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chapter 1


OUR ANCIENT ANCESTORS’ FEARS


Imagine you lived in an early human tribe thousands of years ago. All your life, your people have wandered through the forest, killing deer and rabbits for meat and gathering nuts and roots. Always before, you’ve had enough food to eat, but this winter has been long and brutal. Your stores of food are gone, and there’s nothing else to be found. Even the wild animals are starving.


On a cold, bitter night, you and the others in your tribe huddle around a fire, your stomachs empty and your spirits bleak. An enormous moon rises above the trees, shining its cold light across the snow. Eerie howls drift through darkness, and you shift closer to the man beside you, seeking warmth and comfort. When he turns his head toward you, though, you see he’s as frightened as you are. You shudder, with both cold and terror, but finally, you nod off into a shallow sleep.


Something wakes you. The fire has fallen into glowing embers, and the others in your tribe are nothing but dark, huddled shapes, pressed close together against the cold. You hear a twig crack . . . and then a shadow slips from one tree to another beneath the moon’s bitter light. Your breath freezes in your chest, and before you can wake the others, the black shape seems to gather itself . . . then leaps—


A scream wakes the rest of the tribe. The blackness has seized one of the tribe’s old women by the throat. Before anyone can do anything to save her, she is gone, swallowed by the forest’s darkness.


“What was it?” you gasp.


“A wolf,” says a woman, but another shakes her head.


“That was no wolf. It was a man. I saw it walk on two legs.”


“No, it was a wolf,” the first woman insists. She turns to her man. “Go after it. We need to hunt it down and kill it before it attacks us again.”


In the moonlight, you see the man’s eyes shift away from his woman’s gaze. He’s afraid, you realize. You’re all afraid. The winter has been too long, too cold, too hungry. There’s nowhere safe to hide, and the wild beasts have grown so hungry they’ll attack a group of humans around a fire.
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Imagine a world where on a cloudy dark night, the only light was a fire: no city lights clouding the sky, no warm glow from streetlights or windows, no electric lights at all (nor even any candles or lamps) anywhere on the planet!





In the morning, you will mourn the old woman. But tonight you are all too terrified. The world feels wrong, you think, as though evil has eaten out its heart. Someone builds up the fire again, and you move as close to the warmth and light as you dare.
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