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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.







CHAPTER I


Among all the inventions of this age only those have been heard of, let alone used by the public, whose inventors have either had some commercial training or have been in touch with someone who had. Without the help of some such person who understands business, the thing is not put on the market, and there are many inventions today of which no-one knows anything except some clerk in the Patent Office and, so improvident often is genius, that some of these inventions may even have never been patented. Whether they are more wonderful than the ones we know I have no way of telling; but all inventions are wonderful, all of them drawn suddenly by a stray thought out of the absolute void. Indeed in the night around us there must be millions of ideas lurking unknown to man, while thoughts flash out from men like little rare sparks; and the chance of one of those thoughts hitting one of those lurking ideas is probably not much greater than the chance of a meteorite hitting a star. The invention of which I wish to write, so as to introduce its pleasures to the public, is one of these ideas that was hit by the spark of a luminous thought, but the active brain from which the spark shot out was in a lethargic body, or perhaps it is fairer to say that all the energies of that body had gone into the brain; and when the inventor, with the unknown name of Methery, had perfected his invention, the futuroscope, he took no practical steps to get anything from it such as money, and so, if I am so fortunate as to be able to awake any interest of my reader in writing about the futuroscope, he will have to be content merely with that interest, for the thing is not yet on the market, and it is at present what television was a few years ago, a thing known to exist but not in private possession.


The set I have used for the observations to be jotted down in this book I borrowed from Methery, and it is just at present the only set in the world, unless the idea has got out, as ideas will, and the invention has been pirated in some foreign country. That I cannot say. J. H. Methery, of 120 Athenaeum Gardens, a high building devoted to flats, is the inventor and, though the thing is not as wonderful as wireless, of which like television it is a kind of junior branch, and though it would be absurd to claim for him such fame as Marconi’s, I think it is only fair that he should at least have been heard of. Many of my friends say No, attaching as much importance to practical success as they do to brilliant inspiration, and holding that, if he is half genius to get the idea, he is half fool to make no better use of it. He did undertake very considerable labour to make the machine and perfect it, though, once he had got the idea, that was not so difficult. But they give him no credit for that, holding that the thing was not complete until it was in the shops and sold at a reasonable price so that it could be as much in the hands of the public as television. I suggested to him that he might have an aerial shaped like a letter M, so as to bring his name before the public, but he said that that was merely silly. And in other suggestions of mine he showed equally little interest, nor would he consult anybody in business who could have helped him far more than I could. Perhaps I can account for his carelessness about business by telling the principal use that he made of his invention, for whenever I saw him use his futuroscope he was turning it on the stars, watching for novas in the remote future and things like that, which shows how little reasonable interest he took in our daily affairs. And when I saw that that lack of interest seemed after a while to extend to his own invention, so that he showed not the slightest keenness about the Derby or the election of the next ten presidents of the United States, I asked him if I might borrow his futuroscope, a practical suggestion that interested him so little that he said he did not think I could easily carry it away. But the moment I suggested a taxi he gave me his permission to take it for as long as I liked. And that is how I came to get a loan of the futuroscope, which I drove out to Kent all the way in a taxi, a bit over twenty miles.


Now to explain its use. It is, as its name is intended to suggest, an instrument for looking into the future, as television looks into distance, each of them bringing the object close to the observer. I say “intended because Methery’s knowledge of the classical languages is no better than that of the man who invented the word “bicycle”, so that the name he has given to his machine shows the same ill-assorted mixture of Latin and Greek of which that word is composed; and, for that matter, “television” is no better. When I said to Methery that I would like to suggest a slight alteration he glanced at me with a momentary look of alarm, evidently fearing that I had found something wrong with his instrument. But, when I complained of this bastard word, he lost all interest. And so the thing has to remain as he ill-advisedly named it. It certainly conveys the idea all right; and Methery does not mind how. The thing is rather a camera-like instrument, supported upon a tripod with a black cloth over the top, under which you put your head and look through a thick circular glass the size of the rim of a teacup. There are knobs as on a wireless set, the lefthand one having one letter L, and ten numbers arranged in a semicircle. L stands for Local, and as you turn the knob the other numbers give you other places. By turning the knob you can switch a circle of light pretty well all over England, while another knob, also numbered, moves another circle of flickering light, and is the time-knob. You have to get the two circles together, a mere matter of focus, and the light in the one circle then becomes much brighter and it shows you quite vividly a circular patch of the country at a certain time in the future, according to where you may have twisted the time-knob. Another knob gives you sounds, as with a wireless set, so that you can hear voices there quite clearly, say in a small village in Surrey in the year 2000. Larger than a small village the circle of light will not show very clearly, and even with a small village it is rather dim at the edges; but it can be narrowed and concentrated to a circle of only a few yards across, so that you can see a lawn with daisies on it quite clearly a hundred years hence. It is pleasant to sit with the futuroscope beside me, looking out at the future every now and then and at different parts of the country, just as easily as it used to be to get Vienna or Algiers on the wireless, though for some reason I don’t understand I don’t find that quite so easy now.


