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PROLOGUE
CELESTIAL MECHANICS

CHAPTER ONE

Mr. Wells and Professor Huxley Observethe
L eonids
1884

In chill November, the nights were as dark as the stars were bright.

Young Wells followed his professor up rarely used wooden dairs to the labyrinthine rooftop of the
universty hal. When he politedy opened the access door for the older man, the damp ar threatened fog
or, worse, obscuring clouds. Y et he saw that the Sky overhead was merdfully clear: a canvas on which to
paint glorious streaks of light.

"The meteors will begin fdling soon, Wells" The old biology professor looked just as eager as his
student.

The minarets and gables of London's Norma School of Sci-ence provided a maze of nooks, gutters,
and eaves interspersed with sooty chimneypots and loose tiles. Daring students could dimb out on ledges
and hold secret meetings, even arrange assig-nations with willing girls from the poorer sections of South
Ken-sington who could be sweet-talked with pleasant and cultured words.

WEels doubted that any of his classmates had ever dimbed out for such alofty purpose as his own.

T. H. Huxley's creaking bones and aching limbs forced him to move with paingtaking care dong the
precarious shingles, yet the famous man had a grace and surety about him. Wells knew better than to
offer the professor any assstance. Although Thomas Henry Huxley was now an old man with yedlowish
skin and gray hair, the bright brown eyesin his square face ill hdd a gaze as sharp as a hunting facon's.
In his youth, he had spent years as a surgeon and naturdist aboard a saling ship, the Rattlesnake,
col-lecting and documenting biologica specimens from around the world, much as his revered colleague
Charles Dawin had done. Huxley had been through storms and hostile landscapes, harsh di-mates and
unfriendy natives, he could certainly negotiate a rooftop, even one dick with moss and mig.

With a weary sgh, the professor eased himsdf down beside a grimy brick chimney, adjusting his
black wool coat. Leaning back, he propped his gray-haired head againg a chimney and scratched his
bushy white sdeburns.

"Is this your fird meteor shower, Mr. Wdls? The Leonids are a good place to dart." Huxley's
booming voice was gartlingly loud on the rooftop.

"I've seen shooting stars before, Sr, but never actudly studied them. Even in my youth, | spent more
time with my nose stuck in a book than looking up at the sky."

The old man gave awheezing laugh. "Exactly as | expected.”



Huxley's private conversationd tone wasn't much softer than the forceful oratory for which he had
become famous. Whether he was lecturing students or shouting in vehement debate with pig-headed
bishops, his confident delivery, wit, and obvious intelli-gence won him many friends, and created as many
enemies,

A flash in Wdllss peripherd vison took hm completely by sur-prise. "There, gr!" He gestured so
rapidly that he nearly lost his precarious baance on the danted roof. A streak of white light shot
overhead then evaporated, so trandent it seemed bardy an after-image on his eyes.

"Ah, our fird meteor of the night, and you spotted it, Wells. Of course, your eyes are younger than
mine"

"But your eyes have seen more things, ar." Limber enough at eighteen, Wdls arranged his legs into an
awkward squat, propping his worn shoes againg a gutter for balance.

"Dont flaiter me, Wdls. | won't tolerate it."

"Sorry, gr."

Widls would have accepted any number of rebukes in exchange for the ingghts he received during the
professor's biology lectures. Here at the univeraty, his mind had been opened to a whole uni-verse that

dwarfed the dreary lower-middle-class exisgence to which his mother and brothers had resigned
themsdves

Widlss dour mother had resisted the idea of an "unnecessary education,” afraid her boy Herbert might
put on airs above his socid gation. But the young man wanted to be a teacher, not a tradesman like the
rest of hisfamily.

When only seventeen, Wdls had taken matters into his own hands by taking his way into a modest
pogtion as an assstant stu-dent teacher a the Midhurst School. Anxious to be free of his draper's
gpprenticeship, he had written a beseeching letter to the schoolmaster, Horace Byait, begging for any
post. The letter was embarrassngly manipulaive, but at the time Wells had been young and desperate.

Byatt had found him an enthusiastic and dedicated pupil. In order to advance himsdf, Wels crammed
immense amounts of knowledge into his hungry brain; he spent a great ded of time in school libraries or
riffling through volumes in the Uppark Manor library while his mother worked. Each time Wdls, or any
one of his students, received a high mark on specid exams provided by the government, the Midhurst
School received afinandd reward. And young H. G. Wells was very profitable to schoolmaster Byatt. In
fact, he did so wdl that he was admitted to the prestigious Norma School of Science, much to Byait's
disgppointment (and loss of income).

There, Wellshad met T. H. Huxley.

Although his mother sent him only a few shillings a week to pay for his schooling, Wells would rather
have starved than return to his former terrible apprenticeship to a draper. He was destined to become a
learned man. Huxley always said, "ldeas make mankind superior to other creatures . . . and superior men
have superior idess."

With a lean face and hollowed eyes, Wedls was scravny—even cadaverous, according to his
roommate and friend, A. V. Jennings. Sometimes, taking pity on him, Jennings would fill him with
beef-steak and beer so they could return replenished to the workbench in Huxley's laboratory. As the
son of a doctor, Jennings received a amdl weekly stipend, but even he could little afford such generosity.

WEéls shivered. Though his garments, athin coat and an old shirt, were insufficient to combat the chill,
he had no desire to go back indgde when he could be out here with the professor. He wig-gled his foot,
fidgeted his hands, dways moving, trying to get warm, as he continued watching.

Around them, a miasma of nighttime noises rose from the streets of London. Horsecarts and hansom
cabs clopped by; pros-titutes flounced into dim aleys or waited under the gas street lamps. Across the
park, in the boarding house a Westbourne Grove where he and Jennings shared a room, the resdents
would be engaged in their nightly carousing, brawls, snging, and drink-ing. Here, high above it al, Wels



enjoyed the rddive peace.

A second meteor appeared overhead like a line drawn with a pen of fire, eerie in its tota slence.
"Another!"

Bright in the western ecliptic, the ruddy point of Mars hung like a baeful eye. Mentdly tracing the
meteor's fiery line back to its origin, Wells saw that it radiated from a point in the sky not far from Mars
itsdf, asif the red planet were launching them like sparks from a grinding whedl.

"Do you ever imagine, Professor, that these meteors might be sgnds of a kind? Perhaps even ships
that have crossed the guf of space?' Wdls often spoke his odd speculations aoud, sometimes to the
entertainment of others, sometimes to their annoyance.

Huxley's eyes hed a bold chdlenge, as did his tone. " Ships? And from whence would they come?’

"Why not... Mars, for indance?' He indicated the orange-red pinpoint. "If Laplace's nebular
hypothesis of planetary formation is correct, and Mars cooled long before Earth, then intdligent life could
have evolved much sooner than any such spark occurred here. Therefore, the Martian race would be
more ancient, and presumably more advanced. Their minds would be immessurably superior to our
own—certainly capable of launching ships into theredm of space.”

A third shooting star passed overhead, asif to emphasize Wellss point.

Huxley took up the mentd chdlenge, as Wdls had known he would. "Ah, Martians . . . interesting.
And what do you suppose such beings would look like? Would their bodies be formed like our own?

WEels resisted making a quick reply. Huxley did not tolerate glib answers. "Naturd sdection would
ultimatdy shape a superior being into a creature with a huge head and eyes. Its body would be
composed amog entirdly of brain. It would have ddicate hands for manipulating tools—but its mentality
would be its greatest toal."

Huxley leaned forward from the chimney. "But why would Martians want to come to our green Earth?
What would be their motive?'

Agan Wedls paused to think. "Conquest. Mars is a dry planet, Sr—cold and drained of resources.
Our world is younger, fresher. Perhaps even now the Martians are regarding this Earth with envi-ous
eyes”

"Ah, a war of the worlds?' Huxley actudly chuckled at this "And you believe that such superior
minds would engage in an exercise as primitive as militay conquest? You must not consder them so
evolved after dl.”

Wéls kept his thoughts to himsdlf, for he suddenly wondered if perhaps T. H. Huxley might be a bit
naive. He might be a font of knowledge about varied species and their adaptations to the envi-ronment,
but if the professor could see no reason why Martians would want to invade the Earth, then Huxley did
not understand the ambitions of those in control. A hierarchy existed between powerful and powerless.
Aswith beesin ahive or wolvesin a pack, socid castes were part of the natura order.

Growing up in a poor family, Wels had witnessed the gross divisons of the upper and lower classes,
how each fought againgt the others for dominance. When he was a miserable apprentice, he had labored
as avirtud dave. After escaping that fate through cal-culated incompetence, Wels had lived with his
mother, who was the head domegtic servant in a large manor, Uppark. His lackluster father had once
been a gardener, then hdfheartedly ran a china shop, but for years had found no better employment than
occa-sond cricket playing.

Wels answered his professor carefully. "It issurviva of the fittest, Sr. If the Martians are a dying race,
they would see Earth as ripe for conquest, full of resources they need, and humeans as infe-rior as cattle.”

Huxley shifted back to his former position, where he watched for further Leonids. "Wadl, then, we
mus hope your mythicd Mar-tians do not invade us after dl. How would we ever resst them?”

The two sat in dlence, looking into the clear ky. Wdls shiv-ered, patidly from the cold, patidly
from his own thoughts.



They watched the stars fdl as the mdevolent eye of Mars gazed at them.

Fghting the feverish pounding in his head, Wdls tried to concen-trate in the noisy biology laboratory.
He wondered if he had caught a chill from the previous night's meteor vigil. His congtitution had aways
been weak, aggravated by poor nutrition; he suffered from coughs and was never surprised to find a
spark of scarlet in his phlegm.

Eventudly, though, he became absorbed in setting up micro-scopes, coverdips, eyedroppers of
pecimens, and experimental apparatus. His preoccupied mind flowed aong with the sound of dacking
beakers, the chatter of fdlow students, the smdl of chem-ica experiments and acohol burners.

One of Huxley's Irish assstants—a copper-haired demondtrator who ddivered occasond lectures
when the professor fdt too ill to speak—prepared the day's laboratory activity. The Irishman wore a
wool jacket and a maroon tie, far too fine for red andytica work, snce he would not deign to step down
from his podium and wade in anongs the experimenters. Asif he were a prize:winning French chef, the
demongtrator presented a pot in which he had prepared an infuson of loca weeds and pond water. The
resulting murky con-coction was infested with numerous fascineting microbes.

Jennings set up thelr shared microscope on a narrow table againg the windows, while Wells went
forward with his glass dide to receive a beer-colored droplet of the infuson, as if it were some scientific
communion. He did a coverdip on top and returned to his workbench partner.

Under watery light that shone through gray clouds, Wells focused and refocused the microscope. On
his sketchpad, he recorded the odd cregtures: protozoans of dl types, dien shapes with whipping flagela,
hairlike dlia vibrating in a blur, blobby amoebae, drains of dgae. As Wedls strutinized the exotic
creatures svarming and multiplying in the tiny universe, he fet like a titan looming above them.

Jennings tugged at his elbow. Blinking up from the eyepiece, Wdlls redized that the other sudents had
stopped ther conversations and stood at attention, as if a royd presence had entered the room.
Professor T. H. Huxley—who rardly saw students outside the cavernous lecture hal—had come to vist
his |aboratory.

The intimideting, acerbic old man strode around the work-benches where his students diligently
gudied the infinitesmd creatures on their microscope dides. Huxley nodded and made quiet sounds, but
offered little conversation as he moved from Station to Sation.

When the great man came to where Wells stood proudly beside his apparatus, Huxley bent over to
sudy the dide and adjusted the focus ever so dightly as if it were his due to man the indrument. "Ah,
lovely euglena you have here under the light" He made another noncommittal sound, then moved on,
Jennings ducked to peer down at the dide, rushing to complete his sketches.

WEels stared after his mentor, disappointed. Huxley had made no mention of their shared experience
with the meteor shower, their livdy conversation. The old man had come for no purpose other than to
sorutinize hisindgnificant sudents ... in the same way that Wells and Jennings studied the microbes.

His cheeks flushed, he perspired, and a feverish chill swept over him. His head pounded with idess,
but he had trouble focusng his thoughts. What if other powerful beings were scrutinizing Earth in the
same manner, curious about the buzzing and swvarming colony of London?

The har on the back of his neck prickled, asif he could sense those probing eyes watching from afar.
His vison became blurred, distorted. Wédls found it difficult to keep his balance.

Jennings regarded him oddly. "You don't look at al wel, Her-bert." With practiced ease he reached
over and touched Wellss forehead. ™Y ou're burning up! You stayed out dl night in the damp cold just to
gawk at shoating stars, and now look what's happened. Y ou should go home and rest before this grows
more serious.”

The fever caught hold of him with nightmarish strength. Wdlsfdl into a trap of ddirium fed by his own



imagination.

He saw meteors fdling and fdling, huge cylinders accompanied by green fire that blazed across the
sky. Explosons. Fire.

Accompanied by his hot thoughts of ddirium, he watched visons of invading ships that crashed to
Earth, pummding the British Empire like qual shot, and there wasn't a thing Queen Vic-toria could do
about it. Fire, blood, davery. In powerful war machines, the beligerent diens trounced Russa, America,
France, and Prussa. A red tiddl wave crashed across avilization.

Conquerors. Save masters. Even the most inggnificant of these creatures had a military intellect
superior to the combined genius of Napoleon, Agamemnon, and Alexander the Great. The danking
destructive devices surpassed even the imaginaion of Leonardo da Vind.

And they had come to conquer the Earth.

Wels saw men, women, and children corralled, kept as food, their blood drained as they screamed.
Infernd machines strode across the English landscape, equipped with weapons that dwarfed dl human
mechaniams of destruction, powerful heat rays that burned everything in gght. Flashes of light.
Incinerating fire.

Hot like Wdllss fever.

And overhead the meteors continued fdling, faling....

When the fever findly broke, Wdls awoke in his narrow, lumpy bed to find Jennings laying a cool rag
on hisforehead. A patch of bright sunlight spilled through the window, warming his skin.

WEels croaked, and his normdly high voice was uncooperative. "Are you practicing to become a
doctor like your father, Jennings?'

The other man's eyes were red-rimmed, asif he hadn't gotten much deep. "Y ouve had quite a time of
it, Herbert. Been feverish for days, haven't swalowed athing but a bit of broth and some beer.”

"Worse, you've missed three of my lectures” said a sentorian voice, as if the afront were too much
to bear. "Excdlent ones, too, | might add.”

WEéls propped himsdf up on shaky arms to see Huxley in the smdll, suffy room. "Since you are one
of only three students who have proved worthy of a firg-class passng grade, Mr. Wells, | wanted to see
why you had been 0 rude as to abandon my class. Do you believe you've learned everything dready?’

"I'm sure Mr. Jennings took good notes for me, gr."

His roommate amiled. "I even considered soring dissection specimens in your chest of drawers,
Herbert. Best be careful when you go rummaging for a clean par of socks.”

It embarrassed Wdlls that the professor was seeing the squdid conditions in which his student lived.
He supposed many students lived smilarly, but he wanted to appear better than those others, for Huxley
was a great man. Boarders came in drunk at dl hours, and brutish noises carried through the wals. The
ar was cold—no one had brought up cod for some time—and smdled rank from unemptied
chamberpots in the hdl. It gave him litle comfort to think that Huxley had endured worse conditions
aboard the Rat-tlesnake in the South Seas.

The professor maintained a mock stern expression. "'l should have been quite disappointed had you
died, Wdls. Though you are only eighteen, | see grest potentid in you. Please don't crawl into a moist
grave until you have accomplished something worthwhile” The older man paced the room as if searching
for agnificant words. "Ah, quite humbling, isnt it? A superior creature such as yoursdf, highly evolved
and possessed of a grand intdlect—laid low by something as crude and inggnificant as agerm.”

WEéls gave a wan amile in response. "I'm sorry, Sr. Henceforth, | shdl try to prove my evolutionary
superiority.”

Huxley paused at the room's warped door, ready to leave. "You may wish to know, Wells, that this



will be my last semester teaching at the universty.”

In his darm, Wédls managed to sruggle his way into a hdf-gtting postion. "But, Sr, theré's so much
more we can learn from you!"

"Ah, | have wasted far too much time and energy in debates over Darwiniam. I've explored the world,
furthered the cause of science, and taught countless students, many of whom will use their knowledge for
nothing more interesting than to add to livdy chat at the pub. | have earned mysdf a quiet retirement.”

"You have made an impact on many of us, gr," Wdls said, swa-lowing back the lump that was risng
inhisthroat. "Indeed, you are the greatest man | should ever hope to mest.”

"Then you mugt continue to meet other men in hopes of prov-ing yoursdf wrong." The professor's
dark eyes twinkled. He tugged open the door, adjusted his hat, and frowned back a his sck stu-dent.
"With your imaginaion, Wedls, | expect you to make some-thing of yoursdlf. Don't disappoint me"

After Huxley left, Wdls collgpsed back on his bed. Jennings stared a him in awe. Neither man could
believe what he had just heard. "Tha was quite a benediction, Herbert."

Widls closed his blue eyes, dizzy with resdud weakness from the fever, but his mind was adready
pinning with a thousand thoughts, ideas, amhitions, and chalenges for himsdf. "I'll rest for a bit, Jennings.
| have to regain my hedth before | can begin my lifes work."

CHAPTER TWO

Percival Lowell and Dr. Moreau Send a Message to

Mars
1893

In the sweltering Sahara, Percival Lowd| stood at the open flgp of his tent. Though the congtant dust
and unrdenting heet were bothersome, he reveled in his vast condruction site, glad to be far from Boston
and dvilized industry.

The excavations extended beyond the vanishing point of the fla horizon. Thousands of sweating
laborers—modly illiterate Tuaregs and sullen French prisoners exiled here to Algeria— moved like
choreographed machinery as they dug monumenta trenches according to Lowell's commands, scribing
deep lines in the sand. It was like a tattoo on the Earth's skin, a huge design that went nowhere and
served no purpose, as far as most people could see. But Lowel had never made his decisons based
upon the opinions of "sengible people.”

As aboy on his rooftop in Boston, and later, under the clear skies of Japan, Lowel had used his best
telescopes to see amilar marks on ruddy Mars. Long cands extended thousands of miles across the red
desert. Straight lines, networks, intersections, dl obvioudy of atifidd origin. His observations and his
imagination had convinced him that such markings must be indicative of life, an intdligent cvilization.
What were the cands? Why had they been constructed across the vast waterless continents? Were the
Martians perhaps building great works—irrigation systems and pumping stations—to enable their race to
urvive on a dying world?

Lowd| wanted to send them a reassuring message that intdligent life had sprung from the womb of the
Eath aswdl, that the Mar-tians were not donein the universe.

Other astronomers claimed not to see the cands at dl. It reminded Lowd| of the trid of Gdileo, when
high church offidas and Pope Paul V had refused to admit seeing the moons of Jupiter through the



astronomer's "optick glass" denying the evidence of ther own eyes. Lowdl couldnt decide if his
contemporaries were smilaly bullheaded, or just plain blind. But he would show them, provided the
work could be completed according to the rigid schedule he had imposed.

When he took a deep breath, the fiery heat and dust and petro-leum stench curled the hairs in his
moustache. He fished indde the pocket of his cream jacket and withdrew his specid pair of pince-nez
with lenses made of red-stained glass. Through the oxide tint, he could look out at the blistering Sahara,
imegining ingtead the scarlet sands of Mars. Mars. Dr. Moreau, his new col-league in this undertaking,
hed given him the spectacles. They were a veary effective tool, especidly out here.

In such avast desert, how could one not intuitivey under-stand? Water covered Sxty percent of the
Earth's surface, while Mars was a vast planetary wasteland. The Martians mugt have found it necessary
to congruct the megnificent cands as their parched world withered with age. By now, those
once-glorious minds must be desperate, ready to grasp a any hope....

Lowdl gtrolled from the encampment to the long ditch hisarmy of workers had cut through the shifting
sands. From atop a crate, barrel-chested Moreau bellowed at the laborers. "Dig! Dig, you bastards! It's
only sand.”

If Lowdl's caculations were correct, they had little time. The Martian emissary would be on its way,
but log, forging toward the wilderness of Earth. In the whole avilization of humanity, Lowell believed
only he maintained an open mind. Only he was a legiti-mate and acceptable emissary for dignitaries from
another planet in the solar system. Unless he sent his signd, the Martian would not know where to go.
The dien emissary would become lost in a bureaucratic tangle of skeptics and Luddites.

If the approaching Martian craft saw Lowel's sgnd, then it could dter its course, go to a welcoming
benefactor, someone who could become a champion for two planets. Lowell had exorbitant plans, but he
did not believe he had ddlusions of grandeur. He wanted to do this for the betterment of humeanity, not for
his own glory, but because it was the right thing to do.

Lowel would bring the Martian emissary to the hdls of Eathly government. He would accept his
kudos, nod to hisrich father, and seeiif the old man might be proud. Then he would change the course of
history.

But only if he could tranamit his messageintime,

Lowdl prayed his workers would do their jobs swiftly enough, or his sgnd to the Martians would be
invan.

Months eerlier, freshly returned from his sojourn in mysterious Japan, Lowel had spent a frudrating
night a the Harvard Obser-vatory. The skies were not far enough from the smoke of men, thus the
seaing had been murky. But it was the best telescope currently available to him.

Lowdl paid for his private observing time here with large dona-tions from his family fortune, but he
hed aready decided that he must fund a new observatory in alocation chosen for its seeing, weather, and
dtitude—noat for the convenience of Harvard astronomers. Most important, his new observatory must be
completed in time to sudy the upcoming 1894 oppostion of Mars.

A young Harvard assstant, Andrew Ellicott Douglass, stood ingde the echoing dome, waiting for
Lowdl to rdinquish the eye-piece. The wooden-plank wals exuded a resnous scent. From where he sat,
porkpie hat turned backward on his head and sketchpad in his lap, Lowd| could sense the young man's
impatience. But he did not remove his eye from the wavering ruddy disk, where fine lines appeared and
disappeared.

"Mider Lowdl, gr, | understand your eagerness to use the refractor, but | have the proper
qudifications—"

Lowel looked down from his seat on the padded ladder. "Qudifications, Mr. Douglass? | have
exceptionaly keen eyesight—and an exceptiondly large fortune. Therefore | am aso fully qudified.” Tact



was a commodity that served little purpose as far as Lowdl was con-cerned, but now he made a
half-hearted attempt. Y ou are welcome to devote any other night to the sudy of the heavens, but thisis
Mars and it is near oppaosition. Please indulge an unworthy amateur.”

Within moments Lowel had become totaly engrossed in the view again. With his hands guided by the
image in the eyepiece, Lowdl deftly sketched Mars, copying the lines he saw. He had never been an
armchair astronomer and would go blind before he dlowed himsdf to be considered one. He had dready
recorded over a hundred of the cands he saw on Mars.

After midnight, his eyes burning, he flipped to a fresh pagein his sketchpad where earlier in the day he
had dready scribed a cir-cle as the outline for another drawing of the red planet. At some timein the past
hour, Douglass had Ieft. Lowdl hoped the young man was a least doing work a one of the other
telescopes, since this evening's seeing was S0 extraordinary. He oriented his pencil on the map pad, then
looked through the eyepiece again.

A brilliant green flash leaped from the surface of Mars, a jet of vivid emerdd fire as of a great
exploson, or some kind of cannon shot. A huge mass of luminous gas trailed a green mig behind it.

Once previoudy, Lowel had seen the glint of sunlight on the Martian ice caps, which had fooled him
into seeing a dazzling mes-sage, but it had not been like this. Not so green, so violent, so prominent.

He noted the exact time on the pad in his lgp, and his excitement grew as he formulated an
explanation. The phenomenon was obvioudy a stupendous launch, a ship exploding awvay from the
gravity of Marsinto space!

Where ese would they go, but to Earth? The Martians were coming!

Naturdly, no one believed him ... but Lowdl didn't care.

Laying plans for a great project to Sgnd the Martians, he cal-culated the largest possible excavation,
then set off immediatdy to Europe on his way to French Algeria, and thence down into the deepest
Sahara.. .

In order to generate support and receive the blessng of aman he revered, Lowdl traveled by way of
Milan, Italy. Though he was not eesily intimidated, he found himsdf duttering in ave when he met the
great Giovanni Schigpardlli, origind cartographer of the cands of Mars and director of the Milan
Observatory since 1862. Usng only an eight-inch telescope, Schigpardli had dis-covered the asteroid
Hesperia and created origind maps of the Martian candi in 1877, only a year after Lowdl graduated
with honors from Harvard.

"When | made my drawings," the old astronomer said, strug-gling with his English, "I meant for those
lines to represent only channds or cracks in surface. 1, mysdf, never thought of candi as more than
blemishes. | am told that the word candi suggest a dif-ferent thing to non-ltalian ears, maybe man-made
cands—"'

"Not made by men" Lowdl interrupted, "but by intdligent beings Geometricad precison on a
planetary scale? What dse can it be but the mark of an intdligent race?’

The old astronomer poured from a bottle of Chianti on a Sde table. He took a Sp and blinked his
rheumy eyes. His rooms were filled with books, ail lamps, and mdted lumps of candles in terra cotta
dishes. A pair of spectacleslay on an open tome, while an enormous magnifying glass rested within easy
reach. Lowel fdt a rare flash of sympathy—Iosing one's eyesght mugt be the worst hdl a dedicated
astronomer could imagine.

" wish you could see what | have discerned, Signore Schigparrelli. Think of a dying world inhabited
by a once-marvelous civi-lization. The very existence of a planetwide sysem of cands implies a world
order that knows no nationd boundaries, a society that long ago forgot its political disputes and racid
animogity, uniting the populace in a quest for water. The dark spots are pumping stations, obvioudy. Or
0as=s."



Schigpardli took a quick swdlow of his Chianti, only to begin a brief coughing fit. Outsde on the
open bacony, pigeons fluttered in the sunlight. "But if Mars is so arid, Signore Lowdl, surdy dl water
mug evaporate from the open canali ... if the temperature is above freezing, of course—and it must be in
order for the water to stay initsliquid State.”

Lowdl paced the room. "What if the lines we see are aqueducts, with lush vegetation thriving in
irrigated soil, much as the Egyp-tians grow their crops in the Nile flood plains? | esimate the dark-ened
aqueduct fringes to be about thirty miles wide. Vegetation would not only emphasize the lines of the
cands, but would aso shidd the open water from rapid evaporation. Smple, you see?"

The old astronomer seemed more amused than captivated by the concepts. Lowel came closer to his
host, barely contralling his enthusasm. "My proposed plan in the Sahara follows a smilar principle,
Signore, but on a much samdler scale, snce | am only one man and, aas, our own Earthly dvilization has
no stomach for such dreams. But someone must send asgnd to our star-crossed brothers.”

"And how will you accomplish this?*

"I have dready dispatched surveyors and work teams to south-ern Algeria | will excavate three
cands, each one ten miles long, across an otherwise featurdess basn, to form a perfect equilatera
triangle. A geometrica symbol impossible to explain by random naturd processes. Therefore, it will be a
clear message that intdli-gent life inhabits this world. | will emphasize my puny cands with lines of fire,
filling the trenches with petroleum products and ignit-ing them under the cloudless desert skies. It will be a
brief but dra-matic message, blazing into the night. But | am confident the Martians will seeit.”

His eyes sparkled, his voice rose in volume. Based on his own ceedid caculations, Lowdl had
esimated how much trave time the Martians would require to reach Earth. He lowered his voice. "I
believe the Martians have dready launched an ambassador to us”

Schigpardli appeared surprised at such a bold assertion, but Lowdl spoke with absolute confidence.
"We mug show them where to land. The Martian representative will receive an open-hearted welcome
from us. Signore Schigparelli, | intend to lead that party. | will be the fird men to shake hands with a
Martian."

He firs met Dr. Moreau in an Algerian coffee shop, of dl places.

The beefy man sat done, drinking a glass of sweet mint tea and taking apart an orange as if preparing
to perform an autopsy on it. When he finished with the juicy sections, he turned to a plate of dmonds and
proceeded to crack the shellswith his bare fingers, methodicelly esting one nut a atime.

Entering the cafe to escape the North African heat, Lowdl waved his hat in front of his face to cool
the sweat. He took another char at the bar, cautioudy nodding to the large English-man. Outside, from
the minarets of the mosgues, mullahs let out warbling calls, like territoria songbirds competing with each
other.

Lowdl had just learned of ddays a the Sahara condruction ste Tuareg digger crews that had
wandered off, French prison workers who had escaped, even supervisors who had taken money
earmarked for wages and run off to Cairo. Here in Algiers, one For-eign Legion commander had
accepted a retainer fee with the promise of finding Lowdl other workers, but had never returned at the
appointed mesting time,

Lowdl was disgusted, impatient, and growing desperate. "If a work ethic exigts on this continent, I'm
damned if | can find it he said doud so the other man could hear him. "No wonder they're dl s0
frightfully poor.”

The bearish man did not seem interested in conversation, but Lowdl continued to vent his frustration.
"When a man agrees to do a job, and accepts money for it, | should be able to count on him. Lazy
bastards. They do bad work, they leave the Site, they Sm-ply vanish—and there is not enough time to do
it dl over again!" He sat his hat on the counter.



The other man's eyes were a piercing blue, set in pae skin that had been subjected to the rigors of
much sun but had never achieved more than the blotchy coloring of repeated burns. His har was reddish
gold, as was his beard; the matted strands on his forearms were thick enough to be cdled a pdt. In a
gruff voice he said, "They abandon you because they are not afraid of you."

"I beg your pardon, Sr?"

"Jud a matter of incentive ... and terror." He paused, as if congdering. "My name is Moreau. A
medica doctor by trade, at least where I'm ill allowed to practice.”

He cracked another dmond and continued to stare across the tiled counter. The Algerian waiter
asked in Arabic if he wanted another tea. Moreau motioned to Lowell as well, and the waiter suffed two
glasses with fresh green mint leaves then poured bail-ing sugar water over the top. The smdl made
Lowdl dizzy.

"You're Lowdl, right? | heard about your massive project out in the desart." Moreau did not even
glance & him. "No one can understand why you are doing it."

"No one attempts to understand. They prefer to scoff.”

"Then explain yoursdf. | am aman of some education.”

Lowel spped his tea, made a face at the syrupy sweetness, then told the broad-shouldered doctor
everything. He had nothing to gain by keeping a secret about something so vast and ambitious.

Moreau didn't commiserate, but his broken-ice eyes showed true understanding. "I know how it feds

to be ridiculed for on€'s passion. | am a researcher into anatomy and physiology. |, too, have my ignorant
detractors.”

Lowel had heard harrific tales of aspiring surgeons who paid grave robbers to provide fresh corpses
for dissection. "'l see. You are a ... resurrectionist? Or a vivisectionist?"

"Nether, or both. Inmy time, | conducted ... extreme investigartions into the fundamenta differences
between humans and animds, and the mutability of the physcd form. | was a colleegue of the
out-spoken Dawinig T. H. Huxley in London, but my work was too extraordinary even for his
comprehension. He cdled it 'unethicd,” when it was redly no more than unorthodox." He cracked
another dmond. "Ethicd What do ethics have to do with pure discovery?'

Despite himsdf, Lowel was interested in this man. Moreau's persondity seemed as overpowering as
hisown. "And why are you here, in this godforsaken place?’

"Because Huxley discovered my work before | was ready to pre-sent it to the Imperid Inditute.
Damn him! | bardly escaped En-gland without being arrested. | am a wanted man there, probably reviled
indl the newspapers, cdled a monger.”

"Oh. | think | read something about it. In the Hong Kong Post?"

Moreau swept the crushed dmond shells onto his plate with surprising delicacy. He turned to Lowel
S0 abruptly that it startled the other man. "If | help you accomplish this strange task, will you promise me
one thing?'

"I havent asked for your help, ar.”

"Neverthdess, you need it. If your scheme turns out to be true, if creatures from the planet Mars do
arive here, then | mugt be the one to study them, physologicdly.” For a moment, Moreau looked
vulnerable. "It will restore my reputation in the scientific commu-nity."

