was to get food and kill his fellows and beget after the manner of all that belongs to the fellowship of the beasts. About him, hidden from him by the thinnest of veils, were the untouched sources of Power, whose magnitude we scarcely do more than suspect even to-day, Power that could make his every conceivable dream come real. But the feet of the race were in the way of it, though he died blindly unknowing.

        At last, in the generous levels of warm river valleys, where food is abundant and life very easy, the emerging human overcoming his earlier jealousies, becoming, as necessity persecuted him less urgently, more social and tolerant and amenable, achieved a larger community. There began a division of labour, certain of the older men specialised in knowledge and direction, a strong man took the fatherly leadership in war, and priest and king began to develop their rôles in the opening drama of man’s history. The priest’s solicitude was seed-time and harvest and fertility, and the king ruled peace and war. In a hundred river valleys about the warm, temperate zone of the earth there were already towns and temples, a score of thousand years ago. They flourished unrecorded, ignoring the past and unsuspicious of the future, for as yet writing had still to begin.

        Very slowly did man increase his demand upon the illimitable wealth of Power that offered itself on every hand to him. He tamed certain animals, he developed his primordially haphazard agriculture into a ritual, he added first one metal to his resources and then another, until he had copper and tin and iron and lead and gold and silver to supplement his stone, he hewed and carved wood, made pottery, paddled down his river until he came to the sea, discovered the wheel and made the first roads. But his chief activity for a hundred centuries and more, was the subjugation of himself and others to larger and larger societies. The history of man is not simply the conquest of external power; it is first the conquest of those distrusts and fiercenesses, that self-concentration and intensity of animalism, that tie his hands from taking his inheritance. The ape in us still resents association. From the dawn of the age of polished stone to the achievement of the Peace of the World, man’s dealings were chiefly with himself and his fellow man, trading, bargaining, law-making, propitiating, enslaving, conquering, exterminating, and every little increment in Power, he turned at once and always turns to the purposes of this confused elaborate struggle to socialise. To incorporate and comprehend his fellow men into a community of purpose became the last and greatest of his instincts. Already before the last polished phase of the stone age was over he had become a political animal. He made astonishingly far-reaching discoveries within himself, first of counting and then of writing and making records, and with that his town communities began to stretch out to dominion; in the valleys of the Nile, the Euphrates, and the great Chinese rivers, the first empires and the first written laws had their beginnings. Men specialised for fighting and rule as soldiers and knights. Later, as ships grew seaworthy, the Mediterranean which had been a barrier became a highway, and at last out of a tangle of pirate polities came the great struggle of Carthage and Rome. The history of Europe is the history of the victory and breaking up of the Roman Empire. Every ascendant monarch in Europe up to the last, aped Caesar and called himself Kaiser or Tsar or Imperator or Kasir-i-Hind. Measured by the duration of human life it is a vast space of time between that first dynasty in Egypt and the coming of the aeroplane, but by the scale that looks back to the makers of the eoliths, it is all of it a story of yesterday.

        Now during this period of two hundred centuries or more, this period of the warring states, while men’s minds were chiefly preoccupied by politics and mutual aggression, their progress in the acquirement of external Power was slow—rapid in comparison with the progress of the old stone age, but slow in comparison with this new age of systematic discovery in which we live. They did not very greatly alter the weapons and tactics of warfare, the methods of agriculture, seamanship, their knowledge of the habitable globe, or the devices and utensils of domestic life between the days of the early Egyptians and the days when Christopher Columbus was a child. Of course, there were inventions and changes, but there were also retrogressions; things were found out and then forgotten again; it was, on the whole, a progress, but it contained no steps; the peasant life was the same, there were already priests and lawyers and town craftsmen and territorial lords and rulers, doctors, wise women, soldiers and sailors in Egypt and China and Assyria and south-eastern Europe at the beginning of that period, and they were doing much the same things and living much the same life as they were in Europe in A.D. 1500. The English excavators of the year A.D. 1900 could delve into the remains of Babylon and Egypt and disinter legal documents, domestic accounts, and family correspondence that they could read with the completest sympathy. There were great religious and moral changes throughout the period, empires and republics replaced one another, Italy tried a vast experiment in slavery, and indeed slavery was tried again and again and failed and failed and was still to be tested again and rejected again in the New World; Christianity and Mohammedanism swept away a thousand more specialised cults, but essentially these were progressive adaptations of mankind to material conditions that must have seemed fixed for ever.
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