I am no historian, only a journalist, now retired, and living in this small house out in the country, and I no more considered undertaking the enormous work of gathering all the necessary facts which would enable me to write the history of England for the next few hundred years, after which the circular light of the futuroscope tends to grow dim, than I have ever thought, looking the other way, of collecting facts for a history of the last few centuries. I borrowed the futuroscope merely for my personal amusement, very much as people buy television sets. Nor should I dream of using my friend Methery’s invention to write anything so serious as a history of England, which is obviously a thing he should do himself. For me to do it would be like reaping another man’s cornfield. And so I amuse myself turning that circle of light on the hill in front of my window, and watching its slow changes as I twiddle the righthand knob. At first I see more houses upon its lower slope, where I can remember there being none at all; I turn the knob further over and there are still more of them and higher up the hill, mostly those small ones that we call Council houses, and then I can turn it to a time when they cover the whole hill, all but a part of it on which we have a cross that we cut in the chalk as a memorial to the men who fell in the Kaiser’s war. In that far time I saw it stand in a green square left among the houses, with ornamental shrubs at the sides and the cross in the middle. The houses looked so crowded that I soon turned the knobs back to zero, which puts out the light, and I look at the hill through my window instead, and there it is again as I always remember it, with the grass bright in sunlight and the wood dark at the top. I am afraid they are not going to leave much of that wood when they build these houses up to the top of the hill, for I only saw few trees, each standing alone there. And yet I have not said the last word of the wood.




CHAPTER II


As I have used the futuroscope for my amusement, as most people use television, I find it a little difficult to adapt my discoveries to the interest of my reader, who will naturally look for a more consecutive history of the future than what my random glimpses can afford. If I attempt to place those glimpses in their correct chronological order, I find first of all the increase of small houses, which I have mentioned as covering our hill, spreading like a slow flood pretty well all over England, while roads get wider and smoother. Then I notice cracks in the surface of the roads, and grass and moss, and even scabious, beginning to grow up through them, and growing thicker and thicker, while brambles lean down from the hedges and creep further and further into the wide roads; and I notice about this time that most of the traffic is being done by air. Helicopters are larger then and much improved, and the air seems full of invisible lanes from which no aeroplane deviates. I never knew exactly what date I was looking at, number 10 on the righthand dial of course took me further into the future than number 9, but I did not know what year any of the numbers represented, though no doubt Methery did, but I had not troubled to ask him. I have no scientific or historical purpose and merely use the machine for my amusement, as pretty well everyone does with whatever sets they have.


The further I turned the knob forward from the point at which the wide roads began to crack, the thicker the weeds grew on them and I saw them spread very rapidly, the faintest touch to the knob bringing thousands more, which not only ran out from the hedges but from a wide lawn down the middle of most of the roads which had once been carefully tended and on which I had even seen flowerbeds planted for several miles, separating the two streams of traffic. But now they grew rapidly weedy and only an occasional lorry or mechanized farm-cart ran over the weeds and the flowers, and nearly all the traffic had gone into the air. Trains were still running occasionally, but the railways seemed to have been largely cut out by the roads and, when the roads were cut out by the planes, the railways did not seem to recover their lost ground. But though my vivid circular light could enter houses as easily as television can, I did not find the print of newspapers there very easy to read, so that all the news I got was from the placards outside the shop on which were the headings, or from the wireless in houses which I could pick up with my sound-knob, if the news should be turned on when I peeped into them with my little circle of light, which was quite invisible to the residents there. Building seemed to be spreading everywhere and what we call civilization, and many new inventions of which I knew nothing were constantly being referred to, but it seemed very curious to me, from all the news I could gather by placards or wireless, how little nations change: a certain violent boasting came as of old from Germany, the whole English attitude was still a hope that, violent though the words might be, the Germans were still too good at heart to mean anything by them, and the government that seemed to suit the Russian people best still wavered between the methods of Lenin and the milder government of Ivan the Terrible.