Lowdl finished his tea, then rubbed his teeth with his mono-grammed handkerchief, removing bits of
bright green leef. "Judt like that? Y ou don't think I'm mad?”!

"I have been cdled that mysdf." Moreau extended his hand. "Remember, | will be the one to study
the Martian. Agreed?’

Lowel reached out to grasp the hand of the crimind vivisec-tionis.



Tuareg work crews and convict laborers toiled day and night to move the sand. Some complained;
some were happy for the mea-ger pay or a reduction in ther pend sentences, some shook their
sweat-dripping heads at the insanity of this wedthy American's incomprehensble obsession, and the
bearded doctor who drove them asfiercdy asif they were animas.

The florid-faced surgeon alowed no dacking in the construc-tion, and he was not above whipping the
men if necessary. "Sav-ages!” He often left Lowel behind in the camp, riding a horse up and down the
miles of diggings

Shovds tossed sand up over the ditches; half-naked boys ran back and forth with ladles and buckets
from camds tha drained to drag barels of water dong the dry cand that went from nowhere, to
nowhere. Every third day, Lowel himsdf went to ingpect the other two draight-line trenches that were
moving with excrudiating downess to intersect with this one.

For the past month, when the teams grew too tired to continue, he had sent word to any oasis, triba
camp, or village as fa as Timbuctoo and Tripoli to hire more workers. Lowdl had spread his
inexhaudible funds as far as Alexandria, Tangier, and Cairo. He had bribed port officas and paid for the
condruction of a new railroad spur from Algiers out into the stark heart of the dunes, so that a private
train could ddiver supplies and workers directly to the diggings

Blown sand hissed in the breeze. A drummer pounded a cadence to give the workers a steady
rhythm, like gdley daves. Moreau had suggested the technique, and it seemed to be working. "They're
being paid for this labor, Lowel, and they volunteered. Don't fed sympathy for them.”

Smoke curled into the air, carrying an acrid, sulfurous stench as French convicts dumped wagonloads
of hot bitumen into the trench. The sticky black flow would sed the sands with a thick, flan-mable mass
thet would adso hold fud. Even so, the walls dill shifted, and the tarry bitumen ran soft and smdly in the
heat of the day.

If one of the great dust gorms of the Sahara swept across the dunes, God could erase dl of Lowdl's
handiwork with one mighty breath. But he needed his luck to hold until he sent his Sgnd. By now, the
Martian vessdl had to be close.

Moreau strutted up and down, a dusty bandanna wrapped across his face. The immense line in the
sand dtretched into a shimmer of mirage. Jugt a ditch, many miles long, extending to meet two others in
what his surveyors guaranteed would be a perfect equilaterd triangle

Looking at the plans in the tent with Moreau on ther firg night, he thought ther symbol looked
laughably smal when viewed in perspective againg the backdrop of the whole African continent. Lowell
despised the thought that his work might prove to be inggnificant. "Even if we achieve our gods, Moreau,
we have accomplished little more than a gnat, compared to what the Mar-tians have done.”

"Nonsens2!" Moreau dways talked too loudly, as if he had never learned a normd conversationd
tone. "Their task would have been much smpler, given that Martian gravity is only a third of Earth's" He
thumped his fingers on the top of the smdl work-table. Moreau's numerous notebooks lay around the
tent. "Based on current theories of evolution, such Martians could be twenty-one times as efficdent and
have eighty-one times the effective strength of an Earthman.” He held the kerosene lamp closer to the
map. "For such a species, the project of planetary cands seems nel-ther difficult nor unlikdy."

Lowdl had done the excavation mathemetics himsdf, Ietting the engineers double-check his work.
Three trenches, each ten mileslong, five yards wide, filled with liquid to a depth of an inch or so, equaed
thousands and thousands of gdlons of petroleum didillate, naphtha, kerosene. Convoys traveled
endlesdy across the Sahara.

Although it was a huge investment, what better way could Lowell spend his money than to make a
mark upon the Earth itself—and upon history?

But they had to hurry. Hurry.



Fndly.

Fndly. Lowdl had never been a man of extraordinary patience, but the last week of waiting for the
trenchesto join & precise cor-ners had seemed the mogt interminable time of hislife

Now, under the darlight and resdud heat that wafted off the sands, Lowel stood with torch in hand
like atriba shaman, ready to send a symboal of welcome to diens from another world. Moreau would be
ganding at a second digtant corner of the trian-gle, dong with his work crew supervisor.

The gench of petroleum didtillates sung his eyes and nodtrils. The convict workers had dl been
shipped back to Algiers or distant Saharan outposts. The chemica smel had driven off the cames and
mogt of the workers. A few European foremen had stayed to watch the spectacle, and curious Tuaregs
gathered by ther tents to observe. This would be an event ther tribd story-tellers would repeat for
generdions.

Lowdl turned to the telegraph operator beside him. Miles of overland cable had been run to the
vertices of the great triangle. "Signd Dr. Moreau and Mr. Lewisham at the intersections. Tdl them to light
their channels™

The telegraph operator pecked away at his key, sending a brief message. When the dlicks fdl into
Slence, Lowd| stepped to the brink of his cand in the sand. He stared into the bitumen-lined trench at the
foul-amdling black mass that was now pooled with kerosene and gasoline.

Lowdl tossed his torch into the fud, then watched the fire rush down the channd like a hungry
demon. The inferno devoured the petroleum, its flames hot enough to ignite the gicky bitumen liner so
that the triangular symbol would burn for along time.

Across the desert night, rifle shots rang out, 9gnding to torch-bearers sationed dong the miles of
each cand, who aso tossed ther burning brands into the ditch.

Lowdl's famly had amassed its fortune in textiles in landhold-ings, in finance. His maternd
grandfather was Abbott Lawrence, miniger to Britain. His father, Augustus, was descended from early
Massachusetts colonists. But Perciva Lowdl himsdf would make the grestest mark—on two worlds
instead of one.

An unbroken wall of flame roared into the night. He prayed the Martians were watching. He had so
much to say to them.

Even long after the inferno had died down, Lowel found it diffi-cult to deep. He lay on his cot,
srdling the dying smoke and harsh fumes, ligening to the whisper of sand doughing into the trench from
the burned wdls. Far off in the Tuareg camp a pair of camds belched at each other.

Lying awake on his cot, he spoke doud to the gpex of his tent. "I am an experienced ambassador to
foreign cultures. | have diplo-matic credentids. How could Martians be stranger than what | have areedy
seen?!

If only they would arrive ...

Days later, the cylinder screamed through the ar with the wailing of a thousand lost souls, tralling a
flaning banner from atmos-pheric friction and a bright green mig from outgasing extraterres-tria
Substances.

Lowdl scrambled out of his shaded tent to see the commoation. A burnt smudge smoldered like a scar
across the ceramic-blue sky. Booms of sound came in waves as the gigantic projectile crossed overhead.

Moreau was dready outsde. "It's the emissaries from Mars, Lowd|!" He raised his hands in the air.
"The Martiand"

The cylinder crashed into the desert, spewing a plume of sand and dust. Lowel fdt the tremor of



impect in his knees. He and Moreau both laughed doud and pounded each other on the back.

After the burning of the enormous triangle, the place had rapidly turned into a ghost town, but Lowel
and Moreau had remained here to wait. Now, as the dust settled in the distance, Lowedl cried, "We are
vindicated!"

Moreau clapped him on the shoulder. "It is a very good feding, Lowdl.”

Most of the Tuareg hel pers retreated in panic, thrashing their camels to an awkward gdlop across the
dunes to a safe distance. Fools. They did not redize the magnitude of what was happening here.

"The world as we know it is about to change, Moreau. Come, we must welcome our vistors from

Together, they st off toward the pit.



PART |

SCIENTIFIC ROMANCE

CHAPTER THREE

A Message from an Old Acquaintance

1894

Ancther day of writing finished dready, and the morning was dill fresh. H. G. Wdls st his
handwritten pages aside and farly legped from his desk, satisfied with what he had done and ready for
the rest of the day. Despite its lack of great literary merit, he was confident the article would bring in a
few more dhillings from the Pall Mall Gazette.

Such pieces were easy to do, and the readers cartanly enjoyed them, though few of his writings
contained any profound indghts. Eamning money as a writer was certainly better than being a teacher, a
shopkeeper, or—he shuddered—a draper, handling bolts of doth in a dreary warehouse. No, writing
suited him best and, at twenty-eight years old, Wells had little chance for a more active professon snce
hislatest collapse and the continued decline of his health.

Fve years earlier, one of Wellss hateful sudents had intention-adly hurt him while they were playing
footbd! in the schoolyard. The bully had vidoudy kicked his teacher in the kidneys, though he later
damed it was an accident. Wdls spat blood for months and never redly recovered.

In the saven years snce Wéls had graduated from the Normal Academy in South Kensington, he had
accepted various teaching podtions. But one night, when returning from the train gation, held begun
coughing blood, a relgpse of his old kidney injury. The hemorrhage had continued, leading to a severe
breakdown, which now required along convalescence. When hefirg gave up teach-ing, he had stared a
the specter of poverty—until he redlized that he could write hislittle articles, and sdl them.

Now he was datempting to be a full-time writer, producing short stories and essays and a congtant
sream of ruminations that the magazines liked. Luckily, the 1870 Education Act had opened schooling to
meny formerly illiterate British children, and now the population had a new crop of readers hungry for
fiction and arti-cles. Wells was happy to fill the need. As long as he was with Jane, nothing could be so
bad after all.

He glanced at the pages he had finished, picked up the pen again, and indinctivdly scratched out a
few words, scribbling in corrections. Before he redized it, another ten minutes had passed. He forced
himsdf to stop. Priorities, Welld old T. H. Huxley would have told him, ten years ago. The lovdy Miss
Jane would be waiting for him, probably aready dressed to go out.

He grinned like an eager schoolboy as he pulled open the door to his makeshift study. Spending time
with her was far more enjoy-able than writing inane articles.

Jane had tied back dl the curtains and opened the windows to let in fresh breezes, snce their rented
rooms in Euston were far enough away from the dirty factory smoke in London and upwind from the
andly waters of the Thames. Now, in spring, the flowers the landlady had planted around the smdl
house were in bloom. Starlings sat in the trees, and blackbirds flev over the nearby hedgerows and
fidds.

Jane was indeed there, ostensibly waiting for him but preoccu-pied with her own studies. She sat at
the window with a guidebook of the birds of England on her lap, a pair of opera glasses obscur-ing her
dark, wide-set eyes, as she stared out a the trees and the nearby meadow. Her lovdiness dways took
his breath away.



"My dear Miss Raobbins," he said, a amile appearing below histhin moustache. He sketched a bow. "I
am sorry to have kept you waiting.”

"Indeed, Mr. Wells" she answered, setting her book and her opera glasses aside and standing up to
offer im a curtsey. "l believe we had an gppointment?’ She wore a long white skirt and black boots. A
lacy shawl covered her shoulders, though Wells doubted the air would be cool enough to require it. Her
high-cheekboned face was findy featured, and theirises of her brown eyes were lenses to a clever mind
that showed the sharpness of her wit and intdligence. "Besides, this close to home | am not likdy to see
anything more interegting than a robin or a pigeon. On our walk, perhaps | should take my Guidebook of
Wil dflowers?"

" sl not be looking at anything but you, my dear.”

"You are aliar, H.G."

"l am awriter, Jane. There is a difference”

She was quite the opposite from Welss newly estranged wife, Isabel. Years ago, as soon as hed
been able to support himsdf after graduating from the Norma School, he had ill-advisedly married his
cousin on the recommendation of her mother and his own parents. It had been a terrible error in
judgment. Isabel Wells had a cam persondity, a bestific acceptance of things, and an utter lack of
curiogity. She was unworldly, shy, and—worst of adl—uninter-esting. Within weeks of their marriage,
they had both known that they'd made a mistake.

"Shdl we go for our wak?' Jane asked him now, teking her opera glasses and the guidebooks for
birds and flowers. "I've been waiting dl morning.”

"I can think of nothing better to do with the rest of the day."

She siffed. "Redly? So much for your supposedly refined imagination.” Jane came forward to give
him a quick kiss, then alonger one before rductantly pulling away with along sgh.

"Let methink onit."

For a time, Wells had loved Isabe wel enough, but she pos-sessed no spark, nothing to engage his
furioudy working mind. One of Wellss students, however—Amy Catherine Robbins, whom he called
"Jane'—hdd the fire he needed. Medting Jane was like spping fine wine after held had only water dl his
life

Now, while Jane adjusted the pde ydlow ha that perched on her neetly coiffed auburn har, he
admired her. "Of dl the discov-eries made by men of science, | believe that you, Jane, will dways be my
greatest discovery.”

She took him by the arm, guiding him to the door. "The day awaits us, H.G., and if you continue with
this flattery, we will never be about our business.”

"We cartainly could be about some busness,” he joked, but fol-lowed her anyway.

Since it would dill be some time until his divorce from Isabel was find, he and Jane lived together
quietly in their new Euston home, cdling little attention to themselves. The starry-eyed couple had dready
been ousted from one set of rooms when a suspicious landlady inssted that they produce their marriage
certificate.

As she took the lead down the path, Jane said, "Shdl we go boating today? Or bicyding? Or just
take a romantic walk down the lane?’

He donned a straw boater hat to protect his pae skin from the sun. "Since | finished another Pall
Mall article, let us celebrate by renting bicycles.”

"Can we afford it?'

"Not at al, but with our debts, what difference will a few far-things make?'

In addition to ther own expenses, circumstances required him to support his old mother, who il
toiled as a servant a Uppark. His father, long separated from her, had never been able to hold a job or



make a success of anything in his life. Sadly, Wélss brother, Frank, seemed to be falowing in thar
neer-do-well father's foot-steps. Frank tinkered with clocks, fancying himsdf a skilled mechanic, but he
hed no business sense and little ambition to do any work that did not set itsdf in front of him. Wells aso
hed to pay for 1sabdl's needs. It never seemed to end, and he kept "writing away for dear life"

Timeswere hard ... but they had dways been hard, and he was accustomed to having no more than a
few coins in his pockets. Though Wells had not achieved the gods he had hoped for in his life, he was
happier than he had ever been before. He was with Jane. What could be finer? He would find a way to
urvive, somehow.

After they reached the bicycle shop and Wdls paid for ther renta, he helped Jane Stuate hersdf,
adjusgting her skirts. "Some-day a great man will invent a bicycle with two seats, so that you and | can be
even closer.”

She pedaled ahead, weaving in circles as she waited for him to join her. "It sounds impracticd.”

"Impracticdities have never stopped the common man from doing anything he found amusing.” Wdls
rode beside her, and they turned down a lane overshadowed by ms. Puffy white clouds scudded across
the blue skies, and the day was warm.

"Someday we should rent one of Mr. Benz's new four-wheeled motorcars to drive around the parks,”
Jane suggested. "Noisy new machines, dl that clatter and smoke!™

"If you desire such a vehicle, my dear, then well do more than rent one—we shdl own one. | read in
the newspaper that Henry Ford in America has begun to market his own automobile.”

"You dways look to the future, H.G."

"On the day that everyone owns a four-wheded motorcar, Jane, you and | shdl have to ride
horses—just to be different.”

They taked together, bardly paying atention to where they were riding. The mention of Karl Benz's
four-whedled car led to a discusson of German indudirid dominance and growing aggres-Sveness, now
that Prussa and Germany had been fused into the Second Reich. Kaiser Wilhdm 1l had just sgned a
commercid treaty with the Russans that would make them into a much more powerful nation, and many
Britons were worried.

Next, Jane wanted to discuss the unusud art nouveau move-ment sweeping across Europe, after
which Wells ingsted on tak-ing about Nansen's departure from Norway on an ambitious expedition to
reach the North Pole. When the conversation turned to poalitics, they discussed the Independent Labour
Party, which Wells hoped would asss the downtrodden working class crested by the Indudrid
Revolution.

The livly exchange of ideas reminded Wdls of just how differ-ent this was from his panfully slent
afternoons with 1sabdl, who never even read the newspapers and couldnt tdl the difference between a
darling and an odtrich, athidle or a rose. At firs Wells had talked with Isabel a great dedl, but she had
adways remained quiet, ligening with a flat, unengaged amile, her expression as devoid of interest as a
porcdan doll's might have been. ...

After two hours of dow riding, he and Jane made their way back to the bicyde shop, before they
incurred an additiond rentdl fee.

When they returned home for alate teg, the landlady was waiting with a letter in her hand. "Mr. Wells,
a note was delivered for you this afternoon. It looks to be important, but the messenger would tdl me
nothing of its contents.” She seemed to expect him to open the message in front of her and read it aloud.

Wés diffly thanked her, knowing the woman dready had her suspicions about him and Jane. "I'm
exhausted from my bike ride. Jane. Let's rest for awhile and then look at this at our leisure” They closed
the door, leaving the frustrated landlady behind.



Widls quickly looked at the note, fearing it might be from Isabel's solicitor, or someone demanding
payment of along over-due hill.

"What isit, H.G.?"

"A mydery." The amorphous glob of seding wax reminded him of the sngle-celed amoebae he had
sudied under a microscope in biology class long ago. When he saw that it came from the Imper-id
Indtitute, he withdrew the letter and was astonished to learn the identity of its sender.

"Professor Huxley! He was my teacher long ago, but | thought he'd retired. He certainly hasn't been in
public view for years. But why would he write me?'

Jane did not hold back the obvious explanation. "If you were his student, H.G., he must be proud of
you. Perhaps he's read your articles”

"I can't imagine that he would." Wels went to the light by the window and read the note.

"ToMr. H. G. Wdls

Please forgive this intruson, if such you find it, but | have a matter of utmost
importance that | wish to present to you.

After encountering some of your recent writings, | recalled with no smal degree of
pride how you excdled in the course | taught. Ten years ago | considered you to be a
young man of ambition, vison, and inteligence, and your aticles and essays have
convinced me that my judgment remains sound.

With this in mind, | offer you a propostion. As you mugt be aware, the Imperid
Indtitute was formed last year to promote higher education. What you do not know is
that the Inditute dso has a vitd and secret purpose. | invite you here to vist me for a
week to learn what that purposeis

| offer you my persond guarantee thet it will be one of the most important things you
ever do. | require the advice and input of the author of 'Man of the Y ear Million.™

"Your Professor Huxley is very mysterious,” Jane said. "But he did read your article”

"And | am naturdly intrigued . . . exactly as Professor Huxley expected, no doubt.” He leaned close
and gave her akiss. "But how can | bear to be away from you for so long? You are my sounding board,
the genesis and regulator of my idess."

She gently pushed him away, then removed the pins from her hat and let her beautiful hair fal free. "I
will miss you too, H.G. But we both know that you smply must go. Your imaginaion and intdlect are up
to the task, even without me"

CHAPTER FOUR
|mpossible Discoveries at the Imperial Institute

When he arrived at the Imperid Ingtitute, Wells stood at the ornate wrought-iron gates with a smdl
auitcase in hand and imagined himsdf a young student again, eager to learn but knowing o little. He lifted
his gaze to the imposng brick structure that housed so many great educators under one immense roof,
feding that he couldn't possibly belong in such an auspicious place. But he was no intruder here. He,
Herbert George Wels, an invited guest of the great T. H. Huxley, was saizing an opportunity.



Holding his chin up, he stepped through the gate and into the well-manicured grounds.

Though he was eager to embark on something new, he wished the old professor had given hm some
hint as to why held been called here. What could Wells possibly offer thisimpressve indtitute?

He climbed the stone steps of the main building and stopped at the imposing front doors. Again, Wells
fdt terribly out of place in the echoing hdls that smelled of oiled wood and polished stone.

Students hurried by, taking with each other and ignoring the shebbily dressed sranger. The
upper-class young men carried new books under their arms and wore fashionable clothes that were far
superior to the threadbare dothing Wells had been able to afford as a Sudent ten years previoudy.

WEels drew a deep breath and reminded himsdf that he was here because of Huxley's invitation,
which he kept folded in his jacket pocket like a shield. Gathering his nerve, he marched directly to the
schoal office and announced himsdf.

The mde secretary behind the desk looked up, checked the appointment book, and nodded. "Yes,
Mr. Wels, you are expected.” He rang a bel, and a young volunteer arrived, obvioudy a student
working for the office. "Please take a message to Professor Huxley. Let him know that his vigtor has
arived.”

Ancther young man came through a side door and rdlieved Wdls of his amdl suitcase, which
contained only a sngle change of clothes, as wdl as paper and lead pendils for taking notes or writing
letters to Jane. "1 will carry thisto your room, sir. Everything will be in order when you arive.™

Before Wdls could splutter questions or even a thank you, the student hurried away. The secretary
returned in a bustle, carrying a tray with a pot of tea and an arrangement of biscuits. Wedls ate everything
insght before redizing that he was showing his ner-vousness. He sat back and tried to relax as he Sipped
his second cup of tea.

Welswas burgiing with curiogity by the time the imposing old man entered the room. Wells legpt to
his feet as T. H. Huxley set-tled his eyes upon him. The professor loomed just as tdl as Wels had
remembered him from the lecture hdl, his white Sdeburns as bushy, his eyes just as bright. "Mr. Wdls,
I'm so0 glad you accepted my invitation.”

"l could not do otherwise, Sr. But... | thought you had chosen to remain out of the public eye. | heard
arumor that your heglth was poor.”

"Ah yes, young man, | supposedly retired, but do not believe every story you hear. Occasiondly
there are other reasons for what a person does.”

"Doyou ... do you have ateaching post for me, sr? Is that why you've caled—"

"Not a dl, Mr. Wdls" Not naticing his crestfdlen expresson, Huxley continued. "It is something
much more important than that. Come with me. Observe and consider, and, when you findly choose to
speak, | hope you can be abit more ... articulate?!

"l will try my best, Sr.”

The old man's gtride was careful but dill surprisngly brisk for a person of his age, as if he was
impatient to be at his destination. With barely a sdeways glance, he led Wéls past the hubbub of lec-ture
hals and demondration labs, beyond student rooms and inner courtyards lined with benches and chess
tables.

Huxley took him into a completely separate wing that ended in a locked door. With a flourigh, the
professor removed a key and twisted it in the lock, swinging the door wide on wedl-oiled hinges. "You
are about to enter the future, Mr. Wells. Here, away from the prying eyes of spies and the merdy
curious, we perform vitd work for the Queen.”

After Huxley conscientioudy locked the door behind them, they walked past cavernous rooms with
glass skylights and long tables covered with beakers and retorts of chemicas, long tubing, acohol
burners, and hand-cranked pumps. These laboratories were far more extravagant than the smple
teaching studios the Indtitute allowed the students to use.



"These rooms look large enough for full-scale production . . . of something," Wells commented.
"Indeed.”

Passing door after door, Wels amndled odd mixtures of chemi-cas and smoke, heard assgants
chattering, saw chakboards cov-ered with equations. Intent men stood before designs and theorems,
arguing over various consequences and derivations.

Huxley gestured proudly. "Mr. Wdls, in this inditute we have quietly gathered the greastest minds in
the British Empire to pursue a high cdling. We have chemidts, engineers, mathematicians, biol-ogists,
architects. Not even Socrates ever encountered such a cadre of clever brains.”

Widls stood overwhelmed, but he remembered Huxley's admo-nition to be articulate when he spoke.
"But. . . why am | here, Sr? | took only a sngle course from you, years ago. Surely, | could not have
made such alaging impression.”

"Ah, I've enjoyed your interesting articles in the Pall Mall Gazette, Mr. Wells Many are smple
diversons, but others contain glimmers of true indght. | wanted your objective view about a cer-tain
important matter."

Wdls cleared histhroat. "What matter is that, Sr?"

Huxley placed a strong hand on his thin, bony shoulder. "Very soon, we will hold a momentous
conference here, a secret sympo-sum.” He met Wdls with his intense dark gaze. "The fae of the world
isa steke."

With a boyish ddight, Huxley continued to show him the techno-logicd marvels quietly being
developed behind the Ingtitute's closed doors. Wdllsfdt asif he had followed Lewis Carrall's Alice down
the rabbit hole.

Asthe professor made his way down the hdls, however, Wéls noted that the old man's movements
hed a dow fragility. His joints obvioudy gave him great pain, and his breathing had a labored qudlity.
WHdIs remembered Huxley's charisma and stentorian voice as he lectured about the wonders of biology
or scoffed at the per-sistent chdlenges to Darwin's theory of evolution.

Wiéls peered through broad hal windows into research rooms filled with experiments in progress.
Voltac battery piles flashed dectricd arcs; purple, brown, and green smokes rose from various beakers.
They paused to admire a long, bubbling train of didtillartion tubes and fractionating cylinders. "This dl
reminds me of Gul-liver's Travels—the third section, where the scientists of Laputa levitate ther flying
idand by usng a lodestone of prodigious Sze"

Huxley frowned. "Thisis deadly serious work, Mr. Wels, not a sdirica scheme to extract sunlight
from cucumbers. Our labora-tory fadlities are the finest in existence. Our equipment is superior even to
the best Prussan ingruments. We will have to surpass the Germans, Wells, if we are to defeet themin the
coming war."

"War? War with the German Empire?’

Huxley cocked his bushy eyebrows. "Ah, surdy you can read the newspapers and make obvious
extrgpolations?'

The recent unification of thirty-nine German sates, induding Audria and Prussa, had created the
Second Reich, adding more strength to the hisoricaly aggressive empire. This had raised con-cerns
across Europe, especidly consdering the Reich's direction under the firm statesmanship of Chancellor
Otto von Bismarck. Then, four years ago, not long after the beginning of his reign, the new Kaiser
Wilhdm 11 had ousted Bismarck, and many in Britain had heaved aSgh of rdief.

Now, the British Empire was gpparently making contingency plans, looking to the future and
preparing for the worst eventud-ity. Wells was embarrassed that he had not previoudy grasped the
seriousness of the situation.



Huxley explained, "When sgtting up this secret portion of the Imperid Indtitute, Queen Victoria told
meto let no possihility go unexplored, no idea unconsidered, no possibility ignored. Without restrictions,
our chemidry labs are developing new explosves and exotic materids” He pointed to the heavy vault
doors of yet another fadlity. "Behold our hermeticaly sedled germ laboratory where microbiologists
study virulent diseases such as the bubonic plague and cholera”

WEels peered a the earnest doctors insde the sealed lab. "If these geniuses are as tdented as you say,
Professor, they are sure to find a cure.”

Huxley raised his eyebrows. "Ah, but they are not seeking a cure, Mr. Wels—they are atempting to
derive military applications. Think what weapons such baclli could become, if the germs were trained to
recognize the difference between an enemy uniform and aloyd British soldier!”

Wéls chuckled at what he thought was a joke; Huxley did not. He moved on before the younger man
could articulate his ques-tions and skepticisms.

With a grand gesture, Huxley opened the door to the next lab, covering his nose againg the potent
gench of acrid fumes. Wels rubbed his moustache and blinked singing tears from his eyes. A angle
window near the celling struggled vainly to exhaust the nox-ious smokes.

Waving to clear the arr in front of his face, Huxley strode into the Iab. "Allow me to introduce Dr.
Hawley Griffin, one of our mogt brilliant, if unorthodox, organic chemids™

A dark-haired man worked diligently done amidst a forest of test tubes and bubbling retorts. He
looked up, dearly annoyed a the distraction. His diff har stood up like a spiky boar's-bristle brush. His
reddened, chemicdly irritated eyes wavered from Hux-ley to Wdls, then back again, as if looking for
something interesting enough to saize his attention. "I'm on trid number 56. Asyou can see, | have nearly
achieved success."

Huxley explained. "Dr. Griffin is deviang an invishility formula that can make anything completdly
trangparent. Ah, imagine the opportunities for espionage, spies with perfect camouflage.”

Giiffin interrupted him. "More then just spies. An invisble man could be a thief, an assassin, or a
detective. A hero."

Consdering the bristle-haired chemist's eccentricities and his digointed thoughts, Wells wondered
about the possible damage his brain might have suffered from breething chemica migsdl day long.

Huxley said in amild voice, "We have findly acquired a suffi-cient supply of laboratory animas for
Dr. Giiffin so that he stops testing his formulas on himsdf." Off in the corner, a cage full of white rats
sguesked, as if complaining to the guinea pigs in an adjacent container about the conditions of their
confinement.

"Numbers 7 and 21 had paticularly offensve flavors” The chemig juggled various containers of
powders and liquids, dl of which were unlabeed and chaoticdly arranged. Wells didn't know how Griffin
could keep his precise mixtures sraight and repro-ducible.

The scientist looked up again, asif surprised to find his vistors il there. "'l have dready concelved
enough variations to atempt fifty different formulae. One of those concoctions will certainly prove
efectived” Griffin drew along Sgh. "I hope the appropriate one tastes good enough to swalow.”

Huxley took Wells by the elbow. "We must not disturb Dr. Grif-fin's researches further.”

They closed the lab door behind them, and Wdls breathed deeply of the corridor's fresh air.
"Invighility? Is he serious with his idea?"

"Oh yes, Wdls. And he may actudly have a chance at success, though | admit heis one of our more .
.. unusud researchers. Next, dlow me to show you a more traditiona |aborer, though his designs and
discoveries are no less remarkable than Dr. Griffin's”

From directly ahead came the sounds of pounding and hissng, conversation and bellowed orders.
The wide double doors were dready open to an immense manufacturing bay where grease-smudged
workers tended chemicd furnaces, production benches, and intensdy hot crucibles. In the center of the



room, others ham-mered away at alarge spherica framework supported by heavy braces.

"Unlike our friend Griffin, Dr. Cavor uses ateam of assgtants. He prefers to supervise the large-scde
operation while others fol-low through on hisidess. That way, he accomplishes everything he can imagine
as swiftly as his concepts occur to him."

Cavor was a short, broad-shouldered man with thick eyebrows, a stout neck, and hary forearms. He
issued gruff orders, directing the ingdlation of curved milky-white plates onto the armillary framework.
The layers of tranducent tile were attached like dragon scales to the sphericad vessd.

Cavor noticed the visitors and turned, dgpping his meaty hands and shouting to histeam. "You! Keep
up the work while | meet with Professor Huxley." The squat man jumped down from his raised podium.
Like worker bees, the assstants continued without interruption. Cavor sstumped toward them on short
legs, his puffy eyes dight. His extraordinarily square chin seemed to make his lower lip protrude dightly,
asif he were about to pout. "An ingpection tour, Professor? | assure you, | shdl have substan-tid news
to announce for the symposum.”

"Ddighted to hear that, Sdwyn. | am Smply introducing a pro-tege of mine, a student | taught back at
the Normal School. Hell be joining us for the mesting.”

Wéls reached out, and Cavor's grease-stained grip was strong and caloused; he wasn't afraid to do
hands-on work himsdf.

Glasshlowers pushed malding trays into orange furnaces that meted hard substances into a thick
paste that was poured into shapes. He could not immediatdy idertify the milky substance or its pearlish
tranducency; he had never seen a metd, glass, or porcdain with a Smilar construction. "Next you're
going to tdl methat Dr. Cavor is creating invisble iron."

"Oh, not invishle" Cavor said, "but extremdy lightweight. | intend to manufacture an incredibly
effective armor with sufficient dengity to stop projectiles, yet virtudly without mass.”

Huxley nodded toward squat Cavor. "Lighter than any sub-stance known, Wells. Perhaps it can be
made opague to gravity itsdf."

Cavor's brows beetled with deep concentration. "The materid remains in an ungable equilibrium

date. Its cryddline structure needs to be shocked with an appropriate energy pulse to drive it beyond the
gructura boundary to that next leve.”

Huxley continued, "With the doctor's amazing 'cavorite,’ the British Empire can manufacture feasible
and effective ironclads for land or sea”

The workers in the manufacturing bay shouted to each other and bardly averted disaster as a pulley
chain dipped and a section of shaped cavorite swayed ungeedily. Cavor spun in darm, cdling brusquely
to hisvigtors. "l gpologize for being impatient, gentle-men, but the symposum approaches and we are on
a deadline. My crews have been working around the clock to finish this demon-gtration sphere. | must
get back to work." He hurried off.

Shaking his head as the professor led him out of the work room, Wells didnt know whether to be
filled with wonder or skep-ticism. "All of your people seem to have been reading too much of Monseur
Vernesfiction.”

Agan Huxley remained serious. "1 would not be surprised if the French themselves have an inditution
gmilar to this one, and no doubt their Jules Verne is an active part of it. However, Queen Victoria is
more concerned with the Second Reich than with the French. That iswhy we mug plan.”

CHAPTERHVE

Footsteps in the Corridor



That night, Wells retired to hissamdl but comfortable guest room in the secret wing of the Inditute. He
was no longer a penniless student living with A. V. Jennings in austere rented rooms, now he was a
didinguished vigtor of T. H. Huxley, accorded the hospita-ity of the Crown.

Exhausted both physcaly and mentdly from dl he had seen, Wells sat a a amdl desk under the
flickering gadlight glow. He sharpened one of his lead pencils, then got out a clean sheet of paper. His
imagination was fired with images, ideas, speculations; he wanted to share them dl with Jane, who loved
to debate with im and imagine possibilities. What would she think of the grand schemes of the Imperid
Ingtitute? Though he'd been gone only a day, Wedls had promised Jane a letter every night. He had so
much to tdl her that he didn't know if he could get it dl down on paper by dawn.

Though it was laugheble to think she might be a German spy, he restrained himsdf from describing
Oetails of the Ingtitute's research. Stll, he was good at spesking in broad generdities, a technique he had
practiced in his Pall Mall articles, in order to seem like more of an expert than he actudly was.

After he had jotted down only afew paragraphs, though, his thoughts turned toward Jane hersdf. Her
face appeared before hisimaginaion, and he amiled like a lovestruck fool. Though she would have been
much more interested to hear about the innovative scientific work, his letter quickly devolved into
repeated and persstent declarations of how much he missed her. He told her that his guest room was
large enough for two, and it seemed vast and empty without her.

He finished by filling the margins with amusing doodles of himsdf with a big frown on his face and
hands clagping a downishly large heart. Among his correspondents, Wells was famous for the imeaginative
cartoons that adorned hismissves He sedled the letter so it could be posted the following day.

Seding that it was wel past midnight, he turned down the gadight and began to undress for bed.
Before he could turn in, though, Wdls heard noises from the other Sde of his door. A whis-per, then a
strange mixture of chuckles and moans, growing louder, quieter, then louder again.

Puzzled, he opened the door a crack and cocked his ear to listen. The eerie noises echoed up and
down the shadowy corridors. He thought he heard the sound of bare feet dgpping on the wooden floor.

Then, resoundingly clear, came cackling laughter that was ether the giggling of a child or the raving of
a lundtic. But as he stared up and down the hall, Wels saw nothing but the flickering gadight from
covered jets on the walls. None of the other doors were open; dl the other guest scientists were adeep.
He could dis-cern no movement.

When he heard the rapid footsteps again, he whirled to hisleft, haf-expecting to see a ghost burdened
with danking chains like Jacob Marley from Dickenss A Chrismas Carol. Again, the corridor was
empty.

The next noise was quite disincily a startled indrawn bresth. The footsteps stopped.

"Hullo?" Wdlls said in a quiet voice, not wanting to shouit.

He heard afant chuckle, accompanied by running steps, bare feet receding toward the far end of the
hall. Wells rubbed his eyes, but could see nathing.

Intrigued and determined to investigate this mydery, he crept off in the direction of the footsteps. His
stockinged feet were dlent as he crept down the hdl past closed doors. Wdls followed the sounds into
the wider corridors that led to darkened laboratories. Insde the enclosed research rooms, he saw only
low flames from gas jets on the walls. All of the labs appeared to be securely closed. Nothing moved
ingde the industrid bays.

He logt track of the footsteps and could hear no breasthing except his own. His heartbeat pounded in
his ears, but other than the hiss of gas jets, the night slence remained complete.

Perhaps he had dreamed up this hobgoblin, but he doubted it. Wells had a very vivid imagingtion,
though it had aways been a his beck and cdl. His wild fancies did not trick him with auditory
hdlucinationsin the middle of the night. He was sure he had been wide awake.



He reached the end of the research wing, finding nothing. Putting his hands on his hips, he let out a
long, frustrated sgh. After waiting a few more moments, he walked back toward his room, sheking his
head.

When he rounded a corner thet led back to his guest room, he was astonished to come upon a man
ganding entirdy naked in the middle of the corridor. He recognized the eccentric chemist, Dr. Hawley
Griffin. Y elowish-orange light from the gas lamps shone on his pallid skin. -

As Wdls stood speechless with surprise, the stark-naked men sprinted up to him like a foolish
prankster. Before Wells could react, the grinning chemigt playfully dapped him on the top of the
head—then dashed off.

"You can't see mel I'm invigble" Griffin sprinted away, chuck-ling as if he had played a very clever
practical joke.

"Here now, Dr. Griffinl Wait!"

Griffin kept running, his bare feet dgpping on the waxed wooden floor. He called in a Sngsong voice,
"I'minvigble, invisble Ha hal”

Wils brushed his hair back into place, indignant that the unclothed man would do such a slly thing.
He trotted after the nude scientist, following him down the hdl, but Griffin picked up speed.

Rounding a corner, Wells saw the naked man skid to a hdlt.

Barrel-chested Dr. Cavor stood in the middle of the hal, beefy arms crossed over his chest. Cavor's
lower lip protruded from his square jaw in an expression of great disapprova. "Hawley Griffin, what on
Earth are you doing?'

The naked man snickered as if concocting a devious plan. He bobbed back and forth, then tried to
dart around the other scien-tist, but Cavor reached out and snaiched Griffin's arms.

The chemigt squawled. "Stop! You can't catch me. You can't even see me”

"Y ou're having ddlusons again, Hawley."

"No, I'm invisblel How did you catch me? Y ou can't know where | am.”

"Yes, we can, Hawley."

Breathless and panting, Wédlls arrived. "Dr. Cavor, what is he doing?"

The materids scientist just shook his head. Griffin turned around, his britly hair gligening with swest.
He tried to break away again, but Cavor held the man's wrigt with dl his strength. Wells helped to keep
Griffin steady.

"It's rather like the Emperor's new clothes, you know," Cavor muttered.

The naked man findly stopped druggling. His shoulders dumped as he looked around in dismd
disappointment. "You . . . you can redly see me? Both of you?'

"Yes" Wells and Cavor said in unison.
With a deep sgh, Griffin surrendered. "Then it must have worn off.”

"I'm sure it did. Come now, Mr. Wdls and | will escort you back to your room. You've had enough
exctement for tonight, and you need some deep. Our symposum starts in two days, you know."

"Yes yes, and | mus perfect my formula by that timel™
"Doeshe havea. . . amoking jacket or something?' Wells asked.
"Yes but it'sinvigble, too!" Griffin ingsted as the two escorted him back to his room.

CHAPTER SIX

An Uninvited Guest at the Symposium



On the day of the symposum, Wdls arrived in the lecture hal early enough to get a spot in the front
row. He wasn't entirdy sure what Huxley expected of him, but he did not intend to disappoint the
professor. It was an unpardleled opportunity.

He settled himsdf in a varnished wooden chair and took out his papers and a lead pencil. He didnt
want to missaword that was said. In the center of the oratory stage, a dark wooden lectern stood like a
pulpit. Remembering Huxley's showmanship when lecturing his biology students, Wells hoped the old
professor dill had his rhetoricd dhilities.

One by one, stientigs filed in. Some 4ill wore stained laboratory coats, many had touded har and
bloodshot eyes, asif they had continued working through the night and dl morning, trying to squeeze out
one more result. Severa men wore formd jackets, asif they expected an audience with the Queen.

WEels was surprised to note impressive representatives filing in on the other side of the room. He
recognized Prime Miniger Glad-stone himsdf, who had served in his post four times since 1868 in an
dternating dance with his consarvative rivas, the Marquis of Sdisbury and Benjamin Digradli. Numerous
admirds and generds of the Imperid armed forces sat beside the Prime Minigter in giff, formd uniforms

WEels surveyed them with amazement. The presence of such people drove home the importance of
what would be discussed here. Sdlf-conscioudy, he straightened his brown hair and moustache, then
brushed imagined lint from his deeves. His mother would swoon if she knew where her "Bertie’' was
now—and probably try to shoo him out of the auditorium so that his "betters’ could do ther important
work.

T. H. Huxley entered from a side door, full of confidence. He wore a fine new suit and a perfectly
knotted cravat. As he passed Wells, he paused. "St quietly and listen. Take notes of what is dis-cussed
and, most importantly, think about it. | may ask you ques-tions afterward. 1 ill make up my own mind, of
course, but | would appreciate your andyss.”

The whigpering from the audience grew louder, then fdl off as the old professor took long-legged
steps across the lecture stage. Huxley bowed to his audience, then made a specid show of recog-nizing
Prime Miniger Gladstone, the various lords, Members of Parliament, and military officers. When he was
finished with the formdities, he grasped the lectern as if he were about to teach a class full of fresh
sudents.

"The greatest minds of the British Empire serve thisingitute. Some arrived openly, some in the middle
of the night. Each one knows the importance of what is discussed and developed here behind closed
doors."

The professor summarized the familiar threats to the Empire, induding the growing danger of the
German Second Reich and her unexpected dliances with Russa, and the dways-unruly French. Huxley
swept his gaze across every lisgener. "How then is the British Empire to prepare? By leading the march of
progress, rather than dlowing oursalves to be trampled by it!" He turned to the digni-taries. "Gentlemen,
diginguished M.P.s, your Lordships, Mr. Prime Minigter, | present to you the secret work of the Imperid
Indtitute."”

While the symposium continued, Wdlls feverishly took notes and wondered how he could possibly
help reshape the world.

The next two speakers, Professor Redwood and Mr. Benangton, were quite ordinary-looking
felows. Redwood cleared his throat, and Bensngton did the same, only with more gusto, as if competing
with his partner. Professor Redwood began, "We have created a food substance cdled
Herakleophorbia—"

"I thought of the name" Benangton said. "Sounds quite impressve, doesn't it?'

"Though it's the devil to spdl!" Redwood retorted, then returned his attention to the talk. "When used



as afood source, Herakleophorbia greatly promotes growth and increases the sze of any living creature.”
Benangton leaned closer to the lectern. "Idedly, we will be able to create giant warriors who can
overthrow any enemy army.”

Redwood hdd up a hand. "For now, though, our amezing food-stuff has been tested only on
|aboratory animas.”

"But with extraordinary success!"

Both men gestured to their assistants, who disappeared behind the stage and then returned, tugging
two heavy wooden carts. In each cart rested a large cage that contained a snarling, ferocious-looking
brown rat as large as a sheep, with a rope-thick pink tail, flashing eyes, and long sharp teeth. Their gill
squesking could be heard dl the way to the back of the lecture hal. The mammoath rodents clawed at the
cages, gnawing on the criss-crossed bars with jaws powerful enough to sever an oak sgaling in a single
bite.

While some of the lords and generds stared wide-eyed, Prime Miniger Gladstone applauded.
"Bravo! With such a substance we could feed the hungry, grow crops and meet animds large enough to
fill every need. The trade unions and syndicaists and downtrod-den poor will no longer have anything to
complain about."

"Wdl, Mr. Prime Miniger, that is certainly one gpplication,” said Mr. Bengngton. "Very astute of you
to grasp that promating socid harmony isin itsdf a method of defending Britain.”

Redwood scowled at his partner. Wdls couldn't understand how the two men could work together
without coming to blows. "Unfortunatedy, srs, there are 4ill certain ... inconsgstencies in the formula. For
instance, Herakleophorbia seems to promote a great ded of aggression in the subjects.”

Benangton would not be brushed asde so easly. "Yes, aggresson—which is an advantage if we
meen to create soldierd”

"On the other hand, no one wants our pigs to become so vicious we cannot butcher them for their
gigantic bacon!" Red-wood added.

A few chuckles rippled across the audience.

With piercing squesks, the enormous rats hurled themsdlves againg the bars of the cages. One of the
bars looked periloudy loose, and Bensangton sgnded for the assstants to wrestle the swaying cages
away. He made a quick bow to the Prime Miniger and his cronies. "Nevertheless, you can certainly see
the potential of Herakleophorbia.” He tugged Professor Redwood from the stage, begting a hasty retreat
asthe rats clamor grew louder.

For the next presentation, Dr. Hawley Griffin walked onto the stage. The eccentric chemist looked
much tidier today: He was wdl groomed and wore a dean lab coat, but his expresson shifted with
extraordinary swiftness. Running hands through hisbristlly dark hair, Griffin presented his ideas about the
military benefits of his experimenta invighility formula

"Unseen soldiers could win every war, gentlemen. How could an enemy succeed in killing them,
except by accident? Invisble spies could ferret out any secret, sted any document. Transparent assassins
could dip in anywhere, kill any target. The posshilities are endless” Griffin's face was flushed. "He who
possesses ny invighility formula could rule the world!™

Huxley stood abruptly to cut off the other man's rant. "Ah, thank you very much, Dr. Griffin. None of
us needs to be reminded that the am of Britannia is to protect hersdf and carry on the burden of the
Empire, not to conquer the world—as, per-haps, Kaiser Wilhdm wants to do.”

Without much subtlety, Huxley escorted the chemis away from the lectern, tumning to gmile
resssuringly a Gladstone. "Dr. Griffin's formulas have dready succeeded in sgnificantly increes-ing the
transparency factor. Before long, he will have an effective demondration. For now ponder the
gpplications and possibilities, should his work come to completion soon.”

Next, Dr. Sdwyn Cavor talked about his extremely lightweght dloy. "My demongration sphere is



fully armored and impenetrable to even the heaviest atillery shel, yet it weighs less than a hun-dredth of a
gamilar vessd covered iniron plaing.”

"A weightless ironclad? Amazing." The admiras and generds were abuzz with excitement.

"Wdl... not entirdy weightless yet, Mr. Prime Miniser. How-ever, | beieve I'm on the cusp of
meking a materid thet is opague to gravity itsdf, immune to the tug of the Earth.”

For hours, one by one, prominent researchers gave brief demondrations of ther schemes. Wels
continued writing his furi-ous notes, and dl the listeners continued to be amazed.

A medica expert and bacteriologist named Philby spoke about isolating the deadly cholera bacillus.
He had dready separated, purified, and concentrated the germ, which he kept in alocked container in his
laboratory. Hearing Philby's scheme, one of the uniformed generds blew through his long moustache,
then grum-bled with anger. "This is preposterous! A truly horrendous means of waging war, and very
ungentlemanly.”

"But isit not something we must consider?’ Philby ingsted. "One amdl vid contains more anmunition
then a hundred thou-sand bullets. We must not blindfold oursdves to redity. Certainly the Germans have
dready considered such athing." The generad was obvioudy sobered as he pondered the implications.

Late in the afternoon, the auditorium door opened with aloud crash. Everyone in the audience turned
as a disheveled but arro-gant-looking man strode in as if he were a king. In the corridors behind him,
incensad security men hustled forward, blowing whistles and shouting for the man to stop. But the
barrel-chested intruder strode down the central aide.

At the side of the stage, Huxley wore aterrible expresson on hisface. "Moreau! How dare you enter
here?'

Moreau squared his shoulders, and his voice boomed out. "l dare, Thomas, because | mugt save you
dl from becoming fools"" His eyes were bright and defiant. "The Imperid Inditute has a much too narrow
view of the true threet that is upon us”

Huxley struggled to regain his composure. "Guards, remove this man. He is not welcome here, nor in
any fadlity of higher edu-cation in the British Empire. In fact, Scotland Yard has severd out-standing
warrants for his arrest.”

"Thomeas Henry Huxley, you pride yoursdf on being a scientist, but you are pathetic when you dlow
emotions to rule you." Moreau crossed hisarms over his chest. "I know you didike me. You and | have a
bitter higtory, and you have accused me of committing heinous crimes”" He pointed an accusing finger a
the professor. "But will you—Dbefore dl these other researchers and the Prime Minigter himsdf—refuse to
hear what | have to say, though it may have a bearing upon the surviva of every man, woman, and child
on Earth? Where is your much-vaunted scientific objectivity?'

Huxley glowered. Wdls had never seen the professor so angry. Moreau directed his words to Prime
Miniger Gladstone, but his voice dill held an overconfident sneer. "l swear to you that the coming war
will encompass not only dl of the British Empire, but the entire world—nay, two worlds. You st here
ducking like old hens, worried about an inggnificant shadow, when the whole sky isfdling on you."

"What is this man saying?' Gladstone asked, flustered. Guards had come into the auditorium, ready to
drag Moreau away, but the unwecome scientist did not budge. Wells wondered how Moreau had
learned of this gathering of great scientists, when the entire research wing was supposedly a dosdy
guarded secret.

Huxley fumed. "Very wdl, Moreau. What is it? Be succinct and make your words pertinent. Do not
waste our time here”

The audience members stirred and grumbled. "Silencel So that | may speak!” Moreau bellowed. The
hubbub dwindled, and he waited for complete slence. "You will consider my information vitd, though
some may have been squeamish about my past meth-ods. If you would drive me out now, you would
blind yoursdlves to the most terrible danger the Earth itsdf has ever known!”



Huxley tapped the lectern impatiently. "Enough grandstanding, Moreau. What threet is greater than
the Germans, or the Russans, or the French?'

Moreau said asngle word in a deep, forbidding tone. "Martians”
The lecture hdl resounded with gasps, then chuckles.

"Enough! | assure you thisis not a joke." Moreau turned to the anxious-looking guards sill standing in
the doorway. "You there! Haul in my specimen. Go on!"

When the men hesitated, Moreau looked as if he intended to chase them into the corridor himsdif.
"Come, come! Men entrusted with protecting this fadlity should be capable of lugging asngle cratel”

While Wdls watched with intense curiosty, the guards returned through the doors. Grunting and
graining, they dragged a heavy rectangular crate nearly as large as the cages that had held the enormous
rats. The crate was covered with a tarpaulin that hid its contents from view.

Moreau strode up to the crate and clutched the fabric with both hands. He looked back at Huxley.
"Now you shdl see. You dl will see.” With aflourish, he yanked away the sheet to reved an abominable,
misshgpen creature contained ingde a glasswaled aguarium. "This is the true face of our enemy,

gentlemen.”

The lecture hdl resounded with gasps and exclamations. The unearthly creature was obvioudy dead,
preserved in murky formaldehyde. The bulbous, brown-skinned thing was composed mosily of a gigantic
bran sac. Huge milky-white eyes looked like overcooked eggs. Snakeike tentacular appendages
dangled from a soft and hideous body .

"It looks like that deformed Merrick chap,” cried Philby, the medical researcher. But Wells, who had
seen pictures of the "de-phant man," knew that this supposed Martian was much more dis-gudting in
appearance.

Wedls scribbled notes furioudy, atempting to record or even sketch wha he witnessed. He
swalowed hard as he scratched with his lead pencil, sure he had blundered onto the doorstep of higtory
inthe making.

He looked a the blugtering bearded man. His immediate reac-tion was one of distaste. Moreau
seemed to be a person of some genius, but little tact. Wells preferred Huxley's approach to the mysteries
of science, yet Moreau's convictions stood taler and more impregnable than dl of Wellss book learning.
The dborasive man did not seem to care whether he was liked among his col-leagues, so long as he was
proved right. Moreau stood buffeted by the wash of the audience's distaste, but showed no sgn of
backing down. His shocking announcement had at least shaken them, forced them to listen.

Smug now that he had ther full attention, Moreau raised his voice. "This Martian died in the crash of a
firg cylinder in the Sahara, gpparently a scout ship from the red planet. | have dis-sected and andyzed it
thoroughly and recorded the full details here in my persond journd.”

He removed a bound volume from his suit and hed it up in a large hand. "This specimen is only the
firs—thefirg of an entire invagon force from Marg"

CHAPTER SEVEN

The Martian Cylinder Opens

From the Journal of Dr. Moreau:

Grand discoveries require careful documentation. | am a participant in events that will change the
course of humen higtory, and therefore | have determined to set down dl that | have observed and
pondered. History must remember what occurred in the Sahara, on the Atlantic Steamer, and at Perciva



Lowdl's observatory in Arizona Territory.

If the impending Martian invadon is not thwarted, then this journd may be dl that remans of our
avilization. | will tdl what happened, and how the human race faled initstime of greatest crigs. | am fully
aware of my obligation to the truth.

After the dlvery cylinder had torn a smoky line through the sky and crashed near our dill-burning
cands, Lowdl and | rushed for-ward, awestruck and eager. We were impetuous men, and neither of us
wasted time with undue caution. Hestation results only in lost opportunities: Thet is a motto by which 1
choose to live my life. Now was not the time for us to be cowards.

A plume of dust curled into the air from the distant impact crater. "I hope the Martian ship did not
explode when it struck the ground!” Lowell shouted.

"Impossble” | replied over the rumble of the fire from the raw impact wound. "They would be too
advanced to make such afool-ish misteke."

Both Lowdl and | were accustomed to leading, not following, and so we dimbed the lip of the fresh
crater in tandem. Together, we gazed down at the Seaming ruin.

Deep below, | could make out a dlver cylinder with snub ends like a bullet. 1t was mirror-bright,
dazzing our eyes, though the hull was stained from entering the atmosphere like a giant meteor. Bt this
was no meteor: the cylinder was clearly formed by the hands of an intdligent race.

| confess that | had a more scientific curiogity than a diplomatic one. If the dien dvilizetion had sent a
gpacecraft across interplan-etary distances, then Martian technology was obvioudy far supe-rior to
anything our greatest indudrid nations had developed. | was eager to learn what these creatures could
teach me.

The heat from the pit rose in a tremendous wave, preventing us from gpproaching closer. We could
only stand to observe for afew seconds. Lowell dropped back, coughing, but | remained hunched over,
shidding my watering eyes, until |, too, had no choice but to stagger back. With savage disappointment,
Lowdl clenched hishands a hissdes. "I have waited years for this moment. | can tol-erate a few more
hours—but not much longer.”

Impatient and frusirated, we retired to our shaded tents. We both fdt asif our lifés work was coming
to its dimax. Lowell fetched toiletries, shaved with a basin of tepid water, then changed into a fine new
auit and graightened his collar. All the while he kept his gaze intent on the Hill-glowing pit visble through
the propped-open tent flap.

And the hours dragged on.

After eating a quickly prepared med, we shared a celebratory brandy and a cigar. Lowdl told me of
his long-ganding passon for Mars and his intention to use part of the family fortune to build an
observatory dedicated to the study of the red planet. His young assstant, A. E. Douglass, had dready
been sent to scout appropriate locations in the American Southwest, Mexico, and even South America
Then he talked about his journeys as an ambassador to Japan and the insghts he had gained from the
Eastern mind and its philosophies. :

Oh, our frivolous conversation seems so absurd now as | record it, and | cannot in good conscience
set down dl our inane thoughts on paper. Let us say that Percival Lowdl and | were equdly naive and
optimidtic, and | shdl leave the matter at that.

Soon, we would have a chance to meat ared Martian face-to-face.

When evening cooled the desert, we set off again. | commanded the remaining Tuaregs to follow with
crowbars and pickaxes from the trench excavations, as | thought the Martians might need assis-tance in
opening their armored spacecraft. The superdtitious natives accompanied us, though reuctantly.

Although their culture retained its bdief in mysteries and demons, the Tuaregs had seen locomoatives



and white men coming in large ships. To them, a spaceship cylinder or a creature from Mars was no
more fantagtic.

Lowdl was mulling over an appropriate speech to welcome the dien vistors and | wondered if he
had considered that the Mar-tians were not likdy to speak English. Still, Lowdl had a knack for
languages. On impulse, he withdrew the oxide-red spectacles | had given him, placing them over his eyes.
Now he saw the world as a Martian would, the better to understand them.

When we findly stood on the crater rim, 1 could see adull glow, but most of the cylinder had cooled.
Theimmense object, larger than two railroad cars, made aticking and crackling sound as its temperature
continued to adjust to our environmernt.

Lowdl noticed the hatch firgt, and excitement intendfied his Bostonian accent. "Look there, Moreaul!
A circle protruding from the sde of the cylinder.” Indeed, a rounded cap was moving like an immense
screw, risng from the cylinder's hull.

"Someone ingdeistrying to openit,” | sad.
Before Lowdl could say anything, | scrambled down the loose dope. The thin crust of vitrified sand

broke beneath my feet, but 1 dug in my heds and skidded to a hdt at the base of the crashed Martian
projectile. Breathless, | gazed up at the curved cylinder, awestruck by its sheer sze.

Lowdl called from above. "Moreau! Are you dl right?'

Without waiting, | reached forward, amazed that | could fed no heat radiaing from the hull.
Tentativey, | brought my hand closer and then, with brash resolve, touched it. The metd was Hill warm,
but not unendurable. "It's completdy safe, Lowdl." He needed no further encouragement to join me.

| heard a scrgping sound, and the screw-hatch rotated visbly by a quarter of a turn, then gradudly a
quarter more. "Perhaps they are too weak to open it the rest of the way," | said when Lowdl stood
panting beside me.

He bellowed to the desert workers gathered around the rim. "Come here and bring your crowbars!
We mug get this cylinder open.” He glared at them, hiswavy pae hair ghosly under the garlight. "There
will be no pay for anyone who hestates.”

Three of the dark-clad workers disappeared from the edge, and Lowdl and | never saw them again.
Four other men—either braver or more desperate for money—came down brandishing ther crowbars
like weapons, though we meant for them to be used only as tools.

The screw hatch turned dightly again, then stopped. The skit-tish Tuaregs backed off, but Lowel
clapped his hands. "Go on, you brutes! See what you can do to help.”

The robed nomads cdlanged their bars againg the hull, searching for some notch that would catch the
iron. Eventudly, as Lowd| and | supervised, the men managed to get their bars into the hatch seam.
Working together, grunting and curaing in their incomprehensible language, the natives dragged the hatch
cover around. It findly began to turn fredy.

Eager to see the fird light from the open crack, | wanted to push forward. My own face should be the
firg human the diens saw—or, at the very least, Percivd Lowdl's. But the heavy screw made its lagt turn
and fdl off into the cooked sand. The Tuaregs scrambled back as hissng ar gushed out like the steam
from a teakettle. Alien air, | thought, from the skies of Mars.

| saw only darkness ingde the open hatch on the cylinder's hull. When the venting atmosphere had
faded to dlence again, one of the Tuaregs pulled his face close to the opening.

Suddenly an enormous shape thrugt itsdf forward from within the cylinder. It had dick leathery skin,
huge eyes, and a Medusa's clugter of tentacles. It made no sound as its appendages grabbed the Tuareg
by his robes. The man screamed and thrashed, tearing his garments.

Despite their fear, the Tuareg's companions protected their own. Howling, they drew curved swords
from their dusty robes and lunged for the Martian beast. The tentacled thing loomed up, seemingly furious
d us,



For the briefest ingant, Lowd| and | stood stunned and amazed. Such a creature was unlike anything
| hed imagined in dl my biologica studies. | reacted more quickly than Lowd! when | saw the Tuaregs
with murder in their eyes. "No swords! Do not harm it. It is a creature from another plangt.”

With a swift stroke of his blade, one desert man dashed the fabric of his comrade's robe, cutting him
loose. The terrified victim tumbled to the sand and scrambled away. The other Tuaregs, glowering a
me, seated ther swords back in ther belts and took up the crowbars as clubs. In a group, they rushed
the open hatch and pummeed the Martian, which scuttled backward into its large ship.

The Tuaregs paused at the dark opening, none of them willing to venture insde. Lowd| came close
with the kerosene lamp he had brought. "Stand aside, but be ready to defend us”

When | saw Lowel hestate at the hatch opening, | snatched the lamp from him. This was no time for
doubts and reservations. Without a thought for my own safety, | thrust the lamp into the cylinder's
interior.

The kerosene glow reflected from strange shapes and curves, objects no human had ever seen.
Insde, the Martian squirmed away on its lumpy tentacles. It did not manage to avoid the light, but it did
avoid us.

"It appears to be weak, perhapsinjured,” | said when Lowdl came up beside me. "It has backed off,
S0 We can enter safdy.”

Before Lowdl could nod, | swung my leg over the lip of the haich and cdlimbed ingde, pushing the
lampin front of me,

The Martian scuttled away without voicing any sound; | won-dered whether it had voca cords. Many
animds on Earth were speechless, as | was aware from my vivisection experiments. Per-haps Martians
were mute, or they communicated in another man-ner entirely.

| shouted back to Lowdl, "Cdl some of the Tuaregs insde. Look there, the Martian is backed against
that bulkhead. 1 want them to keep it a bay, so we can explore the rest of the ship. Maybe there are
other survivors™ Lowell relayed the orders, and two Tuareg men reluctantly entered what mugt have
seemed a demon's lar to them.

With the known survivor accounted for, we ventured deeper insde, breathing the remnants of flat,
dusty Martian air. | turned dowly around, shining the lamp inside the spaceship's large open cavity. | saw
agght that | shdl never forget.

The crashed spaceship was a charnd house. Inhuman bodies— fifteen, we later counted—were
strewn about like rag dolls on the interior deck, no doubt jumbled from the violence of the cylinder's
impact. It seemed a tragedy to me that so few of them had survived the long and perilous voyage across
interplanetary space. They had come so far.. ..

The dead creatures were dightly smdler than adult humans, the mgority of them with whitish-gray
skin and smooth shells on their body parts. These specimens dearly belonged to an entirdy different
phylum from the tentacled Martian.

Unlike a dlipper ship or an ocean steamer, the Martian vessd did not contain a large cargo hold or
numerous crates of supplies. The white-shdled diens had been kept in a separate section of the vessd,
like cattle in a corrd. An advanced Martian—the creature with the soft body and the enormous
brain—had apparently oper-ated the controls, such as they were. The Martian projectile had apparently
been launched from a giant cannon on the red plangt, fired baligicdly toward Earth, with only a few
attitude-adjustment rockets to guide its course. These creatures were ether fools or optimists. Either
way, they had achieved their desire, and the cylin-der had arrived at Earth.

Lowell, being more mechanicaly minded than mysdf, ingpected the "bridge" of the cylinder, a strange
curved afar that would never have been desgned by the shipbuilders of the Royd Navy. He stud-ied
the levers and knobs designed for a race equipped with tentacles instead of manipulating digits. He could
not decipher the Martian written language scribed onto the buttons and switches, nor could he
comprehend the basis of the dien guidance system.



Since my background was in biology, | had other priorities, however. | kndt to perform a cursory
sudy of the cadavers. They seemed oddly desiccated and shriveled, as if their bodily juices had been
sucked away. Only mummified husks remained.

"Moreau! I've found a second large Matian.” In the reflected lamplight, 1 could see another of the
brownish brain sacs—this one dearly dead, its tentacles clenched to itsdf like the legs of a poi-soned
besetle. It, too, had been desiccated, drained.

"The crash could not have killed them dl. Not in thisfashion." Lowel pursed his lips. "I wonder if this
Martian and these others died of some sickness. Or maybe they were murdered during the voyage.”

| was not, however, worried about those answers for the time being. My immediate ddight was in
knowing that | now had so many specimens to dissect.



CHAPTEREIGHT
A Welcome Visitor and Unwelcome News

After Moreau had ddivered his shocking news to the symposum audience, the Inditute scientidts,
military officers, lords, and even Prime Minister Gladstone, surged to their feet and gathered close to see
the nightmarish specimen.

Moreau clearly understood the tumult his revelations would cause, and Wells could see that the
bearish man enjoyed the effect of his announcement. Moreau stood confident and arrogant in the middle
of the uproar.

Professor Huxley's words cut across the excitement and confu-sion in the lecture hdl. "Inlight of these
new developments, | hereby adjourn this symposum until we can further assess the news Dr. Moreau
has brought us."

Giiffin shot to his feet, his face reddened with anger, hisbrigly hair ganding up as if in indignation. He
did not even glance at the dien's tank. "We cannot stop the symposum! We must compile dl knowledge
30 we can fight the Germansl We must not dlow our-selves to be distracted by... Martians. My formula
istoo important.”

Huxley gave the eccentric chemigt a conciliatory look. "Dr. Griffin, much as | didike Dr. Moreau, we
have an important new factor to consder. It may be that the entire focus of our sympo-sum will change
dramaticaly.”

"No! It can't.” But his voice was lost among the shouts of amazement or disgust as people peered into
the aguarium. Huxley paid no further attention to Griffin.

Moreau walked across the stage like a conquering generd. "l think you will agree, Thomas, that my
intruson is warranted.”

"If your words are indeed true" Huxley turned down his lips in continued skepticism. "Numerous
hoaxes have been perpetrated upon agullible public. The circus men P. T. Barnum in America has made
aliving a it, and let us not forget the Cardiff Giant, which many scientists inssted was red.”

Wiéls hurried up to them, notepaper in hand, his mind full of questions. But he did not interrupt the
conversation—or was it a confrontation?—between the two men.

"Thisis no joke." Moreau sounded dangerous. "We have known each other for many years. At one
time, you respected my biologicd investigations. | redize that you disagree with the mordity of my
experiments, but have you ever known me to be a lia?* Moreau thrust the bound volume forward.
"Here, take my journd. It docu-ments everything. It incdludes sketches | made of dissections and a full
account of my dedings with the Martians.” His eyes were full of chalenge. "Read it and see if you dill
congder this a hoax."

Huxley took the book. "I will make up my own mind."

Wels fought back a samile. This was precisely what Huxley taught dl of his sudents: to study the facts
for themsdves and to make their own decisons.

Moreau continued, his voice louder than before. "Something must be done immediady. Toward the
end of this year, Mars and Earth will be at their closest point a opposition. Already, the two worlds are
approaching each other inexorably aong ther orbital paths. We must stop the Martians before they
launch their inva-son upon Earth.”

Huxley stared him down. Wells looked from one man to the other, holding his breath.
"Even if what you say is true, Moreau, exactly how do you expect us to fight a distant planet? Shdl



we shoot fireworks and hope they reach escape veocity? How can we possibly defend againg invaders
from Mars?'

Moreau gestured toward the scientists clustered around the aguarium. Y ou daim this Inditute has the
greatest mindsin Britain. Think of something.”

Wils retired to his amdl room and feverishly documented every-thing he had witnessed, adding
parenthetica comments of his own, which helped him put his thoughts in order. He hoped that Huxley
meant for hm to do such editoridizing. It was unlikdy he would ever be able to publish these
accounts—certainly not as fac-tua articles, due to Britain's nationd security.

A sudent assstant rapped sharply on the door of hisroom. "Mr. Wélls, you have a vistor in the front
office. We could not alow her to come to the secure wing, but she wishes to see you— most ingstently,
ar.

Wellss heart legped. Jane had come! With a happy expresson and a light step, he hurried after the
volunteer to the adminidrative office. Jane's face lit up as soon as he passed through the door. Her
expression, her eyes, her gently pointed chin al reminded him of a perfect sunset on a beautiful suUmmer
day.

"Jane! | did not expect you, but | certainly can't complain.”

"I have been gtting here for the past hour, H.G., trying to think of an appropriate excuse as to why |
have come. | tried to divert my mind by studying the flowers and birds and butterflies in my guidebooks.
At night, I worked on memoarizing dl the con-gtdlations. But nothing seems as interesting if | don't have
you to share it with. I'm sorry if I'm disturbing your vigt here, but I've missed you s0."

"You and | need never make excuses for wanting to be together, my dear." He kissed her, much to
the embarrassment of the frown-ing secretary who sat a his desk. The poor man shuffled papers and
made an inordinate amount of noise to remind the two that he was there and watching.

At that moment the door swung open and T. H. Huxley strode in. "Have you drafted those |etters yet,
Henderson? They must be posted immediately. | require the advice of other experts—" He looked up,
digtracted. "Ah, Mr. Wells! | should have, you write my correspondence. Then my demandswill be clear
and concise, and my urgency made plain.”

WEels chuckled in disbdief. "Professor, you are one of the finest writers of our age. | wouldnt
presume to have aliterary ability equivaent to your own."

" do not require literature, Wdls, smply a request for information.” He looked at Jane, and suddenly
his persondity brightened. "And who is this? She appears to be afine specimen.”

"Indeed sheis, dr." Wells beamed. "One that should be incdluded in every textbook of the femde form
and mind."

Jane extended her hand. "Apparently H.G. doesn't believe | have a name. | an Miss Amy Catherine
Robbins. I'm very pleased to meet you, Sr. H.G. speaks of you often.”

Huxley said, "Wdlsis proving to be a shining star just as | had hoped. Especidly after today, | need
hisindghts more than ever."

"Then you need Jane's indghts as wdl, Professor,” Wedls said impulsvdy. "She has an imagination as
sharp as my own, and often sheds light on questionsin away | have never before consd-ered.”

"Excdlent. We could certainly use a fresh perspective on these matters. Will you be staying with us,
young lady?"

"Professor, we have no rooms available” said the dour secre-tary. "Especidly not for alady.”

"l would love to stay, if I'minvited,” Jane said, ignoring the sec-retary. "'l can, of course, share a room
with H.G. We are to be mar-ried soon anyway."

Henderson appeared extremey embarrassed, but Huxley was too distracted to show any reaction.



"Can you vouch for her loydty to the Crown, Wells? Are you certain she's not a Prussan spy? More
importantly, are you convinced she will not be bored by our technicd discussions and scientific talk?”

WEels squared his narrow shoulders to look as imposng as he could manage. "Jane has one of the
mogt indghtful minds and interesting perspectives of any person | know. She was once a stu-dent of
mine, by far the best. | have decided to keep her."

"It is settled then,” Huxley said. "You two follow me back to the research wing. After Moreau's
announcement today, not even a woman could disupt my researchers further. Tdl her about our
Martians, Wells, and see what she thinks about the whole matter.”

"Martians?' Jane arched her eyebrows as they followed the professor into the private wing.

Huxley took his leave of the par while Wells showed Jane to ther room. Once indde, they became
much more interested in each other than in interplanetary invasions. With al the privacy they could wish
for, the two occupied themsdves with kissng, laughing. Reecquainting themselves with each other
involved the tedious and time-consuming task of removing the appropriate lay-ers of cothing. They did
nat begrudge the time, but went through dl the necessary steps.. . .

Later, findly able to concentrate on other things, Wells got around to tdling her everything, and she
listened with rapt atten-tion as they lay naked together, cozy in the narrow bed.

In the joy of seeing her again and taking about the Inditute's wonderful projects, as wdl as the
Martian specimen, Wells overex-tended himsdf. Jane was suddenly more concerned about his hedlth
than an invading fleet from Mars. She touched his moist forehead and frowned as she brushed his brown
har aside. "You mug not tax yoursdf too much, H.G. If you have another break-down, you can't hep
Professor Huxley at dl."

"But there is too much to do, Jane!”

"l have no wish to become a widow before | have a chance to be your wife. You mus not have
another relapse from your old kidney injury.”

Tonight, though, he fdt too excited to lie back and rest. Having Jane naked beside him did little to
cdmhim either.

He grasped her hand, and their fingers intertwined. "All right, let us talk about the consequences of the
agonishing things I've been shown. I'm sure youll think of possble repercussons | havent yet
considered.” He knew Jane could understand the implications of Moreau's warning and see the overdl
perspective, but she dso saw smdler problems and human difficulties "Will humans be able to change
thar priorities? If Moreau is correct, then the Martian invason will be a war that encompasses the entire
world. No, infact more than our world, both Earth and Mars.”

"People will do what they need to do. You can't solve dl the problems yoursdf, H.G."
"No, but with dl the talent in this Inditute, we have a good chance. Professor Huxley has aready
contacted the world's gov-ernments. Surdy we can work together on a problem of obvious mutud

benefit? Humans are intdligent creatures, after dl. How can the Prussans, the French, and the Americans
not see that we must cooperate to face this peril ?"

"I have dways loved your dreams, H.G." Jane leaned over to kiss his forehead. "But you must temper
them with a hedthy dose of practicdlity.”



CHAPTER NINE
The Dissection of Interplanetary Specimens

From the Journal of Dr. Moreau:

That night we dtationed uneasy Tuareg guards around the crashed cylinder containing the live Martian
without provoking it over-much. It was the only plan we could think of to keep the creature safe until
Lowdl and | decided what to do with it.

Two of the uneasy nomads retrieved a typicd specimen of the desiccated pae creatures from indde
the cylinder and transported it back to camp. | mysdf assisted in carying the fird dead Martian,
brown-skinned and trailing limp tentacles. On the way, | grunted and strained like aburly carter. It was a
long and strange proces-sion as we delivered the pair of dien cadavers to our tents.

After supervisng the trench digging in the Sahara, | had been weary beyond anything | had
experienced even in my most obses-sive days of medicd experimentation. But | now fdt the adrendine
of heady accomplishment and the joyous possihility of making a discovery that would shatter the very
precepts of science. Thus, | fdt no need for deep. Not now. My movements were frenetic, my breathing
fadt, and | knew | had to organize my priorities. | could think of so many remarkable things to do.
Though there was no immediate time limit, | wanted to learn everything now.

| set up two large plank tables under the tent fabric and hung three kerosene lamps from the supports
overhead. Fascinated, Low-€ll stood beside me, getting in the way. We spread the two specimens in the
brightest poal of light, where | could properly dissect them.

| couldn't wait to begin. | was about to become the fird biolo-gist to learn about extraterrestrid
anaomy. My old colleague and rival, Thomas Huxley, would be so envious Perhaps he would even
regret his decison to oust me from London. But no, not Thomas. Huxley is as arrogant and st in his
mord rectitude as | amin my willingnessto pay the price to acquire new knowledge.

| devoted my surgicd attentions to the lesser being firgt. By its fundamenta externd structure and, as |
laer saw, its arangement of internd organs, the whitish creature seemed to derive from an utterly
different Adam than the blobby, big-brained, tentacled Martians.

| bent closer to the corpse of the pae creature we had extracted from the crashed cylinder. With its
par of ams and legs, a head on a gaklike neck, the whitish dien looked much more human than the
tentacled Martian. Its overdl appearance reminded me of a worker ant. Perhaps a Martian drone? The
cresture appeared flimsy, its limbs desgned to survive gravity sgnificantly lower than that on
Earth—ower even than that on Mars, but | knew that couldn't possibly be.

Its body was covered with a tough membrane, not quite skin, nor entirdy a shel. Its spade-shaped
head had a large, thick cra-nium that, when cracked open, reveded a rather disgppointing nodule of
brain matter that seemed to be only a substation in a larger network of intdlect. Or perhaps it was merdy
adupid beast, like a cow. Huge domelike eyes covered a quarter of itsfla face. Probing with my fingers,
| found a amdl mouth tucked under its chin, surrounded by tiny dlia or feders. Obvioudy not a predator
or even a scavenger. This creature's mouth and digestive system seemed equipped to handle little more
then jely or grud.

| decided to have a more detaled look indde the creature. With a surgica saw and pry blades,
tweezers and probes, | cut open its skull and chestplate, whereupon a greenish-blue jdly oozed out. If
this pecimen had not been desiccated, would thisichor have run fredy, like blood?

The pae creature had a surprisngly limited set of internd organs, which made me wonder just how
high on the evolutionary ladder its ancestors had managed to dimb. Its muscles did like rods within
exoskeeta tubes. | identified what | thought were the equivadents to heart and lungs, but the bulk of the



specimen's interior was devoted to a large nervous system that came to a nexus indde the skull with a
gmd| flesy nodule embedded at the base of its skull—a rudimentary brain? It was certainly not a very
large organ, s0 | supposed | wouldn't be discussing higher mathematics with this creature, had it survived
the crash. | concluded that this being was a lower form of life

Lowel sat beside me, observing every moment of my work. With a sketch pad and a sharpened lead
pencil, he deftly made detailed drawings of the creature's physology. | would have done the same after
completing my initid study, but | was glad to have an objective and enthusadtic artist drawing what we
both could see. Detailed records were the very bugaboo of science! Lowel had made enough superb
sketches of the cands of Mars that | trusted his eye for detall. 1 could labd the drawings later with my
specula-tions about the functions of the organs and musculature.

| wondered if Lowdl intended to publish these reports. He is a man with a large ego. After spending
S0 much money to fund this expedition, he may want to dam the credit for himsdf, though I'll ingst on
being included. This discovery done will redeem mein the eyes of the scientific community.

Anxious to move on—there was so much to learn!—I let Low-€ll finish sketching the antlike drone
Martian while | moved to the larger specimen on the second dissection table.

The huge sack of brain was obvioudy more evolved, and thus superior to the lesser being. The
superior Martian lay spread out in a shapeless hulk like a squashed spider. Oddly, the larger specimen
was based on an entirdy different evolutionary blueprint from a human being or the drone. How could
they both have sorung from the same tree of life? Though this more highly evolved creature seemed less
physcdly complex than its pale-skinned counterpart, it had a more impressve character, a mgedtic
brain. The round dead eyes were glassy. What secrets had they seen?

Fird, | ran my hands over the smooth brownish skin. It was soft and pliable, a bit like the rubberized
fabric of a mackintosh. | could sense no internd structura support, no bones or cartilage. Had it evolved
beyond the need for a physcaly mobile form? The crea-ture's "body" itsdf was little more than a sac to
contain the vital Martian thinking organ. Everything €lse seemed superfluous to its functioning.

| stretched out one of its boneless tentacles. Each appendage seemed loose and dadtic, but with a
potentid strength like braided sted cables. Such a thing could have gripped a victim's throat like a
garrote. If it were a carnivore, of course.

As| continued my ingpection, | wondered what sort of motiva-tion lay behind this expedition to Earth.
Peaceful contact with a fdlow intdligent species? Did the Martians intend to share their knowledge and
culture with us?

Or were they planning something more sinister? Y es, even then | had my suspicions.

With my sharpest scalpd, | cut through the soft wet-leather skin and peeled back the head covering
to expose the creamy con-tours of Martian brain tissue. Such an enormous organ! | would require a
bucket to hold it! As | stared, | mused about the thoughts that might have passed through such an
enormous and intricate cerebrum. Another planet, another intellect.

In my numerous vivisections, | had studied the open brains of apes and pumas, as wel as lesser
gpecimens of dogs and cats. This Martian brain surpassed any | had ever seen before, even in human
cadavers. Therillsand valeys, the ridges and swirls provided a map of dien mental geography. 1t would
have taken me a year just to note every subtle twist and curve, every branching line, every blood vessd.

| was immensdy careful. While | had many of the drones stacked like cordwood ingde the crashed
cylinder, this superior Martian was my only opportunity to sudy the greater race—unless the other
Martian died, of course. Opportunities abounded.

Lowdl and | worked deep into the night.



]
Inferior or "White' Martian (after Lowell & Moreau)

Far out in the Sahara, the nights were incredibly dark. The stars, shone so brightly they made my eyes
ache.

The nervous Tuareg guards remained out a the crater, amed with metd rods but with drict
indructions not to kill the remain-ing Martian. They sat by a amdl fire made from dried camd dung. The
pungent character of the smoke was surpassed only by the stench of their own long-unwashed bodies.

After the Moon set an hour before dawn, the darkness grew deep and mysterious. The red planet
hung near the horizon like an evil eye, accusng me for what | had done to the bodies of the dead
Martians we took from the cylinder. While | rested on my cot, my mind was feverish with dl | had
learned. Although | had scrubbed my hands clean and disinfected them with acohal, | ill fdt the diens
gelatinous secretions.

Then afrightened cry shattered the cam night. The words were indecipherable gibberish, but the tone
was of darm and excitement.

Off my cot inan ingant, | pulled on boots and raced across the sands. My eyes were adready adapted
to the dark, and the garlight provided enough illumingtion. Lowell ran besde me. Nether of us asked
questions, because we knew that we had no answers.

A fant orange glow dill smmered from the crater. The three Tuareg guards shouted, waving ther
scimitars threateningly. One ran forward to dang his crowbar againg the meta hul.

]
"Superior”" Martian (after Lowell & Moreav)

"Whet isdl the fuss?' Lowd| demanded.

Before the nomads could give a comprehensble answer, a ratcheting mechanicd sound came from
the haf-buried cylinder. Standing on the rim, | watched as a segmented congruction erected itsdf from
an opening atop the spacecraft. It was an am strung together with girders and connected with pulleys,
made with salvaged components from ingde the cylinder.

The towering appendage rose up like a questing probe. From its end depended a boxy device that
appeared to be a camera fixed with a strange rotating lens. The segmented arm swiveled and bent, as if
feding its way, rigng tdler until it towered over dl of us.

"Our captive Martian has been hard a work," | sad. "Who knows what it assembled while we
performed our dissections?”

"Perhagps the creature istrying to communicate” Lowd| said.

| tried to imagine mysdf in the circumstances of our unusud vigtor: It was the only survivor of a
crashed ship, and as soon as it had emerged onto our world, the Tuaregs had set upon it with weapons.
"We should try to understand it. Such a superior being cannot possibly meen us any harm.”

The desert men brandished their crowbars and curved swords, asif the camera box-thing was the eye
of a demon. The sainning lens brightened, and a throbbing sound pulsed from indde the cylinder. The
segmented arm turned ... asif searching for a target.



Lowd| was more suspicious then |. "Moreau, that thing may be a weapon.”

As | looked at the contraption, | too thought it seemed threat-ening. Even as we retreated from the
crater rim, Lowdl ingructed the Tuaregs to knock down the segmented yardarm. In particular, he told
them to break the flashing, spinning lens that | surmised might serve as a remote eye for the Martian.
Needing no further encouragement, the men surged forward.

The tentacled Martian hauled itsdf out of the upper opening twenty feet from the: ground. | was
amazed a the creature's agility as it climbed the segmented girders and wires like a circus cgpuchin.
Sparks sprayed from the rotating lens, and | fdt a wave of growing hest.

Then the Tuaregs dimbed up and battered the base of the metd arm with their crowbars, severing
connections. The Martian flaled its tentacles as if in rage as it scrambled higher up the extended
mechanica boom, which began to bend under its weight.

Unaccustomed to holding itsdlf in the increased gravity of Earth, the heavy cresture toppled. It looked
like a gorged tick that had dropped off a dog's ear.

The Tuaregs scampered away in horror. But once the desperate Martian hit the sand, it lumbered off
with an awkward gdloping gait. The creature scurried with surprisng speed across the soft sands and
over the crater lip.

"Dont let it escapel” | cried.

Smdling blood, the Tuaregs raced after the mongter, brandisring ther weapons and howling.
Because of its soft musculature, the thing began to dow as it moved across the desert. The nomads
surrounded it, keeping it a bay, jabbing with pointed blades. One man struck with the crowbar, dubbing
the Martian, which reded back, patheticdly flaling its tentacles.

Lowdl and | charged in among the men, knocking their blades aside. "Dont injure it, you foold Have
you no idea how vauable this specimen is? Its mind is immeasurably superior to ours.”

The cornered Martian Sdled back arid forth, churning up the sands like an octopus cast onto shore. |
searched for some way to communicate with this intdligent being, but could think of no frame of
reference that we shared.

Lowdl and | devised a scheme by which the Tuaregs would shout and brandish their weapons and
thereby herd the Martian back to camp. We would secure the cresture within one of the tents and
deprive it of anything that could be fashioned into a weapon for those powerful, tentacled arms.

We made our racket in front of the giant lumbering brain. The poor Martian must have been
frightened and intimidated by the Tuareg brutes. Nevertheless, now was not the time for compassion.
Compassion, | believe, has been the downfal of many scientists who are not willing to do what needs to
be done.

Before long, the Martian seemed to understand where we wished it to go and that we had no
immediate intention of killing it. Asif with fearful resgnation, it scuttled across the sands.

Once, inthe London Zoo, | had seen a heavy warus attempt to move. The warus might have been a
deek aguatic svimmer, but on dry land it was out of its ement, padded with blubber and enormoudy
ungainly. The Martian reminded me of that warus, lurching across the sands toward our encampment.

Lowel had clearly come to a decison. He did not ask my advice or consult with mein any way ... but
then he rardy did. He was Percivd Lowell, and he had pad for dl of our work. Though | was our
expedition's only red scientist, Lowel held the purse strings.

Waching the Martian approach our tents, he brushed his moustache. "We mug take him to
dvilizaion."

CHAPTERTEN



The Unseen Saboteur

Long after the rest of the Imperid Inditute had gone to bed, Wells and Jane remained awake in their
room playing cards while talking palitics, culture, and the likdihood of defesting a Martian invason. She
demurdy won twice, and he bested her once before leening back againgt the bed and adjudging the
pillow.

"Maybe we should smply movein here" Wels suggested lan-guidly. "No more prying landladies, no
more questions about our maritd status.”

"And no more afternoon bicycle rides,” Jane pointed out, "or gtralls dong the lane, or boating on the
cands. Our rdationship would have more interesting science, but less romance.”

"Less romance? Not necessarily.” He kissed her again, after which she deftly beat him at cards for a
third time.

Graoefully accepting his defeat, Wells yawned. ™Y ou tire me out, Jane, in more ways than one. We
should go to bed. Tomorrow will be even more exciting. 1'd like a close look at that preserved Martian
specimen.”

Before they could undress, Jane heard furtive cregpings out in the hal. She gave Wdls a perplexed
look, and he sghed. "It's prob-ably just Griffin wandering around naked again." He opened the door a
crack, and Jane mischievoudy pushed in beside him.

He caught the unmistakable sounds of quick footsteps and heavy bresthing, but he saw no one. Then,
farther down the hdl in the research wing, the door to Dr. Philby's biologicd laboratory Opened of its
own accord, svinging wide with a faint creak. Wells was sure that his eyes had tricked him. He heard
muttered curses coming from ingde the room, an indrawn breath of surprise, then the tinkle of breaking
glass.

"Wha isit, H.G.?" Jane whispered. He put hisfinger to her soft lips.

The wooden door creaked again, accompanied by dapping footsteps that dwindled in the opposite
direction. Jane's eyes widened as she looked both ways down the corridor, and saw no one.

WEels st his teeth. "Come with me—but quigtly.”
The two of them moved under the uncertain gadight toward Philby's lab. Because of the deadly germs

kept within the locked cabinets, the biologica researcher dways locked his research rooms. But when
WadIs tried the knob, it turned easly, and the door swung open.

WEelslooked a Jane. "Thisis not asit should be." Bending to ingpect the keyhole, he noted scratches
on the brass plate. Some-one had picked the lock.

Insde, the laboratory was dimly lit. Moonlight shone through upper windows, dlinting off tables
crowded with negtly arranged vids and beakers. Rats rattled againg the wires of thelr cages, anx-ious to
escape before Philby experimented on them. Everything e se remained ill.

"Herd" Jane hurried to a locked sample cabinet; someone had broken out a amdl pane of glass and
removed Sx of the marked test tubes stored insde,

WEelIss somach clenched as he looked at the labels on the remaining glass vids. Philby's handwriting
was dense but clear. "Some of the specimens of cholera badillus and bubonic plague are missng!
Someone has taken them.”

"Who would want to sted a deadly disease?"

"Someone who no doubt wishes to use it, Jane. An anarchidt, or syndicaist perhaps. Radicd trade
unionigs, Marxists. Our society has produced any number of passionate and desperate men who fed the
need to make ther point through terror instead of rationd discourse.”

Jane's face hardened with determination. "I'll go sound the darm.”
"No, if we raise a hullabaoo, we may not learn what this man is up to. Besides, if he is cornered, he



could smply shatter one of the test tubes and unleash the plague upon dl of us™

Together, they hurried down the hdl in the direction the gedthy footsteps had gone. Severd lights
burned ingde Dr. Cavor's assembly bay. The large sphere, completely covered with lightweght armor
materid and ready for its symposum demon-gtration, glistened in the dim light of low gas jets.

The hatch of the armored sphere was open. Equipment around the room lay in disarray, as if it hed
been ransacked. | knew Cavor kept an eagle eye on his workers and ingsted on an orga-nized shop,
evarything put inits place. "Thisign't right.”

Among the pargpherndia on the equipment benches, Wdls watched severa tools move by
themsdves. A box was gently shoved aside by unseen hands. A floorboard squeaked on the raised
assembly deck.

Redizing that they were out of their depth, he pulled Jane from the open door. "Weve got to go
before he sees us. We should tdl Professor Huxley."

Widls rapped quigtly but inggently, seeing the light that shone from beneath the old man's door.
"Professor Huxley, sr! Are you Hill awake?!

Huxley peered out at them, cnching his striped lounging robe tighter around his deep shirt and loose
trousers. "Ah, Wells—have you had a thought of some importance? A revelation that cannot wait for the
light of day?' He had been reading a thick book; Wells recognized it as Dr. Moreau's journd.

"Something much more urgent, Sr." He and Jane quickly told him what they had seen. Huxley's bushy
eyebrows drew together, and his forehead furrowed.

The professor tucked the book under hisarm, pulled on dippers, and joined them. "I've dways been
concerned about enemy spies infiltrating the Ingtitute, but after the specimen | saw in the tank today, |
can't believe anyone is concerned with nationd boundaries.”

They hurried down gadit corridors toward Cavor's lab. The door was open wider than before, the
gadights gill burning, but the large enginearing bay seemed glent and empty. Wéls looked around the
room, but saw no sgn of anyone. "Whoever did it seems to be gone now."

Huxley swept his gaze over the clutter. "If we study which items have been disturbed, and which ones
are missng, we can deter-mine what this intruder was up to." He wrinkled his nose. "Some-thing has
spilled as wel."

Jane moved purposefully to the open hatch of the cavorite ves-sdl. Though the cavorite structurd
materid was trangparent, the interior of the spherica vessd had been pandled with sheets of | thin metd,
jointed like a roll-top desk in numerous adjacent sec-tions; they appeared to be windowblinds that
passengers could raise to observe the outsde. At present, though, they were dl closed. "Professor, come
look at this. The sphere is loaded with supplies.”

Huxley put his sheaggy gray head next to hers. "But it was sup-posed to be just a demondration
modd. Look there—food . . . water ... documents.”

Jane dimbed insde for a closer ingpection. "Boxes of agpples and carrots, loaves of bread.” She
picked up one of the brown bottles of beer. "It looks asif someone was preparing for along voyage.”

Huxley shook his head. "Cavor has not yet discovered how to make the vessd work. That was why
we couldn't show it to the Prime Minisger—ah, hullo!" When he saw a set of loose charts marked with
thin black lines, he dimbed in next to Jane and picked up the curling papers. "These are detailed nautica
maps of the English coadtline. | daresay we've uncovered something sniger.”

Jane pointed to handwriting dong the margins of the charts. "Those words aren't in English.”

"It's German. Thisisdl some plot of the Kaiser's. | was con-cerned the Germans might be preparing
to launch into a massive war. That was why | origindly caled the symposum.”

Widls paced around the outsde of the sphere, ingoecting how it rested in the amillary cradle like a
gant featureless globe. He completed his circuit of the lab, but found no Sgn of the intruder. He clenched



his figs. He was not a large man, nor was he strong, but he intended to fight this rogue, if he should
encounter him.

Huxley poked his head out of the hatch. "Alas, it may be Grif-fin. He is indeed mad, | think . . . but
not in the way he makesiit seem to the rest of us. | have noticed certain patterns of his behav-ior that lead
me to suspect he has ties to Prussia. He may have been working as a spy dl dong, confident no one
would suspect him so long as he acted the part of an eccentric. Griffin is not quite so anusngly eccentric
asheletsson.”

Jane said, "If you suspected this man, why did you let him con-tinue to work here?”

Huxley sighed, ralling up the incriminating charts. "Griffin's genius was great, and we needed to take
the risk. Given time, he may have developed a vidble invighility formula Now though, | am afrad heis
amply ... med."

Wedlsfdt hisskin tingle, asif with a ghostly movement of ar. Then very close behind him he heard a
sharp exhdation of breath. Before he could whirl to confront the mysterious presence, though, someone
struck him on the head. Wdls sumbled from the blow, his ears ringing; colored blotches swam in front of
his eyes.

"H.G.I" Jane shouted.

Wild laughter rang out like crows flying in the ar. "Mad? You fools don't bother to understand.” It
was the voice of Hawley Grif-fin, resonating from thin air. "The old order cannot be changed—it must be
destroyed and stripped away, so that a new world can be built." He snorted with disgust. "I have spent
more time thinking of palitics and sacrifices than dl your quffy lords and Inditute teachers have ever
done."

WEels svung a him blindly, but his fis swept through the air, and he logt his baance again, feding
dizzy and afresh rush of pain.

"You cant see mel You can't hide from me You can't defend yoursdves agang me. | can go
anywhere | wish." Griffin laughed again. "'l can do anything | want."

Instead of continuing to strike out a the invisble man, Wdls staggered toward the sphere, where
Griffin hed piled dl of his stolen notes and supplies. He blocked access to the hatch. "I won't let you get
indgdethisvessd. And | won't dlow you near Jane either.”

At a cluttered laboratory table, beakers and flasks suddenly flew in dl directions, as if Griffin had
petulantly swept his hand side-ways. Equipment clattered to the laboratory floor. Griffin spoke agan,
angry now. "Your childish meddling cannot stop me"

Jars and boxes moved. Something scraped. Wells heard an object move on the cleared table, but
couldn't seeit.

"Not only am | invisble, Professor Huxley, but | have in my possession a nitroglycerine bomb.” The
chuckle resounded again, coming from nowhere. "It was the smplest thing in the world to create in my
chemidry lab. No one thought to watch me"

From insgde the sphere, Jane cried out as she found a new stack of documents by the supply boxes.
"He's taken dl the origind papers from the symposum! All the notes and documents. He meant to run off
with the secret research.”

"Yes" Huxley said, "and no doubt he meant to sted away with the cavorite ship as wel—if he could
make it work."

When Griffin laughed again, the spectra voice came from a dif-ferent part of the laboratory. "And |
will blow up everything in my wake, killing the grestest scientists of Britain, erasng their knowl-edge.
When Kaiser Wilhdm has your remarkable military develop-ments, the Second Reich will conquer not
only the British Empire, but the entire world! And | will be the red power, an invisble man spying on
everyone, whispering into the Kaiser's ear." He let out a giggle "Then, if he doesn't do exactly as | say,
who could stop me from dipping into his chambers and ditting his throat?"



Wéls refused to move from the sphere's hatch. His head throbbed from the blow, and his vison
jumped about asif he were on the deck of a heaving ship in a sorm. He clamped his teeth and breathed
sharply through his nose, forcing himsdf to ding to con-sciousness. . "Now you three have ruined my
caeful plans. | warn you, | am holding the nitroglycerine bomb, which | have masked with my invighility
formula—but | assure you, | do haveit. | will set it off, unless you leave the sphere immediady. | do not
intend to be stopped.”

Huxley's expresson was one of gony indignation. "An invisble man with an invisble bomb. Very
convenient, Griffin. | am not a man who smply accepts things on fath." The professor squeezed Wdlss
shoulder reassuringly, keeping him in front of the sphere's hatch. "I despise those who smply accept
without proof, like Bishop Wilberforce."

Griffin's voice now came from near the door. "Thisis not an intdlectud debate. Can you take the risk,
Professor?”

Widls stared, hoping his eyes could disinguish some blurred out-line, some murky shadow cast by the
invighle man. Judging by Grif-fin's voice, Wells could guess where the man was hiding—for now. But the
unseen intruder could eaesily stalk around the room, move to a different place. Wdls didn't dare leave his
protective pogition by the cavorite sphere. Griffin would watch every move he made.

Then, from behind the spot where Griffin gpparently stood, a barrel-chested man strode through the
open lab door—Dr. Sdwyn Cavor! His dark eyes were bleary with deep, but bright with anger. He
moved quidtly, baling hisfigsin annoyance. He evidently had heard everything they'd said.

WEels spoke quickly to distract the invisble man. "Youll never get away with this, Griffin. You can't
kill dl of us" He winced, red-izing tha if he had written such didogue in a story, he would have
immediatdy edited it out.

From the work table behind him, Cavor gedthily lifted a large flask filled with a sapphire-blue liquid
and moved closer.

Giiffin snorted. "This nitroglycerine bomb can easly—"

As soon as the unseen man revedled his location by spesking, Cavor raised the heavy laboratory
bottle and brought it crashing down. The flask shattered againg something unseen in the air, Sailling blue
liquid.

Cavor looked very satisfied with the impact. ""Y ou're a disgrace, Griffin."

The blue fluid took shape in the ar, and now Wels could see the slhouette of the bridly haired
chemid, traced by the fluid. The stunned invisble man let out a groan of pan, swayed, and dowly
crumpled.

Then some of the blue liquid dripped down onto an object in Griffin's hands—a rectangular shape, a
box of some kind. The nitroglycerin bomb!

Giiffin dumped forward, and his fingers let loose their hold.

With a ydp of darm, Wdls knocked both Jane and Huxley deeper into the sphere. "Back!" As he
himsdf sumbled backward into the armored globe, he grasped the handle of the hatch, pulling it after
him.

He dmost had the door closed when the invisble bomb struck the floor.

The exploson was the loudest thunderclap Wells had ever heard, a giant figt of wind and energy. It
pounded the cavorite sphere, hammering againg the haich as the detonation tore the whole laboratory
apart....



PART Il

THE FIRST MEN - AND A
WOMAN - IN THE MOON

CHAPTERELEVEN

Adrift in Space

As the nitroglycerin explosion rang through the laboratory, the shock wave dammed the hatch shut on
the cavorite sphere, and Wdls tumbled into Jane and Professor Huxley amongs the boxes, crates, and
papers.

The interior of the vessd was entirdy dark, thanks to the closed blinds that covered the transparent
wadls. There was not a glimmer of light, no lessening of the intense shadows. No outside sound, though
fire and fury must have been dl around them. His somach gave a queasy lurch, and he had the oddest
sensation of gentle, floating movement. He wished they could find a miner's light amongst the supplies the
madmean Griffin had packed aboard.

"Jane? Are you dl right?" Wedls scrambled about, bumping elbows, nearly sicking his left thumb in
Huxley's eye. "Sorry, Pro-fessor."”

The older man's gruff voice came from within inches of his ear. "She's behind me, Wdls. We both
appear to be intact.”

"You can ingpect me later, H.G. Do you think it's safe to go outside yet?'

In the darkness, Huxley made a skepticd noise. "There may dill be fire and smoke from the
concusson. Nevertheless, I'm pleased to learn, dbeit accidentaly, that Cavor's armor is excep-tiondly
effective. Otherwise we should dl have been blasted to smithereens™

"Oh, Dr. Cavor!" Jane cried. "He was right in the middle of the explosion.”

"So was Griffin," Huxley said, hisvoice grim. "I do hope he didn't escape.”

"With dl thistumbling, I can't seem to find the hatch.” Wellss hand dapped the inner wall, sriking one
of the pull-down blinds that covered awindow. "Here, a least I'll et in some light." He fumbled with the
catch on the bottom of the metd blind and did it up to expose the incomprehensible scene outside.

The view made no sense: a tumult of darkness and starlight, glowing fires and hillowing orange-white
smoke—all receding rapidly. The armored sphere had hurtled out of the shattered |abo-ratory like a
cannonball, blasted upward by the explosion of Grif-fin's bomb!

Joining Wells at the window, Huxley looked down upon the burning wreckage of the Inditute. The
exploson had started afire, and the sphere's vidlent ascent had knocked a hole in the roof. Many of the
windows dl aong the building had shattered. Lights were lit; people scurried around.

Though Wels fet no change in his concept of up or down, he became disoriented again. As the view
changed to a bottomless pit of open night sky studded with misy clouds, he redized tha the sphere was



spinning, ralling about like a great bal as it continued to rise high into the air.

"Amazing!" Huxley exclamed. "The outer shel of the sphere is now opague to gravity! The exploson
in the laboratory must have unexpectedly provided the necessary impulse to the inert cavorite, changing
its materid Structure.”

"But how do we get down again?' Jane asked.
"Apart from fdling," Wells added.

"Young lady, | do not even understand how we got up. If this were an atillery projectile, we would
reach the peak of a parabolic trgjectory and descend to the ground. But this vessd is not pro-pelled by
accderdion like a bullet. We smply appear to be . . . independent of the Earth's gravity, and presumably
flying away from its surface at a tangent.”

Trapped ingde the cluttered sphere, they continued skyward a such a terific rate that the man
building of the Indtitute and the spravling grounds were far, far below by the next time they tumbled
round to get a view of the ground again. The metropolitan landscape of London extended below,
thoroughfares and parks it by tiny fireflies of streetlamps. Wels made out the sultry curve of the Thames
River, the unmigtakable Tower of London, Bucking-ham Palace, Hyde Park. As the sphere continued its
rotation, Wells once agan saw only a bottomless pit of night sky studded with migty clouds. "This is
meking me dizzy."

Soon, they tore through a dump of cloud that left sparkles of moisture on the cavorite segments. The
once-milky materiad had become perfectly clear now, since the shock-catalyzed phase change.

Working other ralling blinds, Wels and Jane exposed more of the cavorite windows and noted that
the direction of their raling movement changed each time they exposed one. By carefully sdecting
portholes on opposite sides of the sphere, they managed to dahilize their tumbling, and the seesaw of
gravity evened them into a gentle, congtant upward movement. With detached fascination, Huxley made
notes as he pondered the views.

When the armored sphere findly rose above dl impediments of Earth's atmosphere, they saw the full
glory of the stars. The bril-liant Moon shone more glorious and distinct than Wells had ever seen it from
the ground. After more than an hour, ther ascent had not noticesbly dowed. Eventudly they saw the
curvature of the Earth itsdlf, and athin frogting of atmosphere.

"Ah, it seems we are leaving our Earth behind," Huxley announced.

Ever practica, Jane began looking through the supplies that Griffin had stored aboard the vessel. The
gphere contained crates of food, bottled water, wine, and beer, aswel as hard biscuits and fruit, such as
might be packed as provisons aboard a seefaring craft.

Cavor, with his engineering mind-set, had not gone out of his way to provide comfort and amenities.
Smdl cushions tucked againg the wdl of the floating sphere might have been intended as comfortable
seets—but only by a scientist who would never be required to St in them. An empty covered tureen, now
floating toward the sphere's caling, might have been meant as a portable privy.

But at least Wells was with Jane, and little else mattered.

Huxley conducted a brief, efficent inventory of the jJumbled stockpile. "Since we don't know how long
our journey might be, it's a good thing that rogue saw fit to leave us with provisons. | suggest we
determine alogica digtribution.”

Wéls asked, "Do you think the cavorite will. . . wear off, Pro-fessor?’

"Although | have read dl the reports Cavor bothered to write— he was not very conscientious about
writing up his research, I'm afraid—I do not dam to understand the physica mechanisms by which this
unusud dloy functions.”

As they rummaged through the boxes, sdting asde the perish-ables, Jane found Sx stoppered and

sedled test tubes casudly stored among a set of enginearing drawings. "Look, H.G.! The vids of cholera
bedllus that Griffin stole from the medica research lab-oratory.”



Wels paed. Huxley gently took the test tubes from Jane's den-der hand. "I cannot believe my
supposed colleague would have stooped to such a horrible method of warfare” With cotton wadding
and drips of cloth, he carefully padded and wrapped the vids of deadly cholera germs. "We mug make
certain these are not damaged in any accident.”

"Maybe we should jugt . . . open the hatch and throw them out,” Jane suggested.
Huxley said, "My dear lady, we are out in space, beyond the atmosphere of Earth.”

Jane caught her breath in darm. "Of course! If we were to open the hatch, dl our air would escape.
We would suffocate.”

Wéls put hisarm around her. "I'd rather continue breething for a least awhile longer.”

Though they hurtled far from their planetary home, the three explorers were safe enough within the
armored vessdl. Despite the obvious peril and uncertainty of their Stuation, the novelty soon wore thin.
After severd hours, they actudly began to grow bored. . "I suppose this is not unlike your time on the
H.M.S Rattlesnake, Professor?' Wells asked. He and Jane huddled to share warmth and comfort.

Huxley talked to while away the time. "No, Mr. Wells, thisis unlike any trip | have ever experienced.
When | was but twenty-one, | secured a post on the Rattlesnake as ther assstant surgeon. Though |
hed few qudifications for the job, it sounded exciting, and | wanted to be away from England. | spent the
next four years sling in the southern seas. The Rattlesnake was a stentific ship on a misson of
exploration but, ah, it was a cockroach-ridden frigate. At least there were many fascingting things to see.”

The old professor amiled wigfully. "I collected marine speci-mens over the side of the ship by usng a
wire-mesh meeat safe as a dredge. | acquired fishes aguatic plants, and smal cephalopods. | wrote
detailed summaries of my discoveries, which | posted home to England from each port. My papers were
accepted by the presti-gious journas of the Royd Inditution and the Royd Society. They never guessed
how young | was."

"l read many of those papers, Professor,” Wdls said. He had showed some of them to Jane as well,
who was dways fascinated with new specimens and the breadth of diversty of life on Earth. "When |
was your student, | considered you quite a role modd."

Huxley smiled with pleasure. "Ah, and look where it has gotten you, Wells. The three of us hurled far
from Earth—farther, | dare-say, than any human has ever gone before.”

Jane sghed. "Out here in the space between planets, there aren't very many specimens for us to
study. Then again, | didn't bring dong my guidebooks or my opera glasses."

"Motionless tedium is the crudest torture for the educated mind," Wells said. "Lesser animds, and
even men without curios-ity, can stare at the grass for hours. My own father was perfectly content to
lounge outside his china shop, Smply watching the road, greeting passersby, but rardy dirring himsdf to
perform any sort of work. Though the towns on the outskirts of London did wel with the growth of
indugtry, my father never managed to make a success of his shop. | don't believe he cared. He would
rather have been playing cricket."

Jane shuggled closer to himin sympathy. "He sounds quite dif-ferent from you, H.G."

"Oh, he was a good-hearted man, everyone's friend—but sn-gularly without ambition. My mother
was never happy with him. Even as a child | could sense the srain between them. Still, he took me to
watch him play cricket sometimes. He was very good & it, you know, and by a fortunate accident one of
those cricket matches made me into the man | am now.”

"A cricket maich?' Huxley asked. "I fal to see the connection.”

"While my father played, one of his friends from the locad pub liked to wrestle with me. | was only
seven, and | found it ddlirioudy entertaining. The man would toss me into the air, caich me, then toss me
agan. One time he missed—and down | fdl onto a wooden tent stake, which promptly shattered my leg
bone."



Jane stroked his hair. "It must have been terrible, H.G."

"On the contrary, my dear, it was amiracle. | had to spend the next severd weeks bedridden, waiting
for the bone to knit. And that is when | discovered books. My father fet extremey guilty—I'm sure my
mother had something to do with that. He borrowed books of dl kinds from the Bromley Inditute
Library: science, astronomy, and a wonderful naturd history complete with illugtrartions. | Smply couldn't
get enough. That experience opened my mind, gave me new worlds to explore, new ideas to digest.”

Jane dumped againg the curved, cool wall of cavorite with a frusirated sgh. "If only we had books
here to occupy us”

By the bright moonlight streaming through the exposed port-holes, Huxley reached into his striped
lounging robe and produced the thick volume held been reading when Wells and Jane fetched him from
hisroom. "Ah. We do have Dr. Moreau's journd.”

CHAPTER TWELVE

The Crystal Egg

From the Journal of Dr. Moreau:

For days, we kept the sunned Martian confined within a sweteringly hot supply tent. | imagined that
conditions on Mars were colder than here in Algeria, probably colder than most inhabited places on
Eath. The creature mud be abjectly miserable, but we had no better dternative.

Lowdl sent riders to follow the spur ral line to the nearest Tuareg setlements for additiond
assigance. At last, two of the nomads returned, hauling a dismantled iron cage on two com-plaining
camels. The surdy iron bars, which the men said had once been used to hold a lion, would provide the
perfect confineement for our Martian. Lowd| paid each of the srutting men a gold piece, and they
seemed well stisfied with their efforts.,

We had along trek from the crash gte to the train tracks at the far end of the geometrical ditches.
From there, we would use our own narrow-gauge cars to meet up with the main rail line north to Algiers
and the coast, where we could acquire transportation by Mediterranean steamer.

Saing at the horizon of tan dunes, Lowdl wore his red-lensed glasses. They had become quite an
affectation for him. He had a gleam in his bright, hawkish eyes. "Because of our Martian vigtor, Moreau,
you and | will not be swept into the dustbin of history like so many others.”

Though | harbored no wish for endowments and museums to be named after me, | very much wanted
to recapture the scientific respectability that Thomas Huxley had stripped from me. If the sun rose again
on my career, perhaps my important prior work would not be so easly dismissed....

Tuareg laborers worked to remove dl fourteen of the remaning drone cadavers, which would be
crated, preserved, and eventudly shipped or sold to stientific inditutions around the world. | inssted on
maintaining watch so the nomads could not stedl Mar-tian artifacts to sdl as trinketsin a market town.

The day's heet turned the creature's spacecraft into an oven, but despite the oppressive temperature,
the men dill had to carry kerosene lamps insde, as the cylinder had no windows or port-holes. By the
light of my own lamp, | searched for items of further scientific interest, sudying the vessdl's smooth wals
and fla deck. How had those giant intdlects occupied themsdves during the tedious months of travel? |
doubted ther inferior white drones would have offered much conversation. | had an amusing vison of the
two enormous brains holding playing cards in ther tentacles, chdlenging each other to around of whig.



The Tuaregs lifted one desiccated drone body after another and carried them outside. | heard the
nomeads jabber in their language, then their words became hushed and furtive. Suspecting that the men
were hiding something, | demanded, "What is it? Show me wha you have found." Though | knew
perfectly wel they could comprehend commands in English, they pretended not to under-stand me.
"Show mewhat it id The cylinder and dl artifacts within it are the property of Percival Lowdl."

| findly grabbed one of the drugging men by his loose robes, ready to beat him with a stick like an
animd. Asmy colleagues will be quick to agree, | have little patience when someone stands in my way.
The man saw thisin my eyes, and his companions knew they would be searched and whipped. He
reached into the folds of his robe and withdrew a perfectly polished crystd egg as large as my extended
hand. | glared a him, and he surrendered it quickly.

"The law of your Mahomet requires that the hand of a thief be struck off with a sword. Isn't that
correct?' The man whimpered, while | happily held the crystd egg. "Fortunately for you, | have no
patience for rdigious nonsense. But | do not abide thieves. Y ou will dl be searched at the end of the day.
If we find anything that does not belong to you, | shdl see that your heads are lopped off, not just your
hands."

I had no idea what son of artifact the crystal egg might be, whether it was some bauble dug from the
Martian deserts, or an unimaginably sophisticated piece of technology based on glass and slica When |
showed it to Lowd| that night, he was just as amazed and mydtified. " Perhaps the Martian knows."

We opened the flgp of the sedled supply tent, wary of ah attack from the creature. But the Martian
huddled in shadow, listless and weak. Lowell held up the crysta egg. "Can you identify this? Explan its
function?'

The Martian's tentacles twitched. Its saucerlike eyes were dien and expressonless, like a squid's.
Lowdl snorted. "How can any-thing with a brain so large be incagpable of communication?”

"They may communicae in a completely different manner. The skin on its head could be a tympanic
membrane like a drumhead, or maybe they exude scents in a chemicd language indecipherable to our
primitive noses. Maybe he even forms words with his mind."

Lowd| bent closer to the captive dien. "We are your friends, fdlow scientists. We sent the sgnd. We
came to greet you." He dghed. "I wish you'd give us some Sgn that you want to exchange information.”
But the Martian was as inscrutable as a cigar store Indian, and we I€ft it done....

The next day Lowdl commanded his workers to break down the camp. Three men assembled the
lion cage and a platform to set atop a camd's back like a pdanquin. The ornery beasts would carry the
caged Martian to theral line

Theiron cage was placed before the supply tent, its gate open. When the flgp was lifted, the Tuaregs
shouted and beat upon the fabric with ther rods. The thumping noise and the ruckus chased the duggish
dien creature out into the desert sun. When the Mar-tian saw the cage, it went wild and tried to escape.
But the stern natives forcibly encouraged it into the confinement. They dammed shut the gate, then
together lifted the heavy cage onto the padanquin platform. Even lashed down, it rested unessly on the
back of the camd.

Lowdl left afew of the men to guard the empty crashed cylinder, while the rest of us set off to the ral
line It was along and uncom-fortable pilgrimage across the desert. The camd groaned as it plod-ded
through the sands, while the Martian huddled in the cage, its tentacles wrapped around the bars as if
teging the iron's tengle strength. It might have been a powerful creature on Mars, but the thing was now
overburdened by its own weight in Earth's gravity.

At last, we reached the dead end of the narrow-gauge spur line Lowel had laid down to service his
trench excavations. | had no doubt that desert bandits would soon blow up the line or sted the iron rails
for sdvage. It no longer maitered to me.

Tuaregs on horseback raced to where Lowdl's private locomo-tive and cargo cars waited. For more
than a week, the train had relayed prison supervisors and French labor camp workers back to Algiers.



Now, forewarned by the Tuareg riders, the bored engineer was able to stoke his furnaces and get up a
head of steam by the time we crested the dunes. Our nomads lifted the heavy cage from the camd's back
and loaded it into one of the dim cargo cars. After Lowdl paid them in gold, the desert men departed,
anxious to be far from the hideous creature.

Lowdl and | rode with the train's engineer up front in the loco-motive, confident that the Martian was
secure in its cargo car. The dry wind fdt pleasant on our faces as the chugging tran spat steam and
cinders into the air. Though the engineer was rather ignorant, we were glad enough to have the
conversation of another man who spoke English.

We traveled northward for hours until we findly reached the nearest Saharan ral line that intersected
our narrow-gauge spur. Then we prepared to wait. Schedules in the desert mean little. Hours or dates
printed in atimetable are only usedless numbers. A train would arrive whenever it came by.

We spent the night out in the darkness, but the following dawn we heard the digtant rhythmic shunting
and saw the plume of steam and smoke. Lowell and | stood on ether Sde of the tracks to flag the train
down. The locomoative dowed, then hissed and wheezed to a stop.

We learned that it was traveling from Algiers to Marrakesh. We were quite pleased with that
degtination, for from Marrakesh we could catch another train northward to the port city of Casablanca.

Lowdl seemed to have an inexhaugtible supply of cash. He paid the conductor for space aboard one
of the nearly empty box-cars, and we spent an hour loading the caged Martian, the crated dien cadavers,
and our equipment from the camp.

The other passengers on the train, most of them wrapped in Arab garments, stared out the windows
a uswhile we worked. They didn't seem impatient, having no expectations for when they might arrive in
Marrakesh; they amply rode dong, letting the day dip by without being marked off by the ticking of a
pocket watch.

The train chugged off again, grinding dowly forward on the rails, and Lowel worked his way from
one passenger car to another, searching for a lounge where he could relax. Since | had no interest in
converang with anyone, not even Lowdl, | climbed into the cargo car, where | could St beside the caged
Martian.

As the tran moved dong, the ralling whedls vibrated benegth the car. Golden ribbons of sunlight
penetrated the uneven dats in the boxcar wals. The Martian's tentacles held on againg the jodtling of the
train; it looked upon me with envious eyes, an inde-cipherable but ssemingly madevolent stare. | watched
it gtir, trying to understand the language of its movements and reactions....

From long years of practice, | had become adept at sudying specimens that knew nothing but pain
and fear. Sometimes their rudimentary brains comprehended ther fates as | removed them from their
cages and took them to the operating tables. Some strug-gled and dashed with claws or teeth. I've heard
of animds caught in traps that become so desperate they gnaw off their own limbs.

Would this Martian do such a thing? Had it learned such terri-ble fear of me, the man who kegpt it in
captivity?

For years working in university laboratoriesin London, | had pushed the limits of surgical techniques.
My studies in vivisection and responses to pain expanded the limits of human knowledge. In exploring
new methods of grafting from one species to another, | attempted to determine the pladticity of the anima
form. In out-ward appearance, a leas, | tried to fashion wild animas into creatures physcdly smilar to
human beings. With form, | hoped, would come function.

My dream had been to take a large animd with the potentid for greater intdligence—a bear for
ingance, or a dog—and through deft manipulations with the scapel, create a new species. | removed
bedtid teeth, enlarged the skull area to accommodate secondary brain tissue, reshaped paws into hands.

Because of the loud howls of my experimental subjects and the constant need for disposing of failed
gpecimens, | was forced to do my work at night, in private. While | taught students a the Normd
Academy during the day and performed seemingly innocuous experiments for the other schoolmasters to



see, my red work went on in the quiet, late hours.
| came s0 close.

| remember bright lights shining down on the operating table, which gligened with red blood that
leaked out of numerousinci-sons. | had flayed the skin from a baboon; while sirgpping its ams and legs
to the table, | proceeded to cut it open so that | could add superior organs harvested from other animals.
A formerly docile German shepherd dog lay whimpering on another operating table, dill dive (I had
removed severd of its vitd organs, and thus it could not survive long). | had aso taken brain tissue and
olfactory apparatus from a cat, and was atempting to splice them dl into a sngular hodgepodge being.

The baboon snarled and growled, the dog whined, and the cat let out hideous noises, but | was too
intent on my work to under-stand how dearly the clamor could be heard far away down the hdls. Before
| knew it, Professor Thomas Huxley threw open the door to my surgery and stared aghast at whet | was
doing. "This is an abomination!” His below dartled me, and my scdpe dipped, causng irreparable
damage to the baboon's medulla oblongata, thereby ruining the specimen.

Huxley, Darwin's bulldog, a man supposedly unruffled by even the most chdlenging rhetoric, was
gruck speechless. Fndly, he spluttered, "Y ou are through at the Academy, Moreau! | will cal the police,
and | shdl see that you go to prison for this.. . . this nightmare of science.”

"Thomeas, you don't understand. Here, let me show you what I'm doing. The possibilities are—"

Huxley shocked me—and himsdf as well, | suppose—by vontiting on the floor. | found it rather
disgppointing, because this was a man who had performed a great ded of biologicd research and
published numerous papersin respected journas.

"You are supposed to be amean of science and vison,” | said. "Will you not even ligen?'

From his expression of revulsdon, | knew what Huxley's answer would be. Despite dl of his chalenges
to rdigious-minded people whom he considered to be gullible fools, despite dl of his admon-ishments to
use logic ingead of atificid mordity and sensdess sentimentdity—T. H. Huxley was disgusted by what |
hed done.

He saw to it that | was immediaidy stripped of my pogtion at the Academy. | was forced to flee the
country and leave my work behind, just to remain free of prison. In the ensuing scanda, | had no choice
but to seek sponsors in foreign lands, visonary men who understood that potentia breakthroughs can be
purchased only through effort and pain. | was forced to work in isolated places. in Africa, on uninhabited
idandsin the Orient.

For dl his eccentricities, my new friend Perciva Lowd| was a kindred spirit.

Pearing through the bars in the lion's cage, | could see a terri-ble, unearthly inteligence in the
Martian's eyes. Though the crea-ture was weak and entirdy a my mercy, it seemed to bdieve that it
aone was in control.

| wondered for a moment if my own doomed experimental animas had fdt the same way, just before
| dissected them. . . . .

When we findly reached the port of Casablanca, Lowell learned the names of officds susceptible to
bribes, which forms he was required to fill out, and which fees mugt be paid. There was dready a
steamer in port bound for the United States, and he promptly booked us passage in separate cabins.

Knowing that seamen would be more curious than the nomadic and superditious Tuaregs, we
decided that the Martian's presence should be kept quiet. The cage was covered with a tar-paulin, and
Lowdl explained that he was trangporting a large ani-md captured in Africa, bound for the Boston zoo.

We found a place in the dark, cool cargo decks where the Mar-tian's cage would be left undisturbed.
At firg, the steamer captain showed little interest in what we were trying to smuggle, and then none at dl
after Lowdl paid him an extra bribe to buy us more privacy.

| was glad to be bound for America. After so many years on the run, | looked forward to cdm



dvilization. | wanted to go anyplace where | would find the freedom and fadlities to perform dl the
experiments | had in mind. Though it was currently uncommu-nicative, the Martian would offer a wedlth
of opportunities—sci-ence, technology, philosophy—once | managed to break through the barrier of
understanding.

Lowdl and | found ourselves done with the Martian in aamdl cargo room. We removed the covering
tarpaulin and looked through the bars. "He will truly be a marve when we get him to America,” Lowell
sad. "My family can hep me make the appropri-ate scientific announcements.”

| was more concerned about the Martian's dedining hedth than about its possbilities for fame in
Boston society. "1 will be pleased merdly to get it to a safe place. Perhaps it is suffering from one of our
Earth germs, to which it has no immunity. Right now, it looks very sick.”

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Dr. Cavor's Sphere Proves Its Mettle

According to Huxley's till-ticking pocket watch, it was past noon back in London, but out in space
the passengers saw nothing but a starry night. Wells opened one of the interior blinds to expose the Sun's
orb, but the illumination was so blinding that he had to close the covering immediatdy. The incredible
gtuation in which he found himsdf took his breath away.

Ever practicd in the face of panic, Jane rolled up the opposite shade so she could gaze out a the
pock-marked Moon. Its Slvery-white surface seemed peaceful and soothing.

While the professor dozed, Wedls and Jane stared at the lines and shadows, deep craters that might
have been ancient volcanoes or asteroid impacts. Wells had never imagined such adghtin dl his life, and
he hoped he survived to write about it, someday.

He pressed closer, as excited as he was frightened. "It looks closer, Jane. See dl the detall. It's as if
we're seaing through a telescope.”

"You promised to show me fascinding things and take me to interesting places.” Jane touched his
cheek. "So far, you have been true to your word."

The Moon had dways fascinated Wdlls, but a the moment Jane intrigued him more. Seeing Huxley
sound adeep, they did away from the porthole. Under the shimmer of moonlight, he put his arm around

her, and she rested her head on his shoulder. So far, the excitement had kept them awake, but they
awiftly fdl into dreamsin each other's arms....

Huxley shook Wells vigoroudy awake. "I thought you'd both like to watch this—we're gaing to crash
soon.”

The urgency in the professor's voice made Wels snap to ful dertness. Jane was dready up and
peering out the porthole. Flling the whole view, the Moon loomed in their path like an immense hammer
reedy to smash them. The craters now looked like yavn-ing, hungry mouths fanged with diffs and
upthrugt ridges.

"Our speed mug be quite extraordinary,” Huxley said, without a glimmer of panic. "l wish Cavor had
inddled some form of direct controls. | do not know how to guide our course or dow our descent.”

WEels had a sudden idea and pulled himsdf to the nearest exposed porthole. "If Cavor's maerid is
opague to gravity, how isit that we are being drawn so inexorably toward the Moon? Obvi-oudy, there
mug be some—"

The older man's eyebrows shot up. "Of course, the porthole! You've left one of the blinds up and a



section of cavorite exposed. These blinds mugt block the action of the cavorite somehow, but with the
uncovered section facing the Moon, lunar gravity has acted on dl the items indde the sphere, pulling us
dongin tha direction. Unfortunately, to our doom."

Jane understood. "The Moon isreding usin like a trout.”

Acting decisvely, Wdls rattled the blind shut. He mentdly went through his own lessons on physics
and astronomy, when Jane had studied a hisside.

"Thet will stop the pull of gravity, but our momentum will keep us traveling in a sraight ling" he said,
discouraged. "That is New-ton's fird law."

Huxley sghed. "What a pity. | should have liked to do a hit of exploring on the Moon."

Though the sphere was now dark, Wells scrambled to the other Sde of the sphere, bumping Jane's
leg, knocking into Hux-ley's shoulder, but he had no time to waste. "All is not lost—we Smply need to
aoply an equd and opposite force” He did open a window blind, saw an empty fidd of dars, then
dammed it shut. He opened another, then another, until findly one opened with a view of the blazing sun.
He shidded his eyes from the burning vison. "The Sun is more distant, but much larger and has a stronger
gravitationd pull. It1l dow us, like goplying the brakes on a bicycle"

“Brilliant, Welld" Huxley said.

Jane braced hersdf, expecting a sudden lurch of deceleration. "I'm glad we fdl adeep looking at the
Moon. If we had a porthole open facing the opposite direction, we might have been roasted dive before
we could do anything.”

The glare ingde the enclosed sphere was harsh as the sun dragged them to a hdt. Jane rolled up the
Moon-side covering, glanced out quickly, and snatched the blinds back down again. "We seem to be
safdy high above the surface.”

Wels dammed shut the sun-sde blind. "There. | would guess we're now just hovering.”

Huxley seemed very pleased. "If we have discovered a crude means of maneuvering this craft out in
space, then we are no longer in danger of immediate obliteration. With a judicious open-ing and dosng
of the blinds, we can ride the currents of gravity wherever we wish to go."

"That means we can make our way safdy back to Earth,” Wdls said.

"Whenever we're ready,” Jane added.

Huxley tapped hisfinger againg his bushy sideburns. "Must we be so anxiousto get back to our cozy
homes? | would rather have alook around.”

"Very wdl, then." Jane's expression was determined. "We shdl do our explorations as ateam.”

Wéls gave her a quick, enthusagtic hug. He had dways known she was hungry to learn and discover,
curious about the way the universe worked. "In From the Earth to the Moon, Jules Verne's heroes did

nothing more than cirde around the Moon and return home. We sl be the firg to actudly touch
down—if we can man-age it without killing ourselves.”

Huxley went to the opposite porthole and did up the blinds so that the lunar surface showed in its full
dory. "Forward again, carefully.” With a section of the cavorite exposed, the armored sphere began to
move once more toward their destination.

The professor's joy and anticipation made him look much younger than he had appeared at the
Imperid Inditute. "Higory shdl remember us as the fird men on the Moon, Wdls. Not a bad
accomplishment, eh?"

"Thefirg men and awoman,” Jane indsted. "Or do you expect me to stay indde the cavorite sphere
and cook you breakfagt?' Wéls chuckled.

"My apologies, Miss Robbins” Huxley said. "The femde of the species dways plays a vitd
role—frequently more important than the maé's, for dl our colorful plumage.”

Hying by ther best guess, the three passengers opened and closed the blinds to adjust therr course,



angling toward the pock-marked surface. They circled the dien landscape in fits and starts, approaching
the shadowy boundary between daylight and the dark side of the Moon.

"Shdl we sdlect a place to land?' Huxley asked. "I am dubious, however, about our ability to exert
such alevd of contral."

"All of the terrain looks equaly blesk to me" Jane said.

They were sitling toward the razor-edged line of dawn that crept across the surface as the Moon
orbited the Earth. "Perhaps it would be best to make a landing on the edge of sunrise, which is likdly to
be the most temperate area. The day Sde may be baking hot and the night Sde intensdy cold.”

"An excdlent deduction, Wells. Let us choose alevd spot near a crater.”

After 0 great ajourney across such avas distance, the last few moments swept up on them with the
speed of alocomotive. They had dowed to afraction of their former velocity, but Hill the craters and the
rocky surface hurtled toward them. Wels yanked open the opposite windowshades, Itting the Sun's pull
dow them like a parachute, and Jane dammed shut her view of the craters. They were flying blind.

Huxley said, "I hope we aren't crushed like an egg dropped onto atile floor."

"WEell know in a moment,” Jane said.

And they did. Cavor's remarkable armor cushioned them againg the impact. Thejolt rang through the
sphere, throwing the three passengers together in a heap. The round space vessd rebounded into the sky
again, tumbling, ralling, until findly grav-ity snagged the open sections of cavorite again like an anchor and
pulled the sphere downward. After severd more ricochets, each one smdler in amplitude than the
previous one, the sphere came to rest with the exposed windows flat againgt the ground, where gravity
could seize them.

Wels fumbled to find Jane in the darkness, and threw his arms around her. Huxley sounded as if he
couldn't believe what he was saying. "We have actudly reached the Moon."

Crawling on his knees, Wdls opened dl of the blinds & what he perceived to be the sphere's floor.
"This should hold us to the lunar surface like a magnet. | wouldn't want the sphere to drift away while we
are off exploring.”

"What sort of clothes do you suppose one must wear when walking on the Moon?' Jane said.

"No one's ever done it before, so you will set the fashion,” Wells said.

They had been s0 rushed when pursuing Griffin that he and Jane were dressed only in the comfortable
lounging clothes from their room. Huxley wore his striped robe, loose shirt, and trousers. "l would have
preferred good, sturdy dpine boots, but under the circumstances | shal make do with dippers.”

"Hrd things fird," Jane said. "Let uslook out on this strange new world."

Wells opened one of the smdl blinds so they could see the sil-houetted terrain. The sphere rocked
dightly, but the larger bot-tom-facing windows held them to the ground. Together they watched sunrise
on the Moon. A flood of light and warmth swept over them, bursting through a dam of darkness. The
vivifying surHight crossed the cold, black landscape. With it came mids that evaporated, risng gradudly
a firg and then with greater fury in a constant exhdation.

"Ah, the ar itsdf mugt have settled and frozen in the utter cold-ness of night” Huxley sad.
"Interesting.”

When the line of sunlight passed over ther cavorite vessd, the rumble of the pebbly lunar surface was
strong enough that they could sense the vibration through the armored hull. Outside, the atmosphere
thickened.

"Look, the sky iseven tuning adight blue," Jane said. "It's asiif the whole world is waking up with the
morming.”

Ice crystds sparkled like diamonds in the light. The rigid shad-ows became diffuse, then melted away.
Never in his life had Wells seen such a magnificent dawn. "Do you suppose the ar will be thick enough



for usto breathe?’

"I it isnt, then our expedition of discovery will produce very little of vaue™" Huxley's facon-sharp
eyes looked at both Wells and a Jane. "Our most important duty is to be explorers for sci-ence. We
mugt see what we can, document our discoveries, learn what the Moon has to offer. One day other
voyagers might come here to complete the detalled work, but we three are the firs—and we mug do it
properly.”

Gathering his nerve, Wels went to the hatch, which they had not opened since it had been blasted
shut by Griffin's nitroglycerine bomb. "Well, as they say, we can't begin until we start. If were dl agreed
... 7" Heraised his eyebrows. Both Huxley and Jane nodded.

Showing no trepidation, Wdls unseded the hatch. With a hiss, ther ar rushed out, swirling and cold,
fluttering the papers insde. Wedls stood blinking out &t the rugged ground before him. No one—not even
Sr Richard Burton in Arabia, or Mungo Park in darkest Africa—had ever set forth into a land so
srange. He drew a deep breath of the lunar atmosphere and braced himsdf, expecting to be struck
down by poisonous gases from the strange world. "The air is fresh and sweet, though a bit chilly.”

"It will warm as the day proceeds,” Huxley said. "Go outside, Mr. Wdls"
But he hesitated, turning back to his mentor. "Sir, the honor of being the firg to touch this new world

rightfully belongs to you. It is equivdent to Christopher Columbus discovering North America” Little
more than a foot separated him from the dusty, crumbly ground.

"No need to make such a fooferaw, young man. It isbut asmdl step.”

WEéls stood firm. "No, Professor. When history looks back upon this, it will be seen as a giant legp
for mankind."

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Strange Cargo

From the Journal of Dr. Moreau:

Our steamer left Casablanca, stopped at Tangier, and proceeded through the Straits of Gibrdtar.
While Lowdl took in the Mediter-ranean breezes on the sunny deck, | spent my days tending our captive
Martian and taking copious notes. | aready had enough materid to write a least one andyticd book,

possibly more.

The steamer passengers had no inkling that a cresture from another planet was stored in one of the
grdl cargo holds. By the time we headed west across the Atlantic, | had become accustomed to my
gmdl, dm room in the private parts of the ship adjacent to the cargo chamber where we hdd the
Martian.

My cabin's former inhabitant had been rousted out to bunk with another sailor. Despite the captain's
indructions, the disgrun-tled clod wanted back into his little room, indding that he had left keepsakes
there. But | found absolutdy nothing, and | was sure the man wanted to accuse me of seding. Besides, |
hed begun to let the Sck Martian loose from its lion's cage so that it could move about the metal-walled
chamber. | had no intention of Ietting this oaf seeit.

The red-headed man had a squarish, stupid face that looked as if it had been pummeed into a barely



human mold; his ears were swollen, his nose crooked, most assuredly damaged in street brawls. The
crewman glared a mein front of the door to the cargo room, but | am accustomed to dedling with brutes
and fools.

Taking the initiaive, | pushed him away from the cabin with enough force to surprise him, then |
promptly brandished a meta pipe (which | used when | needed to encourage the Martian back into its
cage). "If | batter your nose into a pulp, perhaps the ship's doctor could set it properly this time, and you
won' look like such an ugly gargoyle.”

The man had obvioudy expected me to be a meek tourigt eedly bullied into submission. But when he
saw that | was deadly serious and would not be intimidated, he dunk away, growling empty thresats.

| dammed the cabin door and secured the lock, knowing that | must now be on my guard againg this
uneducated brute. If the Martian had come to Earth in search of intdligent life, | was glad it had first
encountered men such as mysdf, rather than stupid apes like that one.

| did not tdl Lowell about the threats. Although he wanted to be credited with greet discoveries, he
was willing to go only so far. At heart, Perciva Lowel was a men of high society, raised in Boston to
appreciate cigars, brandy, and gourmet foods. While | stayed in my dim room devoted to our work,
Lowdl secured a grand cabin for himsdf on the sundeck. He enjoyed dl the ameni-ties held missed in the
primitive Sahara. He bathed, had his clothes laundered and pressed, and dined each evening a the
captain'stable.

Naturdly, | was invited to join him. But how could | leave my Martian, whose hedth was dearly
fading, its mysterious illness gaining a stronger hold? How could | dine on beefsteak and souf-fle, while
the mogt vitd biologicd discovery in history lay plan-tivdy weak bel owdecks?

| offered the Martian everything | could imagine it might eet. | attempted to interest the creature with
vegetables or fresh meset, sugar water, even unpaatable chemicd compounds from my research kit, but
the Martian refused every form of nourishment that | could imagine.

Inmy dissection of its desiccated comrade, | had found no obvious stomach, gut, or intestines, and |
wondered if it might draw sustenance through photosynthesis in the manner of a plant. Making sure no
one could see, | moved the creature to an outer cabin for a few hours, where a wide sunbeam shone
through the salt-speckled porthole. But Hill the ligless beast showed no response, and | returned him to
the cargo chamber.

Recdling dl of my experiments grafting the hedthy organs of one species of animd onto the weaker
st of another, 1 consdered the posshilities. If only | could graft some human organs onto the
Martian—a strong set of lungs, or even a heart, as | had done in my vivisections—then perhaps this
superior being could live after dl. But | did not have access to such biologica resources. | could do only
whet | was able.

| was growing extremely concerned. How could | ever replace thislive specimenif |, through my own
negligence, dlowed it to perish?

Asadoctor, | was certan—judging by the increasing rubbery grayness of its skin and the risng and
fdling temperature of its body, which | acquired through the awkward use of a thermome-ter—that the
Martian was suffering from some sort of Earthly germ.

Coming from a different planet, Martian life could be a risk from fevers and other morbidities to
which humans had long since become accustomed. Our atmosphere was thicker, the gravity heavier, the
moisture in the air higher than the red deserts of Mars. Such a creature had never been meant to survive
here. Thislone explorer would die unless | could perform some drastic miracle.

In desperation, | gave it a radica series of injections, a course of strong drugs, simulants, and
vitamins. The Martian recovered some of its strength and vigor. In fact, its improvement was o
dramatic and remarkable that | redized my own exhaudtion and stress. When had | last eaten?

Thus, | findly decided to take Lowdl up on his invitation. | went into the sunlight at last, leaving the
Martian secured inits room. | wanted a bath and a change of clothes, a shave, and a good med among



dvilized company. But what | most desired was to talk privatdy to Perciva Lowdll.

| need not recount in detall the mundane dinner conversation with the captain and dl the vapid
travelers, who had little intelli-gence and much money. After the med, feding clean and refreshed, my
bdly wdl satisfied and my chest warmed by a partic-ularly melow Bordeaux, | took Lowel down to see
his prize specimen. When we arrived, however, we came upon quite a shock.

The metd door to the isolated cargo chamber was gar, forced open. | indantly had a sense of
foreboding. "Damnation! Someone has broken in."

We rushed into the room, only to find it ransacked. My medicd equipment lay strewn about, my
doctor's bags, vids of serum and chemicds scattered. Worst of dl, the Martian was gone. The lion's
cage stood empty, the barred door hanging open.

"Blagt! The brute is loose!" Lowdl's expresson showed annoy-ance rather than panic. "We mugt
track it down. The thing can't have gone far on the ship.”

| ran out of the cabin and into the lower passageways. "We will certainly hear a commoation if any
other passengers seeit.”

But | didn't think the Martian would go near crowds of people. It would dink and hide bel owdecks,
maybe make its way to the engine room. | remembered the strange rotating camera construc-tion it had
built &t its crashed cylinder; we knew that it had a sub-stantial mechanica aptitude.

Lowdl and | hurried through the shadowy passageways. The tunnds were hot and dank, smdling of
metd, bilge, and grease. The shidlded gas lamps provided insuffident illumingtion. The Martian would
have a thousand places to hide.

"The creature is frightened—doesn't know where to turn. When we find it, well have to corner it."
"Yes, Moreau, and a cornered animd is extremely dangerous.”

We considered solitting up, but redized that if we came upon the dien specimen—if it was indeed
energetic enough to have launched its impetuous escape attempt—one man would be unable to subdue it.

We opened doors, looking into unoccupied cabins and store-rooms. The ship's engines throbbed,
and we could fed a swaying motion from the restless seas around us. My senses were highly attuned. |
knew the Martian was intdligent and its tentacular appendages suffidently nimble that it could have
picked the lock of its cage. But someone ese had broken into the rooms.

A bloodcurdling scream echoed dong the passageway, a shriek of pain and terror that suddenly
broke off with a hollow, wooden-sounding snap.

"It came from just around that corner,” Lowell said.

Weadting no thought on caution, we raced pdl-mdl to the cabin where our Martian had gone to
ground. Anyone e'se would have frozen with terror upon seeing the monstrous Martian, its lamplike eyes,
itswrithing tentacles. But when we saw what the cresture was doing, even the two of us were shocked
and revolted. Lowdl turned away, but | could only stare, trying to understand.

The Martian had attacked the oafish redhead whose quarters | had taken over. | guessed that by the
time the crewman broke open my sealed cabin door, the Martian must dreaedy have let itsdf out of the
cage. If I'd been the one to return, no doubt the creature would have fdlen upon me.

The crewman had paid a high price for his vengeful curiosty. Like a predatory spider cheang a fat
beetle, the Martian had pur-sued the man, overtaken him, and brought him down with power-ful
tentacles. While the hapless man screamed and struggled, the Martian wrapped one of its snakelike
appendages around his throat and snapped his neck. Blood dill dribbled from the red-head's lips, and his
dull-witted eyes were glazed in death.

Lowdl had never seen a dead man before, cetanly never a cru-dly murdered vicim with fresh
bloodgtains dl around. But the most horrific aspect of the tableau was what the Martian was doing.

Its saucerlike eyes looked at us warily, like a walf guarding its kill. Its multiple tentacles moved in a
dizzying flow. It had seized hypodermic syringes from my medicd kit, and | redlized that the crewman



had not ransacked my |aboratory after dl—it was the Martian itsdf.

Like an indudrid harvesing maching, the Martian plunged hypodermic needles into the dead
crewman, filling each syringe barrel with fresh blood, and then curled back around to inject the harvested
lifefluid into its own veins.

"It's. . . feeding." | dlowed mysdf to fed intdlectud interest once the initid unpleasantness had worn
off. "Fresh blood, like avampire

Did humen blood contain the proper proteins and nutrients the Martian required to gay dive? It
seemed an impossible evolu-tionary adaptation. Knowing the physiology of the Martian, | saw no natura
apparatus on its physicd form that was adapted to drawing or ingesting blood. | saw no dgns that it was
ablood drinker. Was it possible that the creature had traveled so high on the evolutionary ladder thet it
depended upon atificd apparatus to survive? Had it become utterly dependent upon tools, evenin order
to derive nourishment? It seemed unlikdy to me, but the Martian dvilization had clearly advanced far
beyond anything on Earth.

| could see by the unnaturd pdlor in the crewman's corpse that he had dready been modly
exsanguinated. | couldn't say | fdt sorry for him. With aflash, | understood the reason for the desic-cated
condition of the other white corpses indde the crashed cylinder, the pae drones left as shriveled husks,
even the other superior Martian, bled dry. This creature had fed on them. A terrible necessty to ensure
that the misson succeeded?

"Good Lord, thisis horrible!” Lowell reeled with growing hor-ror and revulson, then staggered to the
wal, whereupon he retched up mogt of hisfine dinner and the Bordeaux.

So, now | knew our specimen had murdered more than once. Had it been an honorable decison of
aurvivd among the two remaning superior Martians, or willing sacrifice, or had this crea-ture killed its
companion judt to drink its blood?

As these thoughts raced through my mind, Lowell recovered and turned with revulson and anger. He
rased his metd bludgeon and brought it down swiftly upon the Martian's brain sac. He struck again,
Sdeways, scattering the hypodermic needles across the floor. Haf-stunned, the Martian scuttled away
from the crew-man's body, but Lowd| struck it athird blow.

| interposed mysdf between him and the Martian. "Don't hurt it. We have just made a substantia
discovery about its very nature. Think, man! It must have been desperate, garving." | sneered a the dead
redhead on the floor. "And this was probably the most vauable thing that cretin has ever done in hislife. |
doubt hell be missed.”

"It was murder, Moreau!"

"Isit murder when one species kills another? When a hunter shoots a gorillain Africa, when a famer
butchers a cow? These Martians may be as superior to us as we are to our domesticated animals It is an
accident and understandable, but we mugt make certain it does not happen again.”

Together, threastening with our clubs, we drove the duggish Martian back down the corridor. |
wondered if it moved dowly because it had gorged itsdf, or if Lowdl's blows had injured it. Despite its
feading, | could see the marks of sickness dill upon it.

We urged the Martian forward. It seemed to know where we were going and, as if chastened, it
moved dong willingly. | won-dered if it was Smply biding itstime and building further schemesin its great
brain.

When we had the creature safely secured in its iron cage, | added a second lock. Then | looked at
Lowell. His hair was mussed, his eyes reddened and wild. Fortunatdy, | am adept a deaning up after
experiments that have gone wrong; the rest of the world has never needed to know the details of falled
attempts.

"Lowdl, you mugt go speak with the cgptain,” | said, command firm in my voice. "Smooth this over.”

He did not usudly respond wel to sharp orders, but in this St-uation he was completdy logt. "Yes.



Yes, | mug explain to the cap-tain—"

| cut him off. "What you mugt explain isthat thisloutish crew-man was bothering you in the afterdeck
where you had gone to smoke a cigar. This man asked you for money, and when you refused, he tried to
rob you. He attempted to land a crippling blow, but you were eadily able to subdue him. After dl, you
lived in the Orient for many years and studied mysterious techniques used by the warriors of Japan. But
he came at you again, and out of indinct you threw him.”

"Yes" Lowdl said, nodding, not entirely following the story | had fabricated. "1 have studied whet the
Japanese cdl judo and tae kwon do."

"Yes use those words. And to your horror, the bully was flung over the ral and landed in the
seamer's wake."

Lowdl blinked at me, astonished. "But how could | say that? It's absurd.”

"Would you prefer to say that a rampaging monger from another planet killed him and then drank
most of his blood? Believe me, | know how the superdtitious and fearful commoners think. It will be a

| could not help but remember how | had been driven from place to place, whether by ignorant
people or by educated men such as Thomas Huxley. | knew precisely what would happen when the
crew learned about their fdlen mate. "Do it now, Lowell, or dl islost. No onewill doubt you. And now |
mug go fetch the corpse before anyone e findsiit."

Findly | got him to repest the story to my satisfaction, and | sent him off, looking dazed—which was
good, for it would make his words dl the more bdievable. Then | raced back to where the dead
crewman lay crumpled.

I had much work to do, and it would take me the rest of the night.

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

The Gardens on the Moon

Taking Jane's am, Wédls stepped out onto the surface of the Moon. All around them, the lunar
environment buzzed and popped, teeming with a million forms of exatic life. Toward the horizon where
the sunlight had firs appeared, Wédls could dready discern an expanding carpet of green, blue, and
white, mixed with dl the shades in between. Strange plant life emerged from the soil's night-cold
dormancy.

"Normdly, the Moon's gravity would be too weak to hold on to an atmosphere,” Huxley said, "but
here in this explodon of fertility, the outgassng of fresh oxygen is enough to provide pockets of
breathable arr for us"" The professor was the only one who seemed to require an explanation; Wells and
Jane were astounded just to look around themsdves, without a need for textbook explanations.

With acry of surprise, Jane looked down at her feet as she stopped on the gray lunar soil to see spiky
shoots thruding through the pae dirt as if they were live creatures. Bulbous white lumps sprouted
toadstool umbrellas, which kept growing in the nourishing sunlight; within moments, the mushrooms stood
astdl asaperson'swas.

"Look at the types! The colors and flowers—like nothing I've ever seen.” She hugged him. "They're
srange and beautiful!"



"Like the explogon of lifein a desert after a rangorm,” Huxley said. "These organiams have only a
brief window to live ther lives and reproduce. We are witnessing a biological frenzy!”

Grayish-white sacks swelled up like balloons, pushing pebbles aside. When Wells bent over to touch
the stretched-tight mem-brane of the growth, the fungd skin burst and showered him with spores. Jane
laughed as the force nearly knocked him backward, and his sudden reaction sent him careening much
farther than he had expected. Wells found himsdf sprawled on his back periloudy close to a cluster of
sword-shaped lavender leaves that waved in an unseen wind.

Embarrassed, he thrust himsdf to his feest—and continued to rise severa feet into the air before dowly
landing. "l fed light as a feather!" Jane sprang after him, her step taking her high into the air, asif she were
apole vaulter.

"It is the lunar gravity, of course Huxley cdled from behind them. He drew a deep breath of the
freshly manufactured luner air. "Less than afifth of Earth's”

With amischievous dlint in his eye, Wdls bounded back toward Jane. He soared over her head like a
bird, then gently landed a hundred yards from their cavorite sphere.

Curious and excited, with no slly socid expectations of suppos-edly proper behavior, Jane launched
hersdf toward Wells. Here, they were as far from disgpproving frowns and whispered gossp as ay
humen could be. When he saw that she was about to overshoot his position, Wdls jumped into the air to
intercept her. They caught each other high above the ground and drifted dowly back to the surface.

"Professor, try it for yoursdf!" Wellss aready reedy voice sounded even tinnier in the rarefied air.

Huxley attempted to appear dignified. "I have no need for such horseplay, Mr. Wdls™

"Horseplay! | an merdy conducting a vdid scientific experi-ment. Where isyour curiosity, Sr?!

That was dl the excuse the old man needed, and the distin-guished T. H. Huxley jumped into the air.
He laughed as he soared, his robe flgpping, hiswhite har like a comet's mane around his head. "Ah, this
isamazing!" When the professor drifted to a land-ing, Wells and Jane rushed toward him, but like a child
playing a game of tag, Huxley bounded off in another direction. "I fed so young! | had forgotten whet it
waslike"

Wels hmsdf was ddighted with his new ahilitiesin the bresthtakingly strange landscape. "For the firg
timein years, | an unhampered by my own injuries, the aches, the kidney pains™

The professor fdt the same. "Back home my joints trouble me greetly. The weight of Earth pulls me
down, but here | fed asif the strings have been cut. | could run to the edge of the world."

Wiéls bounded away, laughing. "It feds like | have on saven-league boots. Ah, the places | could
traverse on Earth with so much samina™

"But at such a speed, Wels, would you have time to see any-thing?' Huxley called.

"Who knows how much time we have, Professor?' Wells answered. He set off on a chase after Jane,
who laughed with him. "We cannot expect to see the whole Moon in aday.”

"Bedt not to go too far," Jane said. "If we reach the dark side of the Moon before the atmosphere has
thawed, we won't be able to breathe."

Around them, the landscape came amazingly dive, transform-ing into a bizarre forest of cacti and
cravling lichens, swollen fung and jeweled flowers thet fluttered like frilly eyelashes. Professor Huxley
landed in a thicket and stopped to inspect a cluster of exotic plants, sheking his head with a mixture of
amazement and sadness. "Ah, the taxonomy! Would that | could spend a year with sketch pads smply
documenting these life forms. Everything we see around us is a new species, never before studied. A
sngle one of these cacti would make a name for usin the naturd history community.”

"I could be the author of the very firg guidebook of luner flora" Jane said, amiling.

Jug then they heard a mounful blaiting that echoed across the feverishly dirring landscape, but the
rugged terrain made it impos-sible to pinpoint where the sound originated. Ahead of them, the ground
rosein black diffs toward the lip of an extraordinarily large crater, its circumference so greet that the rim



seemed a graight line. The mournful lowing sound came from one of the ledges that remained in shadow.

"Come, we mug find what it id" Wdls sprinted off, prepared to offer ad to the distressed creature.
The dope of the outer crater would have been impossbly steep for any Earthbound apinigt, but in the
low gravity Wdls hopped up to a broad ledge, baanced pre-carioudy, then sprang to another ridge.
With the actud lip of the crater gill some distance above him, he came upon a dartlingly bizarre creature:
ahuge duglike thing, fat and soft, its pearly skin blotched with discolrations.

It crawled forward like an immense caterpillar, its entire body rippling with the movement. It had two
huge burnished eyes and a pair of duglike antennae that quested above a round and dripping mouth. The
creature let out a plaintive lowing like a cow logt from its barn. Seeing Wells, it blatted as if accustomed
to handlers and glad for rescue.

Jane stopped short beside him. "Oh!" The mooncow let out another soft bellow. "So the Moon is
home to more than just plant life"

"Indeed, one might infer an entire cvilization."
WEels looked at the professor. "How do you extrapolate an entire dvilization from one stray moon

dug?'

"Observe the symbol stained on this creature's hide, like a rancher's brand. Obvioudy an atificid
pattern.” He indicated the cirde and triangle emblazoned on the mooncow's bulk. "Also the remnants of a
broken harness there on the far sde. Some inteli-gent force has domesticated this animd, and | suspect
there are many more—both herders and beasts." Huxley looked meaning-fully toward the high rim of the
crater, and the three st off.

The log mooncow let out a desparing bellow as they left it behind, but Jane whistled, and the
creature squirmed its fleshy bulk and began to ascend the dope like an inchworm.

Near the top of the crater, Huxley discovered a line of poles fashioned out of a ydlowish metd,
stakes forming a perimeter fence that was clearly fdling down and not wel maintained. "You see, Mr.
Wedls Thiswas dso erected by intdligent hands.”

Widlsfdt the heavy poles, examined the dilgpidated wires srung between them, the collgpsang fence.
"It appears to be gold.”

"Quite possible. The precious-meta contents of the Moon have never been tapped by indudridids
Lavaflows meteor strikes, and seismic events may have stirred the vauables to the surface. Who knows
what mother lodes lie a the bottoms of these craters?’

Wedls frowned. "When news of this comes to Earth, tycoons will doubtless attempt to launch
exploitative journeys to the Moon. And they will bring poor workers forced to earn their liveli-hood and
work off their passage back home™" He shook his head. "I fear for the dramatic changes in sociad order
thiswill bring."

Jane put her hand on hisarm. "It doesn't sound like a dramatic change at dl, H.G.—just more of the
same old routine”

Huxley crested the rise and stood trandfixed by the view of the immense bowl. Wdls and Jane joined
him, gazing with awe upon sweseping pasture lands covered with Soiny plants, swollen mush-rooms, and
juicy foliage. Hundreds of mooncows grazed amlesdy, edting with dozens of mouths on ther
underbdlies. As they trav-eled over the plants, they mowed, chewed, and digested the dien plants,
leaving trails of dime.

Even more amazing, though, were the other creatures. spindly humanoids with whitish-gray skin and
large antlike heads. They moved like shepherds keeping watch. There were only a dozen of them, far too

few for the duglike beasts, but with frenetic move-ments they did their best to mantain the captive
mooncows. They carried golden gaffs that might have been weagpons or cettle prods.

"We should attempt to communicate with them,” Huxley said. "It will be the first encounter between
Earthlings and, if we return to the Greek root, Selenites. Moon men.”



Behind them, the lost mooncow lumbered to the top of the crater, saw the pastures and its fdlow
dug-creatures, and let out a joyous hoot. The duglike beast careened at full speed, tumbling down the
dope as fadt as the convulsons of its dippery underbely could take it.

The commoation drew the attention of the Sdenite shepherds. They could not help but see the trio of
humen forms sanding exposed on the top of the crater. The lunar shepherds reacted fran-ticdly, rasing
their cattle-prod spears, chittering in confusion, as if waiting for indructions.

Huxley raised his hands in gredting. "Both of you do the same” he muitered urgently to Jane and
Wels. "Wewill be not only scien-ific observers, but Earth's firs ambassadors to another civilization.”

Jane pointed to a steep switchbacking peth thet led down to the crater floor. "Gentlemen, shdl we go
and meet them?"

The three et off, taking great strides toward the confused party of Selenites. Wdls noticed numerous
paths lad down on the lunar soil. Cave openings led into catacombs that passed through the crater wall
and beneath the surface. Jane pointed out the ruins of housdike sructures, collgpsed towers and
amphitheaters, obvi-oudy the Sgns of a once-great dvilization now fading into noth-ingness.

As Wdls noted the crumbling structures, the 9gns of once-vast pastures and indudries, he was
uncomfortably reminded of the old castle ruins he had seen in England. Once the golden age had passed,
locd peasants had used the bricks and stones of the great citadels to build minor cottages. For decades,
the locdl's scavenged the ruins of great castles. The lunar cvilization, once great, now seemed little more
then the backbone and trappings for dally life among these unavilized remnants.

The antlike drones surrounded them, holding their golden spears and chattering in a buzzing, dicking
language. Wdls drew Jane close, but Huxley stepped forward boldly. "We come in peace, as
representatives of humanity. From Earth!" He pointed toward the sky.

The Sdenites paused, then formed a protective circle around the humans. One of the Sdenite
shepherds set off at a scuttling walk toward the nearest tunnd opening, while the others nudged the three
vistors forward, leading them into the underground city.

" hope they don't have a war dance and a cookpot waiting for us at the end of this passage,” Wdls
sad.

" encountered headhuntersin New Guineg," Huxley said. "They were mogt fierce and frightening, but
inthe end they proved to be no red threat—not at that time, a least. Let us hope we have amilar luck
here"

The tunnds snaked around, full of side passages and branch-ways worn glassy smooth, as if termites
hed bored through the crugt, following some sort of grand geometric plan. After an inter-minable time—it
could have been an hour or as much as a day— the Sdenites brought them into a cavernous centrd
chamber lit by phosphorescent fungus placed on the wadls in atidic patterns. The blue-white
bioluminescence gave an ethered cast to the grotto, Everything shimmered with a pale silver glow.

At the center of the room, another creature perched on a dais— grosdy distorted but reminiscent of
the Sdenite species. Its body was atrophied and tiny benesth an outrageoudy enormous head, a
quivering mind within a skull that seemed as large as a amdl aster-oid. The head was so huge it was
supported by a framework of rings and rods that held the brain upright. The creature's actud face was
amdl, like atiny speck on a globe, and it had a dit for a mouth tucked under a complex set of gleaming
jewd-like eyes arranged in a pattern. Wells counted eight of the twinkling gem-eyes on its head.

The Sdlenite drones brought the three humans to a hdt in the middle of the chamber, and they faced
the scrutiny of the awvesome brain of the Moon. Huxley stepped forward. "We come from the planet
Earth, the blue sphere you see in your sky. We have no weapons---"

You are invaders. Words rang through their heads, a communication that appeared in Wellss
thoughts with no voice attached. You have come to destroy what remains of our civilization.

"No," Jane chimed in. "It isonly the three of us, and we came here by accident.”



Wéls fdt a splitting headache pulse through his skull, as if nimble fingers were sorting through index
cards in hismind. From the wince on Jane's face and the perplexed scowl on Huxley's, he knew they felt
the tingling, high-pressure menta probe as wdl. Findly the communication resumed.

Now | have learned everything about you, and | see that you tell the truth. You are no threat to
our civilization.

The Moon leader raised spindly hands, and the Sdenite sol-diers backed away from the captives,
relaxing their hold on their pointed golden daffs.

| am the Grand Lunar, sad the telepathic voice. | am the ruler of a once-vast civilization. We
SHenites were peaceful, productive creatures. We maintained a perfect social order—until
everything was broken, most of our people lost, our entire way of life destroyed.

Wedls thinking of the cholera badillus in seded vids within their cavorite sphere, asked, "What
happened? Was it some awful plague?’

No, the Grand Lunar answered. Sdlenites are immune to all diseases and infections. We
eradicated them from our biology long ago.

Huxley looked at the giant puldng brain. "Then how could your Utopia have been so completdly
destroyed?’

The Grand Lunar responded with a shudder of never-forgotten terror transmitted by thought waves.
The three humans could fed the fear and revulson within themsdlves.

This destruction was caused by the Martians.



CHAPTER SIXTEEN

The Mutable Nature of the Martian Form

From the Journal of Dr. Moreau:

The dead crewvman lay in the shadowed lower deck of the steamer. Fortunately, no one had
discovered him yet.

In the uncertain light, | gathered the syringes from where Low-dl had scattered them. Only one of the
dlass barrels had broken; the rest lay intact—a fortunate occurrence, for 1 would need them to keep
feeding the Martian. After pocketing the syringes, | put my hands under the dead crewman's ams. The
bully stank of sour swest, dirt, and urine. | was not surprised to find that he had fouled himsdf upon his
death, as many animaswill do.

Moving quickly, | dragged him dong the dim corridors. It was wel after dinner, and a night the ship
grows quieter. Every few moments | paused to ligten, fearing that someone might come to investigate dl
the commotion. Sill 1 heard no shouts, no pounding footsteps. Perhaps no one had heard the man
scream after dl.

| hid the corpse ingde my smdl cabin until | could properly dispose of it, then hurried back to wipe up
any remaining blood-stains from where he had died. No one would ever know what had redly happened
to the brute.

With my door firmly latched, | spread the pdlid body onto a mekeshift operating table and proceeded
to drain the remaining blood from his circulatory syslem—I saw no sense in letting it go to waste, if this
was indeed the nourishment our specimen required. When | finished, | had severad beakers of fresh
blood. The Martian regarded me hungrily as | worked. It made no sound, but its tentacles waved as if
dirred by ar currents.

I reassembled my medicd kits, gathering up the vids scattered on the floor of my laboratory. | would
have to begin the next step quickly, if | had any hope of success. Now that the crewman was dead, his
delicate organs and tissues would begin to spoail.

Tuming my back on the Martian, | surreptitioudy dipped a potent sedative into an open beaker of
blood. The Martian was as large as a bear, and | could only guess at the proper amount of anesthesait
would require. | came back to the cage, holding the beaker of scarlet fluid, and stared at my specimen,
looking for some Sgn of communication inits eyes. If it was ravenoudy hun-gry, perhaps | could trick it.

The Martian reached out with its tentacles and touched the beaker. | let it draw the glass between the
bars of its cage. | then offered it two of the intact syringes, and the Martian rapidly began to inject the
blood into itsdlf. | watched with a morbid fascination as the beaker was drained.

I noted the Sgns of sickness on the Martian's flesh, discol-orations, blotches. Maybe the fresh blood
would keep it strong for awhile, but | intended to effect a more permanent cure of the Earthly germ. As
00N asit was time.

When the sedative rgpidly began to take effect, the captive Martian seemed astonished thet |, alowly
human, could have deceived it. As the dien struggled againg imminent unconscious-ness, | turned to the
dead crewman on my operating table, stripped off his shirt, mopped sweat and grime from his pasty
chegt, then disinfected his skin. He must be clean before surgery.

| prepared my operating tools as best | could. Normdly, | har-vested organs from a ill-living donor
in order to ensure their freshness and integrity, but | had no choice right now. Much finesse is required
when grafting organs from one species onto another. The pieces don't fit properly together, and junctures



mug be rigoroudy sedled. In addition, | had. only aminimd working knowledge of the Martian anatomy,
unlike other vivisection sub-jects upon which | had so often practiced. But | could draw some
generdizations, and | did my best. The Martian's very surviva was at stake,

| used a scapd to cut into the redhead's flesh, after which | took up a heavy bone saw to crack open
his slernum. Then | began my longest and most exhausting surgery ever.

| grafted the crewman's strong heart and fleshy lungs into the Martian's body. It was bloody work, but
necessary. The two organ-isms were not meant to coexist, but | forced the issue. Nether the dead
crewman nor the dying Martian had any choice.

With my surgica apparatus, and the expertise | had developed over years of working with dissmilar
species, dragging them unwilling up the evolutionary ladder, 1 now gpplied connections and junctures.
Thiswas what the Martian needed to survive.

| took meticulous care that the tools were derile, that the sutures were tiny and even, tha the
components from two differ-ent planets matched perfectly. | took no shortcuts with my vita work, in the
hope that the grafts would hed properly and the organs continue to function, so that this hybrid creature
could survive on Earth. It would be able to breathe our ar and, with the crewman's blood, perhaps even
find a bit of immunity to fight off our terrestrid germs.

Inmy travels around the world, 1 have discovered many unusud drugs and medicines from the jungles
of Borneo and Siam, from uncharted idands in the South Seas. | dways keep a store of them in my
medicd kit. Some of these substances—poisonous lichens and fever-reducing fern leaves—proved to be
quite beneficid in hdping one body accept the organs from another. Otherwise, bio-logica indinct leads
to argection of what does not belong there.

FHnished with the surgery, | sewed up the Martian's tough brown skin and applied derile cloths. |
wrapped more bandages around the inadson Stes and hoped the dien would hed quickly, for within ten
days the steamer would reach New York harbor. | did not want the specimen weakened while we
moved it down to Boston and Perciva Lowd|'sfamily holdings.. . .

Much later, a shaken and haf-drunk Lowel returned and looked stupidly at what | had done. But
nothing ese could shock him. He had told the captain his fabricated story, and the man believed him
impliatly.

"That redhead was a rogue,” the captain said, "dways getting into brawls, never doing his share of
work. I've had to dub him severd times mysdf, and | had more than hdf a mind to kick him off the ship
once we reached port. You've saved me the trouble, Mr. Lowel. | doubt anyone will miss him, certainly
not the man he was bunking with."

Stunned a how easily we got away with the crime, Lowel had downed three, perhaps four, snifters
of brandy before coming back to find mefinishing my efforts. He stared aghast at the redhead's mutilated
body, but | soothed him. "The poor vicim was dready dead, Percival. But | used him to keep our
Matian dive”

"Of course you did." Lowell's words were somewhat durred. If | was lucky, he would go back to his
cabin and drink even more brandy; by morning, he might have doubts about what had occurred here.

"l need your help in one lagt thing, Percivd. The two of us mug toss the body overboard.”

At firg Lowel quailed at this, but five minutes later he dully reached down to take the dead man's fegt
after | had wrapped himin a bloodstained sheet to keep his cut-up form together. We hus-tled dong the
dlent corridors, dimbing metal stairs. Each time, | took a careful look and waited until no one was there
to see.

It was the darkest part of the night, when dl other passengers were adegp and only a skeleton crew
remained at their duties. We soon reached the open sty ar and the garlit darkness, and wasted no time.
The breeze was brisk, carrying the dampness of impend-ing storms. The waves behind us were choppy.

"Come, Percival. No time to delay.” We hoisted the dead crew-man. "Up, up—heave."



In a flash, the redhead tumbled overboard, his loose arms and legs dill flopping, pae skin showing
through his torn clothes. The splash made amost no sound at dl, and the steamer forged ahead, leaving
him far behind within moments. Soon only the fishes would know what we had done.

Lowdl and | stood together at the rall, quietly looking into the milky wake of the steamer. "It was
what we had to do, Percivd," | said. Without a word, he turned and went back to his stateroom.

| stayed on deck for awhile longer and then returned to my patient.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

In the Hall of the Grand Lunar

In the underground chambers of the Moon, Sdenite servants pre-pared a banquet for the three
humans. The pale drones brought forth platters of soft fungus meat and decanters of sap as sweet as

honey.
At firg, they hesitated to eat the proffered food, but they were far from their cavorite sphere and ther
supplies. Huxley inspected each item, siffing it and frowning uncertainly. The aromas were certanly
tantdizing and appetizing. Wells and Jane looked to the older men for his guidance. Findly, he
surrendered to his hunger and took a bite, then severd more. Seeing Huxley's implied approva, Wdls
and Jane fdl to with great gusto.

After Wdls had consumed much of the honeylike sap, he began feding giddy and fuzzy. Huxley and
Jane decided to stop drinking, preferring not to become intoxicated at such an important moment under
the awesome gaze of the Grand Lunar.

Next, they were served a buttery-tasting meet that purportedly came from the mooncows;, the duglike
herd animas matured rgpidly and were butchered for food each lunar cycle. It seemed tha everything on
the Moon moved a a frenetic pace. Unfortu-natdly, the once-admirable lunar avilization had not
recovered so swiftly after the Martian attacks.

"We too have learned of the threat from Mars” Huxley sad, between bites. "Precisdy what
happened when the Martians invaded the Moon? And when did it occur?”

The Grand Lunar studied them, its enormous throbbing brain supported by a heavy framework.
Fndly, a series of horrific images and memories poured into their minds, conveying the full specta-cle of
the disadster.

Once, lunar society had been a complex web with many differ-ent castes: drone workers, soldiers,
thinkers, engineers, builders, shepherds, and farmers, dl guided by the Grand Lunar's incredible intellect.
Thar hiveike society had been diligent and peaceful. They had no rivas, no enemies. For millennia the
Grand Lunar and its predecessors had maintained the number of Selenites a the perfect leve for proper
functioning.

Then the Martian invaders had come.

Cylinder after cylinder had been launched from Mars to crash upon the Moon's day sSide at the height
of Sdenite productivity. At fird, even the Grand Lunar did not know what was happening. Large-eyed
Sdenite astronomers, who aso spied upon Earth, had noticed the green flashes from Mars and so were
able to determine the origin of these terrible spacecraft.

While the cylinders cooled in thelr new craters, the Martians assembled large mechanicd wakers,
gant tripod devices equipped with powerful weapons. Heet rays incinerated the Sdenite observers who



hed gathered to welcome the vigtors from the red planet.

The fird Martian attack was immediate and terrible. Thou-sands of Sdlenites were daughtered
outright by the awful heet ray, and the Grand Lunar was forced to withdraw the soldier-drones until
Sdenite scientists could develop appropriate defenses. The Moon's engineers and thinkers turned their
knowledge to building immense weapons.

Since lunar society functioned as agngle vast and efficient machine, the Selenites could combine tharr
ills with focused determination; thus, they swiftly developed and produced new defenses. As the
Martians began their march of destruction across the lunar surface, the brave Sdenites rdlied. They used
newmly synthesized explogive devices to blow up the Martian cylinders, but more and more of the deadly
projectiles rained down from space.

The Martian invaders attacked with ther heat rays, forcing the Sdenites to take even more violent
measures. Desperate, the Grand Lunar authorized the mogt terrible bombs imaginable. The round craters
of these incredible explosions now peppered the whole surface of the Moon.

The invaders from Mars had kept coming, and the heet ray decimated the Sdlenite population. The
Grand Lunar bred and produced army swarms to defend the Moon, but the Martian con-quest could not
be stopped. Loyd drones and soldiers had massed here in this chamber in a lagt stand to defend their
leader, the core and soul of Sdenite society. They planned to fight to the death.

The Martians, however, had no intention of utterly destroying lunar dvilization, nor of sazing the
Moon as new territory. With their red world dying, the Martians needed more daves, more food, and
more resources. They wanted to take huge numbers of Sdenite captives back to Mars, no doubt to be
put to work on the Mar-tian cands and industries. Ther conquest finished, the hideous invaders loaded
their return cylinders with hundreds of thousands of Sdenites, cramming them in like packaged goods,
and departed for the red planet.

Sill tenuoudy connected to ther leader, the captive Sdenites had sent their last menta messages
home. The voyage to distant Mars was long, and they had been crowded aboard the vast con-quering
ships. Cut off from the Grand Lunar, they did not know what to do. They were bullied and tortured by
the dominant, ten-tacled mongtrosities.

In the vison, Wdls could taste ther fear and helplessness. The drones could not fight back, their
puppet drings cut once they'd been taken from the Moon. Aboard the transport ships they stood
shoulder to shoulder, the bulk of the lunar population dragged off to another planet. Those who survived
the journey became the seeds of an endlesdy oppressed dave corps on Mars.

Without the bulk of the population, the once-magnificent lunar society had gone stagnant. The
Martians |eft the Moon a devastated, barren place, its avilization broken. There were too few survivors
of each Sdlenite caste for the Grand Lunar to rebuild the population. Thus, for many centuries, the beaten
Grand Lunar had barely held together the tattered remnants of a once great society....

Asthe parade of imagesin his head ceased, Wdls looked a the insectlike workers and servants. He
remembered the dilgpidated fences around the crater pastures and how few Sdenite shepherds existed to
waich dl the mooncows. The remaning drones were bardy enough to keep the Grand Lunar dive and
functioning; they would never be aufficient to repair the war damage. Ever since the holocaudt, the Grand
Lunar's surviving astronomers had kept their telescopic eyes upon the Earth, watching amdl threads of
cavilization appear on the big blue neighboring planet.

Jane expressed her concern in a voice that rang out too loud in the chamber. "And the Martians have
aso been watching ud We know they've sent at least one scout, and they intend to launch an inveson
force to Earth."

They will conquer you and destroy you, the Grand Lunar said.

Widls defiantly clutched Jane's hand. "No, they will not! Thank-fully, we have had some forewarning.
We can take our spacecraft directly to Mars—and prevent this”

Huxley looked a himin surprise. "Ah, you are most ambitious, Mr. Wéls, to think thet the three of us



could stop the war plans of an entire planet.”
"If not us, then who dse isthere?' Wedls knew in his heart that he had to do something.

Perhaps there is help. The Grand Lunar lifted tiny hands to its shrunken face. With a deft movement
of nimble fingers, it selected one of the faceted gemstone eyes, twisted it, and removed the jewd, leaving
an empty socket in the insectile head. Holding it in the pdm of a diminutive hand, the Grand Lunar
extended the gem to Jane, who was closest.

Take this as a talisman. If any of my Sdlenites ill survive on Mars, they will know this comes
from their Grand Lunar.

Jane cdlutched the eye gem, looking at it. Then she amiled back up at the immense, quivering brain.
"Thank you."

The remaining Sdlenite drones swarmed out, guided by the Grand Lunar to usher the human vigtors
back to the cavorite sphere. More workers brought blankets, water, food, and other supplies, socking
the interior for along voyage to digant Mars.

As the three humans climbed back into the armored vessd, the Sdenites backed away, bowing ther
antlike heads. Wdls, Jane, and Huxley cdled out farewdlls, knowing that the mind of the Grand Lunar
could see them through these lesser drones.

When they were secured indde the sphere again, Wells and Jane looked at each other, knowing ther
next step. Together, they closed the louvered blinds on the floor of the craft, seding off the cavorite and
sveing dl ties to the Moon's gravity.

As the armored globe rose from the cratered surface, the three of them opened and closed various
blinds, searching the star-studded sky urttil they located the angry crimson eye of Mars. Committed to
their course of action, they Ieft that one porthole open o that the gravitationd pull of the red planet could
drag them across the emptiness of space.

They sat back to prepare ther battle plans. Three mere humans would have to fend off an dien
invason.

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

The Martian Arrivesin Boston

From the Journal of Dr. M oreau:

For many anxious days and nerve-wracking nights, | sat beside my recovering dien patient, tending it
with dl the diligence one might have attributed to Florence Nightingde. (An amusng comparison, since
no one had ever uttered the names of Moreau and Nightin-gae in the same breatht)

Lessthan an hour after | finished my extreme surgeries, trans-plants, and organ grafting, the creature
recovered from the anes-thetic. | observed it closdy from outside the iron-barred cage, watchful for any
dgn of hemorrhaging or convulsons. | saw nel-ther. The creature Imply looked a me with pain apparent
in those ominous, saucerlike eyes.

During extreme courses of vivisection, | had learned to gauge the levels of agony inmy test subjects. |
could sense within the Martian's greet brain a burning will to live, perhaps even a fire of vengeance



directed toward me. | did not mind. If such emations gave this being the will to survive, then so beiit.

To keep up its grength, | injected the remaining beaker of the crewman's blood. As the Martian
healed, its body would require much more sustenance. That was going to cause a problem. Short of
aurreptitioudy killing another crew member—and Lowel would never approve of that—I pursued the
only other dterndtive to feed my Martian. Usng tubes, rubber hoses, and hypodermic needles, | gave the
creature regular transfusions of my own blood, hoping that when the Martian saw me draning my own
lifefluid so that it could feed, it might think more kindly toward me.

During long days dtting a the dien's Sde, | made further fruit-less attempts to communicate with it.
Occasondly | grew impaient and demanded that the creature respond; a other times | used a oft
voice, hoping to coax some smdl gesture or sound. But the Martian appeared uninterested. Not listless,
judt... biding itstime.

Only once did it exhibit a definite flare of attention, when Low-€ll let me borrow the crysta egg we
hed found ingde the crashed cylinder. As| hed the shimmering dlipsoid in front of the caged Martian, it
attempted to snatch the ovoid with one of its tentacles, but | kept the treasure at a safe distance.

"Speak tome”" | said. "Show me adgn that you want to com-municate.”

But when | took the crystal egg away, the Martian resumed its sulking torpor. Discouraged, | returned
the crystd egg to Lowdl in his stateroom.

Fndly, as the ship entered New York harbor, | cautioudy removed the bandages from the caged
Martian. The creature remained weak, but had obvioudy turned the corner to recovery, both heding
from surgery and fighting off the Earthly infectious germ. Still slent, the dien watched me while |
unwrapped the gauze and studied my tight little Stitches, pleased to see that hedthy scabs now covered
the indgons. The wounds did not appear to be infected, and | was much relieved. The grafting had
indeed taken!

Asit breathed, the Martian's skin inflated and deflated like a blacksmith's bellows, and | could tdl that
its adopted lungs were functioning well, processing the aimosphere of a planet to which it had not been
born. The human heart was begting, supplementing the Martian circulatory system.

It would live and grow strong, and if the enormous brain was as intdligent as | hoped, the Martian
would redize that | was respon-sible for its survival. But would this dien beast understand grati-tude and
obligation?

The moment that the steamer docked in New Y ork, Lowel was once more in his eement. He st to
work arranging carters and equipment handlers to move our research apparatus as wel as the recovering
extraterrestria gpecimen. He spent a full day on the docks negotiating with burly, thick-lipped men. I've
never been good at such things, preferring that lesser men smply do as they are told and leave me to my
more important work.

When dl the transportation was arranged to ship our secret captive to Boston, | told Lowdl that |
was confident the Martian would survive the journey. | was, however, concerned about what Lowdl
planned to do once he reached hisfamily home. We had discussed the matter numerous times during our
travels, but Low-dl il refused to think through the consequences. Our specimen and our announcement
would shake the Lowel family dynamic to its core. No matter what these supercilious bluebloods
thought, 1 did not want my Martian to become a circus specimen! Did Low-dl mean to show off the
creature to his sern father as proof that he had been correct in his eccentric aspirations?

Thisreturn to Boston was extremdy important for Lowell. He had been born with a slver spoon in his
mouth, the eldest son of a Brahmin family that had amassed an enormous fortune in the tex-tile indudtry.
His father was a humorless man with no vison beyond practical business concerns, and he was grooming
Percivd's younger (and more responsible) brother Lawrence as the true successor to the family fortunes.

"I have dways been the maverick in my family, Moreau,” he told me as we watched Boston approach
out the side windows of the train. "I can think of nothing more maddening than to devote my energies to



running a textile business. But because | am the oldest son, my father expectsit of me”

Percival Lowd| has the drive and passion often seen in the way-ward sons of the rich, desperate to
make a name in the higory books. Though he obvioudy enjoys the finer benefits of his wedthy
upbringing, Lowd | resents the expectations of hisfamily. He does not recognize the opportunities he has.
His resentments make him weak, for he does not choose to turn them to his own advantage.

Some of my disparaging comments in this journd should not be misconstrued to imply thet | didike
Percivd Lowdl. He is a most accomplished man, who graduated from Harvard with distinction in
mathematics a the age of twenty-one, and he received the Bowdoin Prize for his essay on "The Rank of
England as a European Power Between the Degth of Elizabeth and the Death of Anne" He has traveled
the world, sudied the classics, experienced numerous foreign cultures, proved his fadlity in languages,
even offered to fight in the Serbo-Turkish War.

Lowd| saled for Japan ten years ago, in 1883, where he was asked to serve as Foreign Secretary for
agpecid diplomatic misson from Korea (though at the time he had never even seen Kored). Returning to
Tokyo, he was later asked to hdp write Japan's new condtitution. In attitude, persondity, and behavior,
Lowdl issmilar to mein many ways—and that cannot help but create certain frictions.

Knowing that his father had been annoyed by thislong and expensive expedition in the Sahara, Lowel
now wanted to stride through the gates of the dty in a triumpha march. Lowd| had aready wired home
about hisimminent arriva, and a fine socid reception was planned for him. He was gruff and confident,
fero-cioudy proud of what he had done, though | could sense a ner-vousness in his manner.

The quedtion remained: Should we explain our awesome achievement to the family, or leave them
blissfully content with ther predictable lives that dlowed no room for the mysteries or mgesty of the
universe?

As| had feared, the society party thrown by Lowell's family was as excrudiaingly dull as watching the
Sahara sands.

Though Lowd| clamed to be afish out of water in such Stua-tions, he adapted remarkably well. | had
seen him at the captain's table aboard the steamer, chatting with upper-class people from different
countries. I'm sure that his doting mother noted that he wasn't his old sdf, but he had not been home in
years. | hoped his resolve would not fater now.

Lowdl was careful to give few details about me, for we didn't know how far word of my scanda hed
spread. Those who spoke with me did so only out of polite obligation, for Lowel was the hero of the
party. Everyone flocked around him, wanting to hear his stories of Japan and the Orientd mystics, and
the wild Tuaregs of the Sahara.

Lowdl mentioned nothing about the Martian. That tae we would tdl later, when we were ready.
These people were not the right sort to appreciate the magnitude of our discovery. They would ether be
titillated or horrified . . . but worst of dl, they would not be truly interested. The revelation of our
Martian's exis-tence mug wait for the proper gppreciative audience.

I amused mysdf by treating the tedious party as a scientific experiment, sudying herd behavior and
mating patterns. It was clear that the scions of Boston families were offering their daugh-ters for marriage
consderation to the eccentric but well-bred Per-cival. | found it amusng—like horse breeders comparing
their best brood mares. Lowel seemed oblivious to the nuances, though by now he was thirty-eight years
old and no longer perceived to be young enough to continue his rebdlious lifestyle. He had to think of his
future. | was certain his mother was pressuring him to marry into an acceptable family.

Findly, late a night when the guests had departed and Lowel's mother had retired to bed, he came to
meto share alagt brandy for the evening. The two of ushdd our snifters, barely Spping, playing the part
of drinkers. After having observed the shdlowness of the average Bogtonian, | whispered to Lowell, "We
can't possbly do our work in an environment such as this They will aways be waiching, prying. Your
parents will beg you to atend parties, pic-nics, luncheons. You will be forced to accept spesking



engage-ments. Our Martian will fare badly, | fear.”

His face had a pinched look. "I know that dl too wdl, Moreau. We mug be avay from Boston.”

"But where can we go? Is there a safe place?”

"Yes, completdy safe and far from here. My parents wont like it ... but they have not liked many of
my decisons” Smiling, he dyly reached into his jacket pocket and removed the red-lensed spectacles |

hed given him. "Wewill go to Arizona Territory, Moreau, where | am building my own observatory, far
from the closed-minded fools of Harvard."

"Arizona Territory? Out west in the American wilderness?' Lowell settled the red-lensed spectacles
on hisnose. "The Ari-zona desert is the closest thing to Mars one could find here on Earth. There, with
the Martian, we can perform our work in totdl privacy.”

PART III
MARSAND ITS CANALS

CHAPTER NINETEEN

At the Martian Ice Caps

Duing the long voyage to Mars, H. G. Wdls, Thomas Huxley, and Jane Robbins occupied
themsdlves by reading Dr. Moreau's jour-nal. Wels absorbed the information with cold fear and a
hardening resolve. "These Martians are ruthless enemies, Professor.”

"All creatures have a mandate for survivd, Mr. Wells and the Martians dying environment drove
them to take such desperate measures.” Huxley scratched his sdeburns. "Unfortunatdly, snce our race is
to be the target of their depredations, | find it difficult to rouse sympathy for them.”

When & lagt the dusty orange sphere filled their view, Jane drew her finger across the transparent
cavorite. "Look & the cands, H.G."

WEels could make out the cat's cradle of atifidd lifdines that linked the population centers of a
waning old civilization. "No tel escope on Earth has the aperture to discern these details, but now that we
are here, it dl seems so plain.”

Huxley frowned. "No doubt the Martian astronomers have more sophisticated equipment to watch
our lush green planet. They mus covet dl the things Earth has to offer.”

"They are not welcome to it." Jane crossed her ams over her chest. "Not if we three have anything to
say about the matter.”

They prepared themsdves for landing. After they entered orbit a an extreme angle, which carried
them in a near polar trgectory, they soun the sphere around, baanced on the fulcrum of gravity, and
plunged toward the southern ice cap.

Huxley looked drangdy amused. "I dways imagined someone would conquer the south pole on
Earth fird."

They tried to use the same techniques of opening and dosing blinds over the cavorite segments in



order to balance the pull of gravity. Because of ther greater distance from Earth and Sun and Moon,
however, the opposing tug was not sufficient to assist them. Though they uncovered every cavorite pane
on the opposite side of the sphere, hoping to gdl their descent, the surface of Mars rushed toward them
with extreme rapidity.

"Hang on!" Wells shouted at the last moment and grabbed for Jane.

Out of control, the armored globe struck the bleak fidds of rubble near the outer edge of the ice diffs
A blizzard of crates, bot-tles, and papers swirled around them. Huxley grabbed the padded case that
contained the vids of cholera bacillus and shielded them with his bodly.

The sphere struck the ground and rolled, plowed through the loose dirt, tumbled into the ar agan,
and findly came to rest with a dow grinding maotion. While debris fluttered dl around, the three of them
blinked at each other, panting.

Rugy powder obscured the uppermost cavorite windows, blocking most of the dim sunlight. The
sphere's hatch was at shoulder height, thankfully not buried or inaccessible.

"l seem to be intact,” Huxley said, cinching his striped robe tight.

"Were on Mars, H.G." Despite their perilous Studion, Jane's eyes were bright with wonder as she
peered through the rust-smeared porthole.

WEels smoothed his shirt and trousers, then helped to draighten Jane's hair. "But ther€'s so incredibly
much we don't know about the Martians™

"Like anything dse, we mugt learn, Mr. Wells—and then gpply what we have learned,” Huxley said.
"If there are different palitica factions, perhaps we can turn one group of Martians againgt another and
prevent the invason.”

Jane stood next to Wells at the hatch, forceful and optimigtic. "Then we have everything to discover, a
veritable treasure-trove of science. We'd best get on with it if we mean to save our planet.”

Huxley joined them. "We know from Dr. Moreau that Martians can breathe our air. Therefore, it is
reasonable to assume that the converse is true” He reached forward and, without hestation, broke the
sed and pushed open the hatch.

When the three of them stood in the dim, cold light, the Mart-ian wilderness spread out before them,
cracked and bouldered, serrated with rugged mountain ranges. The thin and frigid ar made Jane shiver,
and Wedls hdd her close. He wished he had a coat to give her. Although Huxley stood only in his thin
lounging robe, he didn't seem to mind the chill.

A grinding, danking sound came toward them from the distance, like heavy indudrid pistons
pounding. Nine tal metd tripods strode across the ground, converging on the cavorite sphere. Turrets
atop the moving legs spun, scanning the landscape. Jointed mechanicd arms sprouted from the nine
turrets, extending a complex apparatus made of lenses and generators. To Wdls, the three-legged
meachines resembled nothing so much as nightmarish milk stools careening over the uneven ground.

"We won't have much trouble finding the Martians, Professor,” Wels said. "It appears that they've
found us"

"Guard dogs coming to attack the intruders.” Jane swallowed hard.

From speakers in the turrets, the Martian drivers let loose a thunderous cry of "Ullal Ullal" The
unearthly sound vibrated through Wellss bones, griking inhim an atavigtic fear.

Towering severd sories high, the ominous tripods clanked into position around the cavorite sphere.
The three explorers had no possihility of escape. Jointed meta arms directed the compli-cated mirrored
apparatus a the humans, as if it were a weapon. The tripods let out another titanic hooting cry. "Ullal
ullal”

Huxley stepped forward, waving his hands and directing his gaze up at the turret of the nearest tripod.
His movement startled the dien operators, and severa of the cameralike devices swung into position.
One emitted a blast of blinding heat from the arrangement of lenses. The dmogt-invisible fire roared into



the sand near where they stood, mdting the iron-oxide dust into a smoking trough of hardening glass, like
dark blood congedling on the ground.

Huxley did not flinch. The ominous battle tripods ratcheted and fidgeted, and the heat-ray projectors
remained focused on the three vistors. Wells said out of the corner of his mouth, "Now what are we
going to do, Professor?”

"I believe surrender is the mogt intdligent course of action.” Moving with extraordinary caution,
Huxley raised both hands. Wells and Jane did likewise.

Cables spun down from the turrets like wiry metd tentacles, each tipped with a gragping mechanica
claw. Remarkably adept, the claws snatched Wels by his shirt collar and yanked him into the air like a
child grasping a kitten. Two other tentacles hoisted Huxley and Jane high above the ilt legs and plopped
dl three of them unceremonioudy into a metd basket afixed to the bottom of the control turret.

"Now | know whét it feds like to be snagged in arat catcher's net," Jane said.

"Take heart that the Martians did not kill us outright, Miss Robbins. We mug be quite a curiogty to
them.”

"Congdering that we are trying to save the Earth from a deadly invason, | had hoped we'd be a bit
more than a mere curiogity,” Wells grumbled. With lurching strides, the firgt battle tripod car-ried the
captives away.

As they were jostled and bruised ingde the carrier, Wels grasped the metd lattice and peered out.
Behind them, the remain-ing three-legged contraptions stood as if scrutinizing the cavorite sphere. Usng
extended cablelike arms to manipulate chains, they hooked a grappling apparatus to the sphere. Like
oxen pulling a plow, the battle tripods dragged the spacecraft with its open grav-ity-aitracting panes to
the ground. The machines lumbered with their prize toward the Seaming ice diffs

The man tripod approached a large indudrid center, like a mine in the polar cap. Asiif it were a
broad chak quarry, battle tripods stood with ther diltlike legs anchored on the frozen shelves, raisng
segmented arms and using thelr heat rays to blast free chunks of the ice walls. Heavy frozen blocks, each
one the 9ze of a house, tumbled down gracefully in the low Martian gravity to crash in a debris pile at the
bottom of the pit, where other swarm-ing machinery processed the chunks.

Below, in agreat plume of escaping steam, heet rays further broke up the mounds of excavated ice. It
seemed to be an enor-mous gtrip mine, scouring away the antarctic cap. The recovered water poured
into the canals and spread like blood through an artificd circulatory system for a dying planet.

Even from far away, the thunderous noise of the complex sounded tinny in the thin ar, clamorous
explosons of collgpsng diffs, the buzz and roar of heat rays, the thudding and hissng of didillaion
factories. Huxley stared in wonder a the expanding spokes of the cand system that extended from the
polar ice to the Martian cities. "No human endeavor could metch this. I've seen the marble quarries of
Italy. By comparison they are no more than atiny anthill.”

The ratcheting tripod findly came to a hdt. Metd tentacles quested out from the control turret, and
claws dipped down to grasp the cage. With no apparent regard for the sefety of the pris-oners, the battle
meachine dumped the three of them on a high plaiform overlooking the immenseice quarry.

WEels brushed himsdf off and helped Jane to her feet; Huxley cinched his striped robe tighter around
hiswalg to protect againg the frigid breezes. Behind them, the guardian tripods loomed, raising ther
heet-ray projectors in a clear threat, but the professor could not contain his curiogty. Ignoring the
three-legged machines, he walked eagerly to the edge to get aview of the sweep-ing operations.

"Thar dvilization mus indeed be taking its last gasps if they mugt butcher ther arctic regions for
water." He shook his gray head. "Here is the root cause for the Martians plans to invade Earth. They
have no other choice. Their minds are at the end of the tether.”

Widls took Jane's hand and they joined him, looking across a the Herculean project. Below them,
under the mig and smoke, they could see swarms of workers manning the pumps and per-forming



manud labor. Wdls ingantly recognized the creatures. "They're Sdenited”
"I count more down there than we saw in dl of the catacombs of the Moon," Jane sad.

Huxley nodded grimly. "And dmogt certainly, this is but a frac-tion of their captive Sdenite
population. They seem to have adapted wel enough to ther davery here”

Around the Sdenite crews, ominous Martian battle tripods stood ready with their heat rays to destroy
any unruly laborer. The white drones went about ther tasks like mindless termites, show-ing neither
resstance nor initiative. Without guidance from the Grand Lunar, the drones had no choice but to obey
the evil Mar-tians who had kidnapped them from their world.

WEels looked behind them to the open desert, where the group of tal tripods dragged the
gravity-anchored cavorite sphere toward an expansve warehouse hangar a the ice quarry. While he
watched with a sanking heart, the Martians took the spacecraft into the dark hangar. A heavy metd door
rolled shut, seding the cavorite sphere from view and cutting off their hope of returning home.

CHAPTER TWENTY

In the Lowell Observatory

From the Journal of Dr. M oreau:

The American landscape is vaster than | imagined. Heading west-ward from Boston, our train took
days to cross the expanse, stop-ping a dities and amdl towns, stockyards and riverports. We traveled
through Chicago, then Kansas City, and findly into the wilderness in the company of hardy pioneers,
mines lumberjacks, and cow-boys. Henceforth, we supposed we would face wild grizzies,
blood-thirsty Comanches, sampeding bison, and lawless gunmen.

Lowdl relaxed in his plush private car, unconcerned, as he jot-ted daily letters to be dispatched back
home to his mother.

On the way to Arizona Territory, Lowdl told me about his assstant, Andrew Ellicott Douglass, a
young astronomer on loan from Harvard. William Pickering, the head of Harvard's observa-tory
program, hoped that by offering Douglasss services he could add Lowdl's privatdy funded observatory
to his astronomical army. Pickering assumed that Percival Lowel would be no more than the financd
backer, while he himsdf would be in charge of dl the science. Pickering was a deluded fool.

After congtruction started on the Arizona observatory, Lowd rebuffed Pickering's suggested names
for the fadlity, saying, "We shdl cdl it Lowdl Observatory, in honor of my father. There will be no
further discusson.”

Lowel islike a bee whose atention flickers from one bright flower to another. But, unlike the bee, he
hes the finandd means to make any fledting interest into a major production. Upon becoming interested
in Mars, he immediatdy diverted his wedth and furious diligence to the condruction of an observatory
that would stand as a monument to his contributions to science. If the Harvard Adronomy Board
expected to make any decisions, they would be in for quite a shock.

In the private coach, Lowdl traced his fingers dong a megp of Arizona Territory. "I dispatched
Douglass to the American South-west in search of a suitable location. He investigated Tombstone,
Tucson, Prescott, and Tempe before findly discovering the perfect conditions a a northern mountain
town called Flaggaff. While you and | werein the Sahara, Douglass was establishing the frame-work for



my observatory."

"I dhdl rdish the solitude” 1 said. "Once we secure the cooper-ation of our Martian friend and
colleague, we will have the free-dom to achieve breakthroughs in many areas of science. Once we learn
how to communicate, we will have much to share that can benefit both of our races.”

Our train findly clattered into Hagdtaff after dusk, grinding to a hdt with a loud whigle and hissing
belch. | emerged from the pri-vate car with Lowel beside me he looked immensdy pleased with himsdif.
| found this primitive, isolated town lacking in many things, despite its reputedly excellent conditions for
agtronomica observations.

The San Francisco Peaks rose behind us, slhouetted in the lagt light of day. Mingled with the all,
sawdust, and hot metd smdls of thetrain yards, | caught the scent of pine in the dry air. This place was
far more pleasant than the brutaly hot Sahara, the miaamic smokes of indudrid London, or the noisy
busgle of New York or Boston. Still, it was very far from cvilization.

The town had no more than a handful of buildings a white-washed church with a Sngle steeple, a
genad store, shacks, saloons, and boarding houses. According to reports, Hagdaff even had a hotel
thet was "nice enough for alady to stay in." (Apparently, this was unusud in the West.)

Faggaff's man business was the lumber indudtry; tree cutters and sawmill workers settled in squdid
camps that ringed the hills. The men cut down the Ponderosa pines, and wood products were shipped on
the Santa Fe railroad to congtruction Sites back east.

Once we disembarked from the train, our primary chalenge was to transport the Martian, now fully
recovered from its surgery. We cloaked the cage again with a tarpaulin so that no curiogity seekers could
peer ingde.

Men lounged around the train yard, looking for jobs of work, and Lowel decisvey hired two of
them. One of the rough men casudly spat tobacco onto the ground and looked at the covered cage.
"What'sin there?'

Lowdl stood iffly. "My colleague and | are transporting an unusud animd specimen caught in the
wilds of Africa"

"Circusjust came through here last month. Saw a lion, a danc-ing bear, even an dephant.”

"Thisis ... something like that."

"Let's have alook, then."

The man stepped forward, but | stepped between him and the tarpaulin. "Mr. Lowel's paying you
well, but your wages don't indude free admisson." Asfar as these uneducated men were con-cerned, the
Martian might be an item of interest rather than horror and revulsion. Still, we did not want our secret
exposed.

The man grumbled, more incensed by my attitude than at being rebuffed. "Suit yoursdlf. | wasn't never
acustomer for the fresk show tent anyway."

The second carter guided hiswagon up to the cargo car, and the two men loaded our restless cargo
on the wagon bed. Lowdl rode on the buckboard next to the driver, while | remained in back with the
cage, watching the curious worker.

The horse plodded without enthusasm up a rutted dirt road that took us away from the train yards to
a higher devation above Hagdtaff. Douglass had selected the round-topped rise as the ste for the new
observatory. Appropriately, Lowdl had dubbed it "Mars Hill."

Most of the congruction crew lived in shacks closer to town, where they could go to sdoons and
provison houses, but a few men who had little desire to trudge up and down the steep path each day
made their campfires on the hill.

| saw the lights of the condruction area as we approached. Sev-eral buildings had adready been
completed, with glass in the win-dows and kerosene lamps burning insde. Lowel had wired ahead to



Douglass, informing him of our imminent arriva. Fabricating a story about having captured a new species
of bear, Lowdl inssted that Douglass arrange for utmost privacy so that | could sudy the beast. By the
time we arrived, the young Harvard astronomer had prepared rooms for us and fitted an outbuilding to
serve as a secure holding pen.

Hearing the wagon arrive, the young man emerged from the man house to greet his benefactor. "Mr.
Lowell, welcome back to Mars Hill." Douglass had short brown hair, glasses, and a thin, uneven beard.
His eyes were intent and intdligent, his movements fidgety, and he appeared to be a meek person, a
follower of orders—not an actud leader like Lowd| or mysdf.

Douglass gave me a quick gppraisng glance. "And thisis your companion? Mr.—7?"

| shook his hand, and the strength of my grip surprised him. "It's Doctor, actudly. Dr. Moreau. | am a
surgeon and a biologica specidigt, an experimenta physician, if you will." | gave no further detals and
neither did Lowdl, though the assistant's curiosity was clear.

"Is there anew project of which I am not aware, Mr. Lowd|?' Douglass took off his glasses and
vigoroudy wiped them dean with a handkerchief. "Why does an astronomica observatory require an...
experimentd physcdan?'

Lowel frowned a him. "Mind your place, Andrew. Dr. Moreau is a world-renowned expert. Thereis
no one comparable to him. | require his assstance and advice on a matter so important that it may even
supersede our work with the telescopes.”

The young astronomer was astonished, but | could see that he was familiar with Percivd Lowell's
changing passions, he surren-dered his objections like an animd baring its throat to a dominant predator.

Jug then the Martian dtirred in its canvas-shrouded cage. "l trust you have arranged for a quiet and
secure place to store our specimen?’ Lowdl said. "I want it to be ingde a building where no one can see.
| mugt be confident that no one will disturb it, not even you, Andrew."

Douglass was affronted at being kept from this new discovery, but Lowdl makes a very clear
diginction between colleagues and underlings. Though he trusted the young astronomer to choose the
observatory Ste, manage the condruction, and handle dl the workers, Lowdl did not wish to let
Douglass sharein our private triumph.

Smilaly, | had long kept my vivisection research confidentid from faint-hearted colleagues and
subordinates. In London | used the services of a drunken lout named Montgomery; despite his
unrdigbility and rude behavior, he was a tdented surgicd assdant, and many of my experiments
succeeded because of his efforts. But Montgomery was killed in Borneo by a surgicdly modified puma.
The pain-maddened beast got loose and tore the man to shreds as he lay in a gin-induced stupor, after
which the puma fled into the jungle, where it bled to death from its torn incisons.

Having experienced the destructive meddling and ineptitude of a poorly prepared assstant, | did not
question Lowel's decison to keep this young man in the dark.

Douglass led us to a secure outbuilding made of wooden planks with two smdl windows that had
been boarded up, per Lowdl's telegraphed indructions. "This was to have been our equipment shed. |
bdieveit is sufficient for your needs, Mr. Lowdl."

Lowd| brushed his moustache and peered insde, holding up the lantern to reved a large empty space
with adirt floor and afew unused shelves on the walls. "Thisis acceptable, Andrew.”

After ingpecting the wal boards and sturdy hinges on the shed door, | whigtled for the wagon driver
to pull up to the outbuilding. While the two burly men unloaded the shrouded cage, Douglass produced a
padlock and chain with which we could secure the door. Lamplight reflected from his glasses. He was
keenly interested, but too cowed to defy Lowdl's gtrict ingtructions.

After the cage was moved into the shed, Lowell paid the wagon driver and the carter, then sent them
away down the hill. Gruff and preoccupied, he dispatched Douglass to prepare our beds and see to it
thet we had a good med waiting for usin the main house.



Alone again with the Martian, we removed the canvas covering. The creature sat motionless ingde its
cage, daring into the dim-ness and assessing its new surroundings. Searching for a way to escape? The
sutures had heded, leaving jagged scabs across its brown-skinned back. Thankfully, | observed no
Suppuration, no 0ozing pus or gangrene. Rarely had my surgicd work been so per-fectly successful, and
| was pleased. The Martian was now strong and hedthy—though il entirdly unresponsive.

When Lowdl opened the cage door to let the captive out into the shed, the Martian barely stirred.
"Let usleaveit to become accustomed to this place,” | suggested. "It is best not to provoke an animd we
do not understand. It will leave the cage when it wishes to." We dipped outsde, then closed, chained,
and padlocked the door. Lowdl kept the only key.

Ingde the main house, we dined on some rather bland and stringy venison. Douglass did not egt with
us, but stayed to share a conversation. | listened with detached interest as the young man gave Lowel a
ful report of hiswork on the observatory.

Douglass seemed a competent administrator, guiding teams of workmen, fallowing the blueprints and
architectural sketches for the congtruction. The large dome was nearly ready to house the Ste's man
refractor telescope, whose lenses were currently being ground and assembled by Alvan Clark & Sonsin
Cambridge, Massachusetts.

The Clark refractor would be the showpiece of the observatory, the insrument by which Lowel
hoped to make many discoveries. Douglass had dready set up two smdler persond telescopes on
tripods on the veranda. He had been meking nightly observations and sketches of Mars, which he
showed to Lowell, who approved of most of them, criticized only afew.

Watching the two men interact, | saw that A. E. Douglass was the cam counterpoint to brash Lowdll.
| dso detected friction between them. Douglass was talented, but Lowell refused to give him free ren.
He questioned the young man's decisions and made him defensive about obvious points. How would
Douglass respond when he learned of our creature from another planet?

We went to bed early. | dept soundly, my thoughts preoccupied with dreams of Martians and deserts
and telescopes....

The next morning as we drank our coffee and ate hot biscuits and fried eggs, Lowdl dumbfounded
Douglass by sending him away from Hagdtaff.

" can manage the work at the observatory, Andrew. | want you to return to the telescope factory of
Clark & Sons. Supervise the completion of my great ingrument. If it is humanly possble to inddl the
refractor in time for the opposition of Mars later this year, | want it accomplished. Urge them to dl
possible haste.”

Douglass accepted his new marching orders with bad grace. "But Mr. Lowd|, there is so much
adtivity here, so much | have not yet completed. The work crews, the carpenters and blacksmiths, the
lumber that must be shipped from the forest, the savmill own-ers, the—"

"My father trained me to run alarge textile industry, Andrew. A smple congtruction Ste should not tax
my capabilities”

Douglasss shoulders sagged, and his teeth were clenched as if to hold his anger indde. "But what is
the purpose of this, Sir? Have | disappointed you in some way?'

"Not yet," Lowd| sad coldly, "unless you continue to question my orders. | deem my reasons for
secrecy to be sufficent, and I'm sure Dr. Moreau will agree with them.”

"l do agree," | answered, afirming my superiority over his rank and postion. "Beyond that, it is none
of your concern.”

Clearly, Douglasss inquidtive mind would have threastened our secrecy and difled our continuing
efforts with the Martian. The loca laborers might be frightened or curious, but our explanation of some
exotic animd from Africa would satidfy them. Douglass, though, was far too bright for that. Upon



dimpsng the Martian, he would know that this was not a cresture born of Earth. Lowell was correct: We
hed to get the young man away from Mars Hill. Later that day, his feathers ruffled but his bags packed,
Dou-glass descended to the railyards in Flagstaff, where he caught the next eastbound train.

Insgde its shed, the Martian settled in. Now that | had time to exper-iment more comfortably, |
practiced by giving it samples of fresh animd blood obtained from Flaggtaff's butcher shop; though this
seemed to nourish it sufficiently, the Martian was not pleased, asiif the life fluid of inferior animds was
smply not acceptable. Also, the butcher began to ask many unwelcome questions, and o | returned to
regularly giving our specimen vids of my own blood, injecting sustenance into the creature's veins, just
enough for it to survive. By now, Lowd| had become accustomed to the ghasily feeding ritud, and when
| grew weak from loss of blood, he volunteered to donate a pint or two for the Martian's continued
exisence.

Lowdl dways kept his distance from the creature, remember-ing the hideous sght of the redheaded
crewvman aboard the steamer, his neck snapped like kindling. But | approached the Mar-tian without
fear. | fdt we had an unusud sort of understanding, and | knew it would not harm me.

During my attempts at communication, the creature would twitch its tentacles and meet my gaze with
its large eyes. "We are making some progress, Percivd, though this is going more dowly then | had
hoped. We have no common ground, no point of com-parison with which to begin a conversation.”

Lowdl took out the lovely crystd egg we had removed from the crashed cylinder. He held it in the
light, turning the object in his hand. "1 wish it could explain this to us"

Seaing the crystd egg, the Martian once again perked up. Its tentacles brushed briefly in the ar and
then one extended forward tentatively, then ingdently, as if it wanted to touch the object. | was excited.
This was the clearest reaction | had seen so far from this creature, much stronger than its previous
reactions. “Let im have it, Percivd.”

He extended his hand with the crystd egg in it. With one tenta-cle like a lover's fingertip, the Martian
caressed it, then reached out second and third tentacles to cradle the crystd egg. It hed up the cloudy
dlipsoid and somehow found unseen controls in its sur-face. When it activated a mechanism or energy
source within, afant shimmer of light glowed from the crystd egg.

"What hasit done?" Lowell asked.

The Martian extended the crysta egg again, encouraging me to take it. | fdt a surge of smug pride.
Lowdl may have been itsfinan-cid benefactor, but the Martian redized that | had saved itslife

But then, what it showed me!

The crysd egg fdt warm and tingly in my hand, as if it were connected to a Voltaic pile. When |
looked down, | saw astonishing images of an incredible world more exotic than dl the Arabian wonders
Scheherezade had ever described to Sir Richard Burton. Lowdl crowded closer, and the two of us
stared at an amazing stereoscopic image of an dien place,

The sky was greenish instead of blue. The landscape of red rock and towering diffs was scored with
bregthtaking cands, watercourses didributing a liquid lifeblood to grand cities Strung across otherwise
dry continents. Never had | seen towers dretch so high, or arches so ethered and delicate, poised in a
gravity lower than our Earth's. The architecture, the building materids, the streets paved with gems and
tilesof jade—I am not aman prone to hyperbole, but even | found mysdf trangfixed.

We saw domed dities easly withstanding the blast of incredible dust storms. Large flying things like
hawks cruised in the skies, cir-cling to scavenge food. Fantagtic industries manufactured trea-sures
beyond anything our minds had imagined. And we could see only the broadest detail in the crystd
egg—how much more might await usif we actualy went to thisland of marvels?

"What isthis place?' Lowd| asked in wonder. "What are we ssaing?'

| shdl never forget the thrill | fdt next as, clear as abell, the Martian spoke directly into our minds.



That is my home.



CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

The Master Minds of Mars

Held in the excavation dte at the Martian pole, Wdls stood close to Jane and waited for their fates to
be decided. Towering guardian tripods marched about the giant ice quarry, their heat-ray projec-tors
rased ominoudy; smdler two-legged Martian waking machines, each of which carried a Sngle Martian
like a man adtride an iron ogtrich, clanked back and forth. It was the firg the three explorers had seen of
the hideous creatures Moreau had described in his journd.

"It looks like a bloated bag of brain covered with oilskin," Jane cried. "And the eyesl Look at the
eyed | wish | could make a sketch of it. Have you ever seen anything so hideous?'

"One cannot gpply human standards of beauty to an dien world,” Huxley pointed ouit.

"Even 0," Jane sad, "they are dlill extraordinarily ugly.”

Unable to tear his gaze from the gpproaching birdlike con-trivances, Wells countered, "Knowing what
these Martians have done to the Sdenite Utopia and what they mean to do on Earth, | find their minds
paticularly loathsome, regardless of their physica appearance.”

Four of the amdl waking contrivances clumped up to the cap-tives, extruding dectricd tentacles from
the machine core. Insde the transparent control dome, the Martian driver activated con-trols: The whips
lashed, and sparks cracked; Huxley hissed in pain from a sudden jolt that |eft a red wed on his cheek.

Fearful but desperate to do something, Wells tried to interpose himsdf to protect the old man, but
Huxley stopped him. "Don't do anything fodlishly futile, Mr . Wdlls. | believe they're attempting to herd
us" He gestured toward a steep ramp that descended to the cand levels. "We may as wel be on our
way."

In the water below, anchored barges and bubble-topped float-ing craft rested in the numerous feeder
channesthat led into the primary network of canas. Martian walking machines moved dong the docks,
loading and arranging cargo.

The static whips cracked again, and Wels took a jolt in the shoulder. "Bloody hdll, we're going!" He
kept himsdf where he could take the blows ingtead of Jane, but once they started waking, the Martians
did not strike gain.

"Apparently, they assume we're docile, like the Sdenites” Jane sald.

"Persondly, | want to go meet one of thar representatives,” Huxley said. "It's the only way we may
accomplish our misson."

When the strange procession reached the docks on the frigid cands, two Martians, looking like
overfed spiders, crawled out of the control domes of their walking contrivances and scuttled down a
ramp into a bubble-topped floating craft. The remaining pair of guardian wakers clanked back and forth
infront of the captives, cracking their satic whips ft drive the humans toward the boat.

"Professor, we can't go far from our sphere” Wedls said with increesang anxiety. "The Martians will
digmantleit in that hangar, and then well never get back home.”

Huxley gave him a gtoic look. "Ah, young man, we came here to save our Earth. Before we can
devise a plan, we require a great ded more information about the Martian society.”

"There's only one way to find out what we need to know," Jane said. She wasthe fird to step aboard
the domed boat, and the two men followed. "The human race is at stake.”

The vessdl's interior was made of a strange, smooth metdl. It boasted no furnishings except for sturdy
platforms designed to accommodate the shapeless and bulky Martians, but the three sat on them anyway.
Once the prisoners were ingde, the faceted domes clicked into place, seding them in. Mechanica



anchors dis engaged from the docks, and the floating craft lurched forward into the swift current.

Back at the docks, guardian wakers stood observing them as the domed boat departed. Then they
clanked away, static whipslashing a hapless Sdenite daves.

"l know we replenished oursalves just before landing, but | do wish we'd brought some food supplies
from the sphere,” Huxley said, wrapping his striped bathrobe tighter around his chest. "A bottle of beer
and some dried meat would certainly restore my energy right now." Wells searched in his pockets and
found some forgotten old biscuits he had taken from the supplies in the cavorite sphere; he shared the
food around, but it only served to whet their appetites.

As the domed boat rushed down the main cand, the three stared out a the rubble of ancient cities
worn to bare geometric Slhouettes. Abandoned towers stretched into the gray-green ky, slent and
barren. Scavenger birds, practically the only anima form they noticed, circled about the ruins The
current of thawed antarctic water swept them through oasis intersections where lush plant life abounded
in stark contrast to the dry red deserts dl around. Large-eyed creatures ducked into the shdter of
vegeta-tion.

"A living aviliztion was born here, matured, and is now dying," Huxley lamented. "At one glorious
time, this landscape could have been covered with plants and forests, but it's now entirdy played out,
drained dry." He shook his head. "Did the Martians mine the nutrients out of the soil, cut down dl the
trees? No wonder they need to go someplace fresh and new. Like Earth.”

Contemplating the factory smokestacks around London, the dirty indudtries, the congtantly belching
furnaces and the duggish, polluted waters of the Thames, Wells wondered what the Earth itsdf would
look likein afew thousand years.

The bubble-topped boat findly approached a huge metropolis whose buildings rose in daggerlike
points and spheres. The pri-mary congtruction materids were a type of glass or crysta, but consdering
the loads placed on them, it must have been stronger than forged sted. Wells thought the skyline looked
like a duster of minarets created by a blind glassblower.

Whirling antennae spun about on the tops of tdl structures— perhaps a form of weether forecasting?
Mirrors and priams rotated, flashing the dm sunshine into sharp beams like a spot-light. He saw
trgpezoidd gates and long doping ramps, wakways that spirded around and up the highest spires. No
doubt with their dumping bodies and tentacular appendages, the Martians would not have been able to
negotiate sairs or ladders.

"From its very grandeur, | would guess this metropalis is the Martian capitd.” As the vessd dowed,
Huxley combed his fingers through his sdeburns and hair in an attempt to make himsdf look presentable.
"Where dse would they take emissaries from another planet?' He fretted over his rumpled lounging shirt,
trousers, and dippers. "l do wish | had brought more forma clothes.™

Waélstried to console him. "No matter how sophisticated the Martian telescopes may be, Professor, |
doubt they care about the latest fashionsin London."

From a control dome above the boat, the unseen Martian pilot guided the vessd into an apparatus
that closed like lips and locked the floating craft againgt the meta-plated dock. When the hemi-sphericd
covers opened, Huxley stood fird. "Ah then, we are ... here” Wells took Jane's hand, and, stepping into
the ydlowish ati-ficid illuminaion of the Martian metropalis, they waited for what might happen next.
Would they be received as ambassadors, or as spies and saboteurs?

A trio of amdl waking contrivances met the prisoners a the dock gate. Riding insde the control
sedts, the inhuman creatures stared a them with cold hunger. Crackling metdlic bullwhips snapped out,
shooting sparks, and by now the three needed no encouragement.

"l do not choose to meet the Martian leaders as a downtrodden prisoner or a captured enemy.”
Huxley squared his shoulders, then marched briskly and proudly dong the deek-looking and stream-lined
street. "l prefer to think of mysdf as a vidting emissary, regardiess of how these creatures treat me”
WEéls copied the older man's demeanor, teking Jane€'s am. The three drolled dong as if they were



invited guests, ignoring the crackling whips behind them.

They ligtened to the hum of machinery inthe arr. Liquid lines of blue dectricity flowed up the sdes of
buildings in some form of circulaiory sysem for the dien metropolis. Rotating faceted crystal spheres
spun rainbows from the tops of towers. But the city had no babble of conversation, no drone of voices,
no bustle of living peo-ple or daily business. The Martians were an egrily slent race, mov-ing about with
secret thoughts and snigter plans.

At the center of the metropolis severa intersecting cands flowed in a frothing, churming rush.
Towering over this nexus stood a prominent Martian building, like a scientific cathedra of mathematicaly
precise swooping towers, embedded domes, and laboratory spires.

"Note the unique architecturd style, which takes into account the lower gravity of Mars and the
different ores and stone available for congtruction,” Huxley said.

Wels drank it dl in with his eyes, hoping that someday he'd be able to describe such marvesin prose:
How the Pall Mall Gazette would pay for an eyewitness account of the avilizetion of Mars! If he, Jane,
and the professor ever got safdy home, he would sl his memoirs, perhaps even demand an increase in
his pay rate.

Indde what he thought of as the sdentific cathedral, tunnds and tubes rose upward like wild
beanstalks made of transparent substances softer and more flexible than glass. Bubbling fluids spewed
into large cylinders before being pumped downward by heavy pistons. Standing ingde the nave of the
wondrous structure, Wedls could imagine they were indde a giant machine, like a life-support system for
the Martian culture,

The amdl waking contrivances herded them through a recep-tion chamber and up a long textured
ramp like an dlwvid fan to a fla platform, like a sacrificid dtar in one of the newly discovered Mayan
ziggurats of Centra America. There, in ashdlow circular pool with a golden rim, three hideous Martians
floated in a honey-colored bath of nutrients, soaking in the syrupy substance. The trio of Martian
brains—Wedls ironicadly thought to cdl them the "heads of state"'—regarded the humans in slence. Their
thin ten-tacles stirred the nutrient bath.

After invigbly conferring amongst themselves, the trio of mas-ter minds wallowed to the edge of ther
commund pool and climbed with ralling, flopping mations out onto the wet floor of the dais. The unganly
Martians crawled to three empty waking contrivances a the opposite edge of the dais and used tentacles
to heave their swollen brain-bodies into the open control domes. After the master minds had seated
themselves at the controls and closed the dome covers tightly, the walkers activated. Heavy legs clomped
toward where the three humans stood waiting.

"Not much for conversation, are they?' Wells muttered.

The dien council members marched the three captives up a winding ramp to a laboratory spire that
looked out over the Mar-tian metropolis. After Wells and his friends were unceremonioudy dropped
onto the smooath floor, the three walkers strode over to a set of high slver pillars that reminded Wells of
perches for pet vul-tures. The Martian master minds did out of the waking con-trivances and rested
heavily atop the pedestdls, like atribund.

Huxley was mogt interested in the laboratory around them. Aquarium tanks contained ghoulish
goecimens of odd life forms floating in preservation solutions. One entire wal was devoted to
representatives of Sedlenite castes, dl studied, dissected, and then placed in specimen bottles like the
invertebrates and fish Huxley himsdf had collected on the Rattlesnake.

Jane, though, turned her atention to the trays of gleaming tools and probes. Three tables rested in the
middle of the room, etched with channds and doping funndls to drain away unwanted fluids. "What will
they do to us, H.G.? Or isit as obvious as | think?'

The old professor's gaze was dark and sharp. "It seems clear enough that they mean to dissect us,
young lady." His shoulders sagged. "After dl, it is what | would have done with new and inter-esting
oecimens”



A door did open at the rear of the laboratory dome to admit a new Martian waker—this one far
more frightening than the others they had seen. Wdls immediatdy thought of it as the Grand Inquistor.
The new machine bristled with robotic arms, claws, syringes, and probes. The Martian riding like an imp
onits back had numerous controls at its disposal. Electrical fluids pulsed dong its outer skeleton, trailed
by flashing lights and hissng hydrodynamic pulleys.

The Grand Inquistor faced the three Martian master minds on their pedestals, then strode over to the
three humans who dung together. Scanners roamed up and down, measuring, assessing, and recording
images of their bodies. "Painless so far," Jane said.

After sudying them for some moments, the Grand Inquisitor lurched forward and reached out a set of
four limbs for Jane. Wdls pushed her aside. "Leave her done. Take mefird.”

"H.G., don't!"

The Grand Inquisitor was perfectly stisfied to take Wells as the first specimen. The ominous walker
hauled him to one of the three dissection tables. With a flurry of arms, claws, and sharp scapdls, the
andyticd machine poked and stroked and studied him, gain-ing tactile records as well as visud ones.

Though he tried not to show it, Wels was terrified. He squirmed and was seized by afit of coughing,
which the Grand Inquistor seemed to regard as an attack, a show of futile resistance, or an abortive
attempt at communication.

Huxley pleaded with the three dien leaders, attempting to apped to their reason. He formed triangles
and cirdles with his fin-gers to demonstrate smple mathemeticad relaionships that the Martians might
understand. He tried to express the concept of pi, then the Pythagorean Theorem.

The master minds remained entirdly preoccupied with Wells, leening forward to peer a him lying
heplesdy on ther andlyticd table. They observed every moment in complete silence.

Two large-bore syringes plunged into the soft skin of his neck, and Wels writhed in agony. Jane
threw hersdf forward, but Huxley restrained her. Through hisfog of pain, Wells cdled in a strained voice,
"Dont interfere, Jane—youlll put yoursdf in danger too."

Samples of his blood flowed into the syringes and through tubes back into andyticd compartments.
With a horrible diding and dicking sound, two more sets of metdlic hands rose from the interrogation
mechine. Wedlls dstrained to see, but the long needles in his neck prevented him from gruggling. Twelve
sharp robotic fingers extended into hisfidd of view, each one terminating in a needle that glistened with a
droplet of white fluid.

Agan Wdlstried to squirm away. Like sharp singers, the Inquisitor's new needle-hands brushed his
scap, the contours of his skull, asif looking for something. Then with a sudden sharp movement—and a
torrent of excruciaing pain—the needles plunged into his skull, drilling deep.

Widls peded hislips back in a grimace. At firg he struggled and thrashed, but then he forced himsdf
to remain 4ill, heroicaly sur-rendering to the Martian's andyss for the sake of Jane and Profes-sor
Huxley. Although his own brain was much smdler than the Martians superior organs, he hoped thet if
they could obtain the data they required from him, then the evil master minds wouldn't need to torture his
friends. Cold tears trickled out of the corners of his eyes, and he shuddered, his whole body spasming.

The needles dug deeper, through the skull and into gray mat-ter, simulaing thoughts, dreams. Visons
surged through his optic nerves, though his eyes were shut. Without any valition of his own, information
surged out of his brain asif he were a book being casudly skimmed by the Grand Inquisitor.

In aflash before his eyes, Wdls saw glimpses of hisyouth, his brothers and parents ... bresking hisleg
when he was a boy, read-ing books and discovering the joy of stories. The drudgery of working in a
draper's shop with other abused apprentices. His dis-gppointing love and marriage to Isabel, and then
mesting Jane . . . hislove for her, the wonders and happiness they had together.

But the Martian was not interested in such thoughts. This was not an atempt to edablish
communication. This was the interro-getion of a prisoner of war.



The dlver fingers dug deeper yet, uncovering information about politics and warfare, the technology
avalable to the British Empire and to the Germans. Sege machines and ironclads, explo-sives, rifles
cannons. More and more thoughts were drained from his deepest brain, ingpected, and recorded for later
andyss by Martian invason planners.

Redizing the crucid information he was reveding. Wels strug-gled. "No!" He tried to dlamp his
memories away, fighting the sharp probings of the deep needles. No matter how he resisted, the Grand
Inquisitor's apparatus was able to sed dl it needed to know about Earth's defensive abilities.

Fndly the slver spikes withdrew from his brain and skull, and Wélls collapsed like an invertebrate to
the cold dissection table. His frustration and disgust a what he had unwittingly divulged made him fed
even weaker. The Grand Inquistor retracted its surgicd and andyticd limbs into storage cylinders
mounted like gun bar-rels on the sides of its dome-turret, then clanked away.

"H.G., are you dl right?" Jane rushed to his side and helped him to his feet. "What have they done to
you?'

Tears dill streamed out of his blue eyes, and he hung his head. "They know everything, Jane.
Everything. We have no way to fight them.”

Huxley inspected his wounds, the amdl needle punctures, and nodded with fant satisfaction. "'l believe
you will hed, Wdls"

Jane hdd him close to her. "I thought they were going to kill you, H.G."

"It's worse, Jane. They let me remain dive, knowing that 1 myself doomed the humen race to davery
and defeat.”

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

Mars Asthe Abode of Life

From the Journal of Dr. Moreau:

Once the captive Martian specimen findly began to communicate with us, our world—indeed, our
view of the universe—changed entirdy. After dl my tedious and patient labors, the creature a last
understood | was its benefactor and must have resolved to confide in me. With the Martian's incredible
revelations, my previous con-ceptions of evolution and biologicd adaptations were both reaf-firmed and
thrown into confusion. It was a heady time.

Lowdl took notes as furioudy as he could. Closed within the shadowy shed, he and | listened intently
while the Martian described his withering divilization. Using the crystal egg to display remarkable images,
the Martian spoke into our minds, tdling of his race.

Since it was hdf again as far from the Sun as Earth, Mars had cooled much more swiftly and had
become an abode of life long before the fird primordid creatures dirred in the ooze of our oceans.
Martian aviliztion had grown swiftly from primitive encampments to amdl agricultura settlements that
eventudly expanded into cities filled with technologicad wonders. Through tremendous advances in
science and mathematics, their race had accomplished great things.

Any stientist knows thet criss and deprivation are the driving factors of evolutionary improvement. As
their red deserts became more arid and their survivd was threatened, Martian minds were forced to
evolve and enlarge to meset the challenge—or perish.

Employing their most advanced indudtrid techniques on a massve scale, they excavated and inddled
an immense network of cands to didribute the remnants of moisture from the north and south poles. The



peaceable Martians worked together, building upon what they had developed so that each sysem
worked with increesing efficiency.

Inthe crystd egg, Lowdl and | saw vibrant images of canals and pumping stations, ice quarrying and
mdting operations at the polar caps. As ther brains enlarged and their bodies atrophied, the Martians
constructed waker machinesin order to move about more eagly.

| redized that in this amdl hand-held observation device | had access to an amazing laboratory of
evolution. Watching how the Martian race had changed, | could see adaptations that had arisen after
perhaps a thousand generations, or more. As therr dvilization grew and became more and more
sophigticated, their bodies had dwindled away, becoming dependