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Enter the SF Gateway …


In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:




‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’





Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.


Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


Welcome to the SF Gateway.







PART I


THE PERSON




I AM writing this account of a unique experience while it is fresh in my memory, to preserve it clear-cut before the ordinary humanity of my existence makes it seem, what of course it actually is, dreamlike and unreal. Some day I may meet you, and after referring to this written account I will communicate more to you than is in it, for there is necessarily much that I cannot write down, unless I wish to spend some years in such a primitive occupation. So, though I have not written anything except a message or two for about forty, or it might be fifty or sixty years, I will write this, and write it to you, as if it were a very long, tedious, and entirely unnecessary message. For I cannot tell whether my present interest in the experience is a human feeling, or would be shared by other human beings; and I am inclined to think that the interest, like the experience itself is of an atavistic nature, showing that I am, for some reason I shall never know, behind, or as one might put it below the rest of humanity, and capable to some extent of subhuman feeling.


To begin with, this experience came in the form of a dream, and we human beings do not dream, except in a purely physical way caused by an accidental discomfort of the body. Dreams other than simple physical dreams are not possible to human beings, as they are fully conscious, with minds permanently welded into one piece. They have neither fears nor unfulfilled wishes, nor conflict; and dreams, in the subhuman sense, are made up of these.


Well, then, I lay down to sleep some forty days ago, for I have taken that time to meditate, before writing you this account, and dreamed that you, I, and some other persons were all thinking together, sitting under the shade of a big tree. One of our number was thinking that there was, either in some other place or some other time, a race of creatures that was neither animal nor human, but in a transition state between the two. They were, this person thought, half-conscious, but not fully conscious; able to speak and write, but not able to communicate clearly by thought alone; and in a state of confusion as to the true relation of the self to the not-self. They had not yet developed any human instinct of unselfishness, yet they were not at ease in the instinctive selfishness of animals. This person thought that these curious creatures might possibly be our ancestors, or, if they were contemporary with us, like our ancestors had been, and that someone should go to them and live among them for a while, and find out if they were likely ever to evolve into humanity, or whether they were stagnant in their chrysalis stage, and would remain, while their sun shone, subhuman. This interest is, as you see, not a human thing nor even an animal quality, for what butterfly cares about its dead chrysalis hanging on a branch? If these subhumans ever really existed, or were our ancestors, it has been for many thousands of years a matter of no moment to us as human beings, and all record of our transition stage, or race infancy, has long since been lost. We neither know nor care what our past has been, since we are contented with our present. The subhumans, who were never contented with their present, were intensely interested in resurrecting their past and trying to forecast their future. But my interest in them, (for of course these human beings in the dream were all part of myself) was, like the whole experience, unnatural and atavistic.


To return to my dream, this person thought that either you or I should go among these subhumans, and you, though willing to go, were a shade less willing than I. So it was decided that I was to go, and when I asked this person, who had been thinking to us about these creatures, how I should come to them, seeing that they were either on another planet or in another time, the way thither was made clear to me, for all I had to do was to wish to be there with them, and there, wherever or whenever it was, I should be.


I am much inclined to think it was not on another planet, but on the same planet in another time. The days seemed to be about the same length, though we do not, like the subhumans, divide time into minute artificial portions and keep count of the portions. The moon’s span, from full to full was twenty-eight days. The year was approximately three hundred and sixty-five. Also the natural features of our planet had not changed unrecognizably, though there were differences, particularly of climate. When I woke (in the dream) I was on an island, with a damp mild climate, equable and temperate.


This island was called England, and is the cradle, as they sometimes call it themselves, of the English race. (A cradle is a box on rockers into which they put, or used to put their young, rocking the child from side to side so that the soothing motion might send it unwillingly to sleep. The subhuman children’s response to rocking may be an unconscious race memory of the time when they were still wholly animal and, possibly, always slept in trees. Of late years, however, the doctors had forbidden the parents to rock the children to sleep in cradles, for they, the doctors, were of the opinion that the rocking might injure the child’s brain. As far as I could see, the unrocked English people have not improved vastly on those who were rocked to sleep as a matter of course, and the history of doctors leads me to believe that they may have made an error. Perhaps I shall have occasion to write later on, of doctors, for the present I must leave them unexplained.) On this small island I stayed for the whole time of my dream, for reasons which will become apparent to you as my account proceeds. The dream appeared to last about two years, though in actual time it only took one night. In these two years I lived among the English people, and though I read about other races and nations (for the subhumans are divided into many peoples, always unsympathetic and frequently hostile) I did not go among them. The subhuman race as a whole, is far more numerous than ours; they inhabit the whole, or almost the whole of the globe, regardless of climate and the fertility of the soil; they multiply heedlessly and starve in thousands, or fight in millions for a higher standard of physical comfort; and there was no reasonably large portion of their world where the animals and birds were left in peace to live their own lives without interference and interruption. Yet, using their own language of good and bad, better and worse, they were not, judging from a human standpoint, better than the animals and birds, but a great deal worse.


One of the major differences between subhumans and human beings, besides the difference between a half-conscious being with a split mind, and a fully conscious being with a whole mind, and perhaps arising out of that difference, is caused by the subhuman concept of privilege. It is not very possible to explain privilege in any human way, as it is not a human thing. But as the subhumans believe that they are all in some way better than animals, so they believe that some subhumans are, by reason of the colour of their skins, or their rearing, or their sex, better and more worthy than other subhumans of different colour, class and sex. This betterness entitles them to privilege, which usually involves greater physical comfort than can be attained by the unprivileged, more power, more liberty and a bigger chance of obtaining what the subhumans call happiness. A privilege of class divides a subhuman society horizontally, while a privilege of sex divides it vertically. Subhumans cannot apparently exist without their societies being divided, preferably in both these ways, though the intense antagonism, either open or secret, conscious or unconscious, which privilege of either kind engenders, prevents any subhuman society from having the stability necessary to its permanent existence. But up to the time when I was among them all that had happened were mere reversals of privilege, leaving the concept exactly where it was before. I could not see that they had got very far towards abolishing the concept, which is bound up with what is still a subhuman necessity, the exercise of power. All subhumans want to exercise power, and the idea of a world where no individual had, or wished to have, any power whatever except over itself, is incomprehensible to them. And if they could imagine it they would find the vision hateful. Nor could they possibly conceive of a world where everyone does that which is right in his own eyes, and yet is doing right; for, if a subhuman were to do that which is right in his own eyes, he was almost certain to be doing wrong, and behaving in an anti-social manner. So their conduct had always to be regulated from outside themselves, and they had to live under laws, which were enforced by physical means. These laws were meant to check the conscious cruelty, predatoriness, and selfishness of the subhumans; for it was feared that if they had no laws their cruelty and selfishness would cease to be conscious, and they might lapse (as they would call it) to the innocent unconscious predatoriness and selfishness of animals. But even these laws, stringent though they were within each nation (that is, a group of subhumans which speaks the same language and has the same customs and ideas) were of little help in checking the cruelty of the subhuman race as a whole. For though a subhuman might not kill another subhuman of his own nation, there was nothing to stop a whole group or nation attacking and killing another nation, for that was against no law, it was not murder, and it was right. These large organized killings were called wars, and are habitual among many primitive, and all civilized nations. Sometimes the war is not between two nations but between two groups within one nation during a reversal of privilege. This kind of war is called civil war or revolution, and is not less cruel than the wars between peoples of different habit and language. A short time before the years of my dream there had been one large and important war involving many nations, and one large and important reversal of class privilege successfully carried out by a nation, the population of which was probably greater than all our human populations combined. These two events had upset the delicate balance of the civilized world, had made the nations involved in them fearful and uneasy beyond their wont, and had tangled their economy probably past unravelling.


When I use the word civilized I do not mean that these nations are composed of people who are nearer to a human conception of the true relation of the self to the not-self than are the primitive or uncivilized nations. They are not, and are in fact often more cruel, predatory, and dishonest than primitive peoples. But they seem to have reached a slightly increased consciousness, and so developed more elaborate escapes from the universal subhuman misery of partial consciousness, such as science, literature and a practical curiosity called invention, which gives them more power over their natural environment. They have no more power over themselves, however, and put their inventions to good or bad uses according to their whim.


The English nation was civilized, and though compared with some other nations, unwarlike in temperament, had taken part in this large, important and highly civilized war, moved thereto by panic and the hope of glory. This odd mixture of motives (though I know you cannot understand what glory is) is not at all uncommon among subhumans; indeed, it supplies a strong mainspring to many of their actions.


Some years before this war the English people, who, though not warlike, are aggressive, greedy and restless, had found outlet for these qualities in land-grabbing or Empire-building. They had succeeded in building such a large Empire, so full of privilege, and so shaken by secret or open antagonism between its component parts, between it and the cradle, and between it and the rest of the world, that it was quite obviously most perilously unstable. But during the war it held together, with the consequence that all the offshoots of the English nation joined in the struggle, which continued without intermission for more than four years. By the end of that time the nations involved had destroyed some ten million of their males, with a handful of females and children, who had accidentally perished by sea or on the land. All these males had obtained glory, but there were a few subhumans in every nation who had an uncomfortable feeling, once the passions of hatred had a little cooled, that it might have been better had these dead males done without the glory, and retained their lives. But subhuman history seems to show that the idea of war, which is the outcome of patriotism or national pride, is necessary at any rate to civilized peoples, for otherwise they would long since have made other ways of settling national difficulties and disputes. They were growing to dislike the physical consequences of highly civilized war; but while the idea is connected in their minds with glory and rightness they cannot exist without war. The fact cannot be abolished until the concept has lost its power to charm, and it seemed to me that the two concepts of privilege and war had still many years of life before them.


The victorious nations, of which England was one, came together in the capital city of one of their countries, and there made a peace, so ungenerous, so harsh, and so intolerably cruel to the vanquished, that to my intelligence it seemed to ensure another war in the near future. But then, as with the best will in the world it is impossible for a human being wholly to understand these subhumans, I am perhaps quite wrong. The vanquished in any war expect to be treated with intolerable harshness, for vindictiveness is not a national quality, but common to all subhumans. This peace was not more malevolent (only more ingenious in its cruelty) than other treaties of peace in the past history of the race.


What makes future wars inevitable are the subhuman qualities of fear, greed, envy, and the hope of glory. Thus, nations often make war because they are afraid of each other, while their soldiers become glorious because they are not afraid of each other. Should a soldier, that is one of these killing males, become afraid of the other nation’s killing males, or even become tender towards them, or for any reason, either good or bad, refuse to go on killing them, he himself is killed by the males of his own side. I puzzled myself for some time over this point, for in most countries the males were conscripted, that is, forced to become killing males whether they would or no; and in England, where they were not at first conscripted, every conceivable mental pressure, including the most revolting moral cruelty by the females, was brought to bear upon them to make them go to the war. So, I thought, if they must go, for one reason or another, and must fight, and must either be brave or lose their lives disgracefully, where then is their glory?


You will have understood by this time that the subhumans are of two sexes, like animals, birds, fish and insects. If evolution is a fact, the whole course of human evolution would seem to be from a single-sexed unconscious being, such as an amoeba, to a single-sexed fully conscious being such as you or I. The subhumans were beyond the animal stage, as they were certainly partially conscious, but they were still two-sexed mammals. They had abandoned a breeding season, and the interest of one sex in another was constant. They bore their young alive, and fed it at the breast. They had no conception of a person, that is, an entity independent of others both physically and emotionally, who is self-fertilizing, and can produce young, if it wishes to, alone and without help. No person as far as I could discover, had yet been born, though there have been cases of a clumsy sex fusion, making it difficult to say whether the individual was a male or a female. But such freaks, as subhumans call all their fellows who differ markedly from themselves, were not true persons, with a human mind or consciousness; and, as far as I know, I was, during the two years of my dream, the only person extant. The idea that one individual should be both male and female, wholly and practically and conveniently within itself, was repugnant to them, even though their bisexuality was the cause of unbelievable pain, discomfort, and grief. They were not persons, and they did not want to be persons; they were males and females, or, as they preferred to call themselves, men and women. Every child that was born of them was either a boy, that is a young male, or a girl, a young female.


Now you may think, Well, if they are still so near to animals as to have two sexes, then like animals, they must be happy in their primitive sex life, finding it enjoyable and unconscious of its slavery. But this is not so; and here, as I came to think, is perhaps the root cause of all the subhuman wretchedness. They are not happy in their bisexuality, because they have become conscious of it. A consciousness, even though partial and affecting only about a third of their minds, combined with a sexuality which is still animal and should be unconscious, is quite possibly the cause of all their troubles. Yet also it is probably the means, and the only means, of continued evolution. Had they not been fearful and wretched they would have made no escapes from their fear and their wretchedness; they would have gained no power over their environment; they would never have gained sufficient ease and leisure further to develop their consciousness. They would, one supposes, have remained animals. One cause of man’s inventiveness is, perhaps, a deep root jealousy of the female’s greater biological importance. Before men were conscious of their own smaller part in making life, they could not be jealous or feel themselves inferior, and they could not react by making other things besides life. The consciousness of sex must come first. Then the fear and doubt, the jealousy, the escape, the leisure, and the heightened consciousness. So it is not possible to say that the misery of subhuman life is either good or bad; it is, if evolution is a fact, necessary.


The misery is very real. The operation of their partially conscious brains upon their animal desires sets up an appalling mental torture called a sense of guilt, a conviction of sin. All subhumans who are sane, and many who are not, are guilty or sinful. This guilt causes mental fears and a disease called doubt, from which none of them are free. Were I to tell you all the extraordinary things that occur in subhuman sex, you would, if you were subhumanly suspicious, find great difficulty in believing me. Sometimes they worship their animal sexuality, and fuse it with their religions. Sometimes they hate it, and pretend as far as possible that it does not exist at all. Sometimes they try to ease their tortured minds by excesses and singular practices no animal would indulge in; then again they may try to get rid of the sex altogether by lives of loneliness for which they are physically quite unfitted. This distortion of sex completely poisons the natural relation of the females to the males, leading to sex privilege, sex dominance, sex antagonism and other subhuman difficulties.


They cannot live with each other in peace because they are always despising, fearing and misunderstanding each other. The root jealousy of the male is balanced by a fully conscious though more superficial jealousy and envy among the females, who are placed in a subordinate and inferior position. Yet they cannot live without the opposite sex, because their animal desires are too strong. From one end of their lives to the other they groan under the intolerable burden of fear, doubt and guilt; and were it not that their agony has forced them to make means of escape they would long ago have perished, each man and each woman, by their own hands.


The three main avenues of escape are religion, art, and war. Each of these avenues has side alleys. For instance, side alleys of war are land-grabbing and empire-building; exploring, that is, going about in places where the inhabitants are strange or non-existent; mountain climbing; long-distance flying, which they have to do in machines; the exercise of civic or personal power; and sport. This last usually means killing wild animals, not for food, but for pleasure. The term, however, may be stretched to include certain games in which there is a small element of personal danger. The side alleys of the war escape must include danger to the escaper, or the chance of shedding blood and causing pain, otherwise it is no escape at all. It is possible, though, for subhumans to enjoy this escape vicariously, as females enjoy war with their imagination, though they may not see it, nor take any active part in it. (This barring of females from any active part, is the chief charm of the concept. It soothes the root jealousy of the male as nothing else can, to feel that though his part in making life is small, he has the sole right to destroy it when it is made.)


Also numbers of people will collect in a certain place to see pairs of men beat each other with their hands, causing bloodshed, pain, and sometimes even death; while in some countries they will gather to enjoy the sight of tame, or domesticated bulls killing tame horses, and men killing the bulls. This, the war escape, is the best outlet for the sadism and restlessness caused by the unnatural misery of their sex lives; while for relieving the sense of guilt, which is at the bottom of the malodorous well of the subhuman mind, religion and art are the chosen avenues. For a curious thing about these creatures is, that while they know they are ignoble, yet never can they accept it; and being ignoble, must feel themselves noble. So, though they are totally unable to do what would seem a simple thing, which is to be happy and live at peace with their mates, they hotly maintain that they can be divine, that is, partake of the nature of God, and create beauty and significance with their art, which is more important than the beauty or significance of the universe. Also they had the idea that because they could think, and the universe does not, that they themselves were more important than matter, greater, and nearer divinity. This exaggerated idea of the importance of being able to think, was perhaps caused by the shortness of the time in which they had been able to do it. I believe they were not, as a race, really used to it.


I found the art escape very difficult to understand, but it seemed to be representation, by sound, line, colour, masses, or words, of natural things, or some idea the natural things brought to the mind of the artist, or some abstract, unnatural subhuman idea. The creator of the art gets the best of this escape, but those who merely look at the creation, or listen to it, enjoy the escape vicariously; for while they look at a great work of art they are able to believe in the fundamental nobility of “human nature”. And here I may say that they all believe themselves to be human beings; and that they have two main ideas about their nature. One, that it is fundamentally noble, and the other that it can never change. The first idea comforts them, while the second excuses them for their most grotesque actions, thus allaying, if very slightly, their feeling of guilt.


Now to understand the state of sex misery and sex antagonism I found in England you must first learn that over the whole planet, with a few unimportant exceptions, for many thousands of years, the sex privilege had been on the side of the males. I could never discover that there had ever been any widespread female privilege or dominance, and it is quite possible that the inevitable outcome of the first conflict of the conscious brain with the animal sexuality is a seizure of power by the males, who are physically more vigorous and are never hampered by pregnancy. Also an attempt to get power seems to be a natural consequence of a feeling whether conscious or unconscious, of inferiority. Subhumans cannot live if they do not esteem themselves, and self-esteem is incompatible with a deep-rooted feeling of inferiority. Consequently the males in the beginning had every reason to seize the power, while the females, deeply content with their biological importance, had none.


But however they began it, the male dominance amongst most peoples was of such long standing that no record remained of its inception, and even when, as among the more primitive races the animal sexuality was worshipped, the phallus was considered more holy and adorable than the womb. This to a human mind, appeared a little unjust, as in mammal reproduction the male plays a very small part. The live mammal, the whole mammal, lies in the womb; while when it is born the male animal cannot keep it alive. So, if mammal sexuality were to be worshipped at all, one would expect, under such a superstition, to find privilege heavily on the side of the females, who carry the children, bear the children, and feed the children. But it was not so, even under the fertility religions; and when these primitive superstitions gave way to the religions of Western civilization, the male dominance became still more marked, and the position of the females more subordinate. This new religion inclined to hatred of animal sexuality, and where before the males had not been willing to give the females their due as chief reproducers, now they were very willing to mete out punishment to them as chief offenders. For if sexuality is hateful, obviously females are more hateful than males. Childbirth and all feminine functions become unclean, and females were made from extreme youth to feel ashamed of their sexual organs. Where before, the root-jealous male had felt a certain terror of the extraordinary biological powers of the female, he now began to feel contempt, which is more soothing to the self-esteem. Because the females possessed this unclean and contemptible set of organs they were debarred from any but the most subordinate part in the new superstition, and also from the work, affairs, and councils of their nations. The mere possession of a phallus, on the other side, regardless of the character of the possessor, guaranteed a certain amount of civic power. Thus the phallus, though no longer actually worshipped, was still associated with power and pride, inheritance, priesthood, the glory of war, and many other things delightful to subhumans; while the womb and the breasts were associated with nothing but spiritual uncleanness and lifelong subordination. (The only thing in this religion which was connected with woman was a theoretical worship of virginity, which is a complete negation of all a female’s biological worth.) Thus the extraordinary state of affairs existed, not only among the followers of this religion, but also in any part of the planet where there was a male dominance, that boys (young males) were proud of being boys, while girls (young females) were ashamed of being girls. This special sense of shame, added to the ordinary guilt feelings which all subhumans share, made the females grow up devitalized and timid, meek and subservient, lying and artificial, slyly cruel, and in general morally inferior to the males. Added to this sense of shame was an intense secret envy of the phallus, the sign of power. The young subhuman females were made to feel of no account, even before they were well out of their cradles, and before they were aware of possessing any sexual organs at all. Their reproductive organ was internal, and their mammary glands undeveloped. Yet their small brothers’ phallus was visible even from babyhood, and the girl rapidly learned to associate it with all the value and all the dignity of being a boy. She felt herself despised, and not only that, but physically unfinished, lacking and inadequate. And when, as she grew older, she realized that she had sexual organs, she discovered that they were only a matter for whispering, secrecy and shame, and not even of much practical value unless she could produce with them more boys. She herself was not worth reproducing. Her envy of the male became greater, but even this envy might not be open. Their superstition taught them that discontent with their sex was wrong, so they must suppress it, adding yet another feeling of guilt to the turgid reservoir at the bottom of their minds.


For some reason which I could not fully grasp, some hundred years before the time of my dream, women in England had gained a heightening of consciousness, and with that consciousness grew up a spirit of rebellion. (The shame of their sexual organs was so ingrained, of such long standing, and so entwined with their religion that they have not overcome it yet. It may take them many thousands of years to become as contented with themselves and their sexual functions as men are superficially, and long before they attain this, science may have robbed them of their biological importance altogether. In this case the root jealousy of the male would disappear, and there would be nothing to prevent a lasting peace between the sexes.) In spite of their shame, they began to demand different and better treatment, and they began to receive it. This change in the position of women, which they called the emancipation of women, is not only English, but world wide. Except in the most primitive places all the women of the planet were becoming more conscious, and consequently restless and discontented. The movement has only just begun; it will undoubtedly have many serious set-backs owing to the opposition of the less conscious males, and the supineness of the less conscious females; and the end of it cannot be foreseen. If women retain their biological importance, and become pleased with themselves from birth, and learn to associate power with the womb instead of with the phallus, a dominance of females over males is not only possible but likely. Their self-confidence, which would be rooted as deep as the old male jealousy, would cause in them a tremendous release of psychic power with which the males would be unable to cope. Naturally a female dominance would make the race no happier, nor bring it a whit nearer to humanity. The privilege would merely be reversed, and possibly it would be more oppressive and more cruel.


But it is idle to speculate about the end of this rebellion of women. At the state it had reached when I was in England, the women had received a measure of responsibility and equality in the affairs of the nation, but they could not by their labour usually attain an equal standard of physical comfort, and in their homes they remained inferior. Boy children were still rated higher than girls, and until the idea of war has lost its attractiveness for the race, or until women kill and are killed in wars as freely as men, this must always be so. Women might take part in all the peaceful professions except one. They were not permitted to become priests, for which office the phallus was still indispensable. The most important change that had taken place between the time before the movement and the years of my dream, was the complete emergence of sex antagonism. That which had been secret and subconscious was now open and conscious. It was hardly possible to open one of their books without coming across some expression of this sex antagonism. Whatever they wrote this uncontrollable hatred was bubbling at the bottom of their minds. As one would expect, in this sex antagonism the hatred of the men for the women was the most serious. If men could not keep their position as the valuable and admired sex, if women equalled them or passed them in their own chosen pursuits, then the men would lose all their compensations for their lesser biological importance and their old root jealousy, and must fall into depths of inferiority feeling. The women had nothing to lose, but the men had everything. It may be supposed for the sake of argument (as they would put it) that men became conscious first, and that while men were subhuman, of however low a type, women were still animal. So the women, while still the superior sex, were inferior subhumans. All through their history, with a few individual exceptions, they remained inferior and were not encouraged by the men to develop their consciousness. For obviously the superior subhuman is not the most muscular, or the most inventive; but the one who has attained the highest degree of consciousness, is furthest from the animal, and nearest to the whole, fully-conscious mind of humanity. The higher consciousness can always enslave the lower, and had I wished to do such a subhuman thing as to exercise power over another for my own pleasure, I could have bound any of their minds with mine.


An intensely interesting feature of this sex struggle was the emergence of two small but ever increasing groups, one of males and the other of females, who from adolescence revolted from their sensual dependence on their opposites, and would seek companionship, solace, and even sexual satisfaction among the members of their own sex. Such things were not unknown among the males of former times, for intelligent subhumans are inclined to attempt to escape from the unnatural horror of their lives by doing things which are still more unnatural. Thus the males of a nation called the Greek, which flourished some time before the time of my dream, finding that their females were too little conscious, too stupid and too depressed to be adequate companions for them, revolted from them almost entirely, and sought love and intellectual companionship among the members of their own male group. It did not occur to these subhuman Greeks to raise the status of their women, or try by any means to heighten their consciousness and make them into better companions; so being highly civilized they had to make their escape into a perversion, or a further and worse unnaturalness.


This perversion among males, while not always carried to such lengths as it was among the Greeks, is common in some degree to all nations where there is a male dominance. Among animals it is unnatural for full-grown males to seek each other’s company and move about in homosexual hordes. They are either uninterested in each other, or, at mating-time, hostile with sex jealousy. But this perversion of life-long dependence of males on males is an exceedingly common thing among subhumans. No male, one might almost say, can endure the company of females for a long period; he must always be escaping to some large or small homosexual pack which clings together and excludes all females, such as a regiment, a club, or a bar. The females on the other hand, being not contemptuous, but curious, retained for a considerable time, indeed for all the time of the unquestioned male dominance, their natural liking for the company of the opposite sex, and their natural indifference or hostility to each other.


But as women became more conscious, and consequently rebellious, so they too began to combine against men, to organize themselves, to be loyal to each other, and to replace their former natural indifference or hostility by feelings of friendship and admiration. This was not pleasing to the males, who, though they themselves were not dependent on the women for mental companionship, wished the women to remain thus dependent on them. It fed their vanity to think of their females waiting eagerly for them to leave their homosexual packs and return home; while, if the females were finding mental pleasure in their own company their eagerness would only be physical, and no more flattering to men than men’s lust is to women.


So when this perversion among women became, in the small groups I mentioned, a deeper perversion of complete independence of men, even sexually, it was not the other females who were most resentful, but the large mass of normal men. Subhumans are, I may say, very fond of labelling themselves normal; I never could quite understand what they meant by it. Sometimes it appeared to mean natural, but if so, none of them were normal. If it meant the mean, or average, then but one man in the nation could have been normal, because no two men were exactly alike. I think actually it meant the large body in the herd of English subhumans who had not reached the highest degree of consciousness that was possible in that nation at that time. I think any subhuman who was considerably more conscious than his fellows was open to the charge of abnormality, and the man I met who, in the end, reached a very high state of consciousness, was considered for a large part of his life a lunatic.


To return, it was extremely painful for a normal man to have to think that any female, even though a complete stranger, was mentally and emotionally and sexually independent of masculine company. It was so distressing that he never could allow himself to believe it, and would maintain very earnestly both to himself and to others that all the women of this small, but increasing group were merely making the best of a bad job, and would have mated with males if they could. Indeed it would be difficult to prove that this was not a fact, because the shortage of men in England, after the years of Empire building and the years of war, was very serious, and it was not easy even for very willing females to find permanent mates.


As to the other small group, those men who improved the ordinary and age-old masculine perversion into a complete sexual independence of women, they also roused the most violent feelings of resentment and contempt, not, as you would suppose, among the normal women, but again among the normal men. The females thought it unfortunate, and a little unjust, that in a time of such shortage of males, some of them should abjure women altogether; but the singular behaviour of these male homosexuals roused them only to a mild wonder and a slight and perhaps refreshing contempt.


Besides the feelings of personal resentment against these two groups of homosexuals, there existed a deeper, less personal and half religious sentiment against what was called unnatural vice. All the vices of the subhumans being superbly unnatural, they pick out this one as being, indeed, the only really unnatural vice. It was in the past often connected with paganism, which means a state of believing in a primitive superstition, or heresy, which is a dissent from some dogma in the national civilized superstition. Heretics in particular had often been accused of these homosexual practices, and as heretics were feared and hated as superlatively wicked people, this vice, being bound up with heresy in the minds of the faithful, was feared and hated far more than the equally unnatural sexual vices of rape and prostitution. Even though now, in England, heresy is no longer a crime, nor indeed much regarded at all, the superstitious fear of this inevitable by-product of heresy remains in the minds of many people with some vitality, rendering them unreasonably intolerant and harsh. At the back of this again is a yet older reprobation of homosexuality which is not really connected with the Englishman’s religion at all, but with the primitive tribal religion on to which it was grafted. To this old religion, which was very harsh and cruel, and made of God a subhuman of an unusually grasping nature, the English people refer when it suits them, that is when they wish to be harsh and cruel, ignoring it in favour of their own gentler religion when they are in their more usual kindly and tolerant moods. This old religion was invented originally for the use of a primitive nomadic people who were always wandering and fighting. Only hardy children could live to grow up under such conditions; males were always being killed and females carried off, and a constant supply of children was necessary if the tribe was to continue in existence. Homosexuality, being sterile, was therefore on practical grounds strongly to be condemned, and was punishable by death. It is reported that this god, who took an intense interest in the affairs of the subhumans, once destroyed two whole cities full of homosexuals by burning them with fire, having allowed a small party of heterosexuals to escape first.


In England, at the time of my dream, male homosexuals were not killed, nor were they very often interfered with; but they were liable to lose their liberty for a period of years if the law against them were enforced. Females were in no danger of being legally punished, as among them it was not considered a crime. This apparent favouring of females in such a serious matter as unnatural vice puzzled me at first, but as I came to a greater knowledge of the subhuman male character and realized men’s unwillingness to allow women to be independent of them in any way, I saw that here, perhaps, lay the reason for this unaccountable legal omission. The men, who hitherto have made all the public rules under which they all must live or be punished, preferred that unnatural vice among women should go uncorrected rather than it should have any legal existence.


You may think that these homosexuals, who were physically of one sex and in behaviour of another, might with their dual natures be groping, in a very clumsy and childish way, towards a more human state of existence. But whatever they may be when, as must happen if they go on increasing at their present rate, they are accepted, that is, neither ridiculed nor persecuted by the heterosexuals; at present they are not more human than the rest, but less so. To the ordinary subhuman guilt feeling is added a powerful guiltiness of their own caused by their singularity, and the mockery and dislike that is poured out on them; and this private and special guilt feeling usually results in a pugnacious defiance or a feeble self-pity. They have even less grasp than the other subhumans of the true relation of the self to the not-self, and their woes, imaginary or real, fill their horizons to the exclusion of all else. As a sign of the times they are interesting, but in themselves I believe they have no importance.


While the sex struggle is still going on they will almost certainly increase, and for the practical benefit of the English nation in particular, it is desirable that they should do so. The English people are not nomadic; Empire-building has ceased; and their children, though they are like their parents, appallingly unhealthy, do not die in infancy at a primitive rate. This world’s economy is tangled, partly as a result of the war and the peace, and partly because civilized subhumans are always improving their machinery without due thought to the consequences. They will put in a new machine which will do six men’s work, regardless of the fact that the machine does not want to consume six men’s food, clothes and housing. The six men are impoverished and can no longer buy food and clothes, while some other machines, or men, are producing six men’s food and clothes, which are now not needed and cannot be sold, since the first machine has no use for them. So in England (and in many other countries) there was a large proportion of the population which could find no work (which they must have to keep well in their minds) nor the amount of food they required to keep well in body. What is wanted, is not more children, but far fewer, if their society is to hold together at all, and any practical rulers should stop all persecution and ridicule of the naturally sterile homosexuals and encourage them by every means in their power. But the rulers, though fully aware of the peril to themselves and society constituted by this large mass of idle and half-starved proletarians (the name of the unprivileged class) do not discourage the birth of children into what must be for many of them, a life of idleness and half-starvation, being held back from such a policy by their superstition, and also by a reasonable fear of another monstrous and highly civilized war.
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