The countryside changed far more than the people. In my own home, with the knob at Local, I see always less of our national trees and more exotic ones, and the wild roses and hawthorn disappearing and giving place to orderly gardens full of flowers which I must admit are more gorgeous than our hyacinths and anemones. And yet I miss the flowers of the woodlands and downs, as the wild slopes where the thyme grows now and the hill-tops on which the hazels shelter anemones shrink to smaller and smaller patches as I peer through Methery’s strange instrument into the future. But I must get it into chronological order, which is not so easy, as I have been twiddling the knob to amuse myself with stray glimpses in no particular order. Well, the first thing I noticed was that hedges were disappearing fast from the farms, and this seemed to mean fewer birds, as they had nowhere to nest on the farms, and that meant more insects, and so I saw them using poisonous sprays to protect their crops from the insects, and that of course began to kill the surviving birds that ate the insects, for I soon saw far fewer of them, and before I had twiddled the knob to what I guessed was about a hundred years ahead I could see no partridges at all on any farm wherever I ran the little circle of light, and, seeing none at all after that, I decided that partridges must have become extinct. In this I found out afterwards I must have been mistaken and a few pairs must have survived in what was left of the woods, for much later I saw the coveys all back again and, indeed, more than I had known in my time, which is now. But pheasants had soon quite gone with the gamekeepers and with the large country houses, which soon only survived as museums and ruins and dead places like that. I noticed that singing birds also had greatly decreased, whether by the removal of the hedges in which they nested, by which farmers gain a few more hundred square yards to plough, or because of the great increase of the birds which gamekeepers used to call vermin and which feed on the singing birds.


And then I saw more fog in the country than what I used to remember, and at first I thought it was something wrong with the glass of the futuroscope; but I cleaned it with chamois leather and the fog was still there and someone seemed to have poisoned the fog; for, though of course I could not smell it through the futuroscope, I saw people putting their handkerchiefs to their mouths and noses and coughing, and on one or two occasions I saw elderly people unaccountably drop dead. It was a strange experience glancing through hundreds of years as I was able to do, so that it was easy to notice, to see a civilization growing more and more wonderful, with the air conquered and the earth subdued by pavement, while the people who made this wonderful civilization grew more and more childish. And yet I should not say that, because this people had made this civilization that at many points was too intricate for my understanding. It was more like seeing a very learned professor playing childish games or doing silly things. For instance their rice was still a deadly white as in our time, and the last windmill seemed to have gone, and their flour was fine and white as powdered chalk, and for nearly a hundred years the shades of electric light in some houses were still upside down, as they mostly are in ours. And much else I might have found to criticize had I looked forward in a critical spirit; but I have not yet ceased to wonder at wireless, or indeed any of the great inventions of our time, so that I looked at Methery’s little invention only with wonder and gazed at the future in a spirit of awe.


Well, then, what I chiefly saw was a tide of houses setting in from London and all flowing eastward and southward over Kent, while through it like currents ran great roads, wider than any we know, which swept the hedgerows away and sometimes whole fields, until the aeroplanes swept the traffic away and road above road through the sky was as full of traffic as our solid roads are now. The vast increase of the houses naturally narrowed the farms, which I saw dwindling every time that I moved the knob forward, in spite of the trivial gains that they got by destroying the hedges; and, were it not for huge blocks of flats, running even to forty stories, there would probably have been no country left at all, and I began to wonder if there were any countrymen; for the dwellers in those high flats seemed somehow removed from an understanding of the countryside and to be no longer a part of it. The enormously increasing population and the narrowing farms and the greatly widened roads all naturally suggested great import of food from abroad, and such glimpses as I had when, by twisting the lefthand knob, I ran the circle of light down to some of the ports seemed to verify this.


Once I turned the futuroscope on the country by night and the whole land seemed to be twinkling, and it appeared to be more crowded than even it did by day. And after one of these glimpses some way ahead, I came to the conclusion that Nature was finished, and finally conquered by Man. I mean Nature as we know it, woods, hedges and flower-clad hills, and I thought it had been replaced by pavement, houses, roads and machinery, as the Anglo-Saxons replaced the red Indians in America. So foolish a fancy is to be explained, or at least excused, by what I saw when I looked through the futuroscope, with which I frequently played when I had nothing else to do, for all the flowers and grass on the hillside at which I look from my window were gone, except for the little square about the cross, and the woods had disappeared but for a few trees, and I never saw an animal that was not in subjection to Man after the last of the partridges had vanished, except for hawks and magpies and grey crows, and I suppose there were mice and rats on which they fed; and it seemed to me that great roads and fast machines, and electric light which was twinkling from countless windows, were all over England for ever. Reason too seemed to support this fancy, for often enough I had calculated, and heard others calculate, that if a certain invention or achievement of science had advanced so far in so long, it would get so much further in a hundred years and double that distance in two hundred. So I thought that Nature was finished and that the might of mankind dominated the earth. We have little doubt about that might now, but after all those glimpses through the futuroscope it seemed an absolute certainty.


Idle although my purpose was in borrowing the futuroscope in order to amuse hours that would otherwise have been spent in looking out of the window at a scene with less changes than what I could bring to it by twiddling the righthand knob, I had nevertheless one purpose of almost a serious nature, which neither historian nor scientist might consider beneath his notice, and that was to study the increase of the power of Man, by noting the number of new inventions that appeared in a year, and examining the bright buildings to which they gave rise, even where I could not understand their purpose. Indeed I could not understand any of them, so that no temptation arose to rob some man whose grandparents were not yet born, by patenting one of these inventions myself, for they were altogether too marvellous for my comprehension and utterly beyond it, so that it is not much use my attempting to describe them and far less to explain their use. And this will hardly disappoint my readers, for I am afraid that they could not expect me to explain even the wonders of our day or, for that matter, many of the commonplaces. Let anyone try, himself, to explain to a nomad of the Northern Sahara the manufacture and use of a small wireless set; and by use I do not mean so much how it works as why; and he will see at once, however well he understands the dialect of Arabic in use under the Djebal Aures Mountains, what a difficult task it is; and this when he has only to describe an instrument in such common use that the nomad might easily see one if he ever came to a town. Far harder would it be for me, as may be readily understood, who understand nothing of wireless (though a set is within a few feet of me as I write), to explain any of the marvels of transport, bridging and architecture that only I have seen and of which I comprehend so little.


It is no mere selfish wish to preserve these wonderful sights for merely my own amusement that prevents me from describing the strangeness and the magnificence to which the cities of Man had risen, but merely inability to do so intelligently. And when I say the cities of Man I might rather say one city, for wherever I ran the circular light of the futuroscope over England I saw at least one street of continuous houses that joined it all up with London. And purely for my own amusement I did not content myself with the palatial magnificence of the great city I saw, but calculating by the steady growth the futuroscope showed me, I used to prophesy to myself the height to which this city would rise from the earth in another few hundred years, and even found it quite possible to calculate from the basis of things already observed how long it was likely to be before they would bridge the Channel. And then came the day when, twiddling the righthand knob and keeping the left one at Local, I was peering as usual at what had been our village, and which was now a town rambling all the way to London, and looking at the headlines of news, which were still to be seen on placards outside shops, and listening to occasional wireless and noticing with some satisfaction that our relations with Russia still remained good, and even better than they are today, and just as I was about to turn the light of the futuroscope off, there came a flash the whole length of the horizon in the direction of London, which went half way up the sky with what looked like one flame. And after that I was not able to see clearly for some time and a doctor said that water, which repeatedly ran from my eyes, was slightly radio-active.


When I did go back to the futuroscope again, where it still stood in my window, with the lefthand knob at Local and the righthand one at the same number, I moved that knob the merest fraction forward, to see what happened after that extraordinary flash. It was a warm summer’s day and must have been about midsummer, for all the may was over, what little was left of it in that urban valley that was such pure countryside once, and on what remained of the farms that had grown so hostile to hedges, and the elder was in full bloom and the wild roses were out, wherever they had escaped the conquering hand of Man. Houses and hills were glittering in bright sun, but I only caught that hot sunlight just in time, for very soon after I had turned the futuroscope on, a dark cloud came in the east and rose up the sky very rapidly and was soon hovering over all the valley.


And then it began to snow. I was just turning the circular light of the futuroscope on to the landscape beyond our valley to the West, which seemed very queer to me, but before I could look at it further the snow blotted out everything. Huge flakes were falling, bigger than any that I had seen before. I watched a man who was hurrying back to the village, that had become a town covering the whole of the hillside, and he acted queerly, trying to brush each snowflake hastily from him, not so much as though he were chilled, but as though the flakes burned him, and I got the idea that they might be radio-active. The houses, I may say, were still standing; but that great flash I had seen along the western horizon, and which had almost been too much for my eyes, seemed to have shaken them a great deal and, so far as I could see anything through the snowstorm, it seemed that that frightful snow was piling up on them rapidly, and, watching the strange scene anxiously for an hour and getting glimpses of the houses through occasional gusts in the storm that swirled the snowflakes away, I got the idea that the storm was breaking the shaken houses down by sheer weight. The man I had seen hurrying towards the ruins who appeared to be burned by the snowflakes was the only human being I could see in the whole of the landscape, though whether they had been killed by the shock of that flame I had seen go up the western sky, or whether the snowflakes obscured them or they were hiding inside the ruins, I could not tell. But that life had been brought to a standstill there, if not even extinguished, I had no doubt, for I saw a news-placard that no-one had moved still standing outside a shop before the snow began to fall, with a headline on it saying Relations With Russia Satisfactory. Then I saw the one man fall down in the snow, whether burned or chilled I could not tell, and he was almost immediately covered up where he fell among the wild roses. I could do nothing; I was some centuries away from him.




CHAPTER III


It had been my purpose to study the architecture of the great cities of our future and the marvels of their inventions; but after that astounding flash and the snowstorm my sole interest was in trying to find out what had happened, and, when I found that my knowledge of science was insufficient to understand it, I concentrated for so long as I kept the futuroscope in my house on the simpler work of watching what occurred, or rather I should say what is to occur, in England after that. So I moved the righthand knob, the time-knob, only slightly forward, and never moved it backward any more beyond the point at which the snowstorm occurred, keeping the place-knob almost always at Local, till I came by a knowledge of the Darenth valley that I was tempted to think was unique, till I remembered that there were many who, studying its history backwards, had watched it for far longer than my few centuries, not to mention those who had gone beyond history back into archeology and even geology, to come upon the traces of ways of life whose simplicity I had always associated with the past.


Well, that snow fell for several days, the black cloud that it came from entirely obscuring the sun, and the huge flakes hiding any glimmer of light that might have flickered through. And when the black cloud went and all the snow was flashing in the bright sun of midsummer I saw from its low mounds before it melted that the town was completely destroyed, and when by an almost imperceptible turn of the knob I passed away a few hours I found it even worse than the mounds of snow had indicated; for the shock of the strange explosion must have brought down all the ceilings and so shaken the walls that they had been unable to support the weight of that enormous snow. There lay the valley that I had known, which had become a town and crawled over the hills to join up with the palaces that had crept out street by street from London, all now a heap of ruins. As it was a very hot summer the snow had soon melted, but a curious absence of life, even of mice, all over that swollen village made me suspect there was something bad in that snow, and this I have confirmed as I sit by my window, looking frequently through the futuroscope and turning the time-knob very slowly forwards till I have passed a few years away and find still no sign of life coming back to the ruins, so that I am forced to the obvious conclusion that the whole village is radio-active.


Then I turned the light to see what had befallen the rest of England and, as I suspected from the direction of that great flash, I find the worst is in London. Indeed the downland I look at when I keep the knob at Local is just outside the edge of the great crater, which seems not only to include the whole of London but, stretching across West Kent, to go into Berkshire and to extend its terrible circle far into Surrey and Hertfordshire. This is what I shall refer to as the great London crater. But, running the circle of light controlled by the place-knob over England, I found several more such craters, giving England so much the appearance of the moon, that I wondered if something of the same kind had happened there. At these other craters I only glanced cursorily, then concentrated all my interest on the edge of the North downs that I can see from my window, and see also through the futuroscope, but how strangely altered. Two things, indeed, had altered it, civilization which had destroyed the wild roses and buried the thyme under streets, and then this frightful disaster which had overthrown the houses and was at last to bring back the wild roses. But it was some years before anything grew. And then one Spring, with a strong wind blowing for some days up from the sea, grass, moss and brambles and convolvulus seemed to run back to their own again, and the harsh and desolate lines of the broken walls became all at once dim with greenery. This was certainly not the future for which I had borrowed my friend’s strange instrument to observe. But I cannot choose what is coming and I sometimes doubt if any man can, and so, far indeed as it is from anything I set out to see, I have turned all my attention to watching what the future will bring to this valley that lies so peaceful before my window now, though somewhat scarred by old wounds. I did not have to turn the knob very far to see Nature rushing back with all her wild roses, her thyme and the thousand tendrils of her convolvulus to the hill from which she had been so long exiled by civilization and by disaster.


One day I saw a fox on the edge of the woods on the hill, and next day penetrating further into the wood I saw a badger, and these two things gave me the hope that men had also survived. And the hope was justified, for turning the time-knob some way ahead, with the place-knob always at Local, I saw at last a young fellow walking along the side of the hill, stepping over the ruins without taking any notice of them and going to his home, which I was just able to make out at the very end of the hill. I had been so long expecting to see men housed in towering palaces, since first I borrowed the futuroscope, that I almost missed the home that this young man entered. And it was not easily distinguishable from the rest of the domain of Nature, whose reign appeared now so absolute, quite unchallenged by Man, or by that revolted slave that became his master, the iron creature whose veins held petrol or steam. The roof of the house was of thatch, the walls were of logs and the windows were very small and without glass. The chimney was built of rocks joined by some sort of clay and ran straight down to what, judging from the outside, was a large fireplace.


It seems easy, when one is given this rare opportunity to peer into the future, to tell simply what is coming, and it might be to some, but so vast was the vision which this strange instrument showed me, that I found the greatest difficulty at the outset in telling a coherent story at all. To begin with I had nowhere near enough knowledge of science to know what had happened when that flame lit all the horizon or to know what made such an explosion possible, any more than I ever knew just what happened upon the moon. And then I saw before me, wherever I looked, a scene to describe which adequately I should need the training of a botanist and more knowledge of wild life than comes our way anywhere under the reign of civilization. So what I decided to do, in order to tell anything of this strange future at all, was to ignore the forests and marshes of the great London crater and all the other craters and the green land and the forests in between them and observe the story of one of the inhabitants of this land that I knew so well and which was so strange to me, some young man such as the one whom I had seen walk into the reed hut and close the heavy door behind him; but rather one of his descendants than he, for I wanted to see how men would deal with the times to be brought by the strange commotion that I had witnessed for a moment, before the flash dazzled my eyes. The history of the next few centuries, the altered geography of the country, the great explosion itself and the cause of it, I will leave entirely to Methery.




CHAPTER IV


As soon as I had had my breakfast next day I went to the futuroscope, as my custom is, and turned on the righthand knob, five or six hundred years from the time I had first seen a man after the disaster, whatever it was. I turned the light full on the same part of the hill as where I had seen the hut, and was surprised to find it still there, or another one built or the same spot. Not much had greatly altered. The woods along the top of the hill that I knew, which had been swept away as the village increased to a town, had all come back again. The farms that the town had so nearly overrun were almost all gone again, this time being covered by forests, but the slopes of the downs were much as they used to be: thyme was still growing upon them in bright patches and bushes of wild roses, and they had evidently been kept clear for the grazing of sheep. I was so far ahead now that I was able to form some idea of the destiny of Man, though whether it goes in waves, from barbarism to the height of a civilization and to barbarism and civilization again, or whether what I saw is indeed the lot that was intended for Man in the beginning, and to which after straying awhile he will come again, I could not tell, for the futuroscope soon goes dim after the time to which I turned the knob after breakfast this morning.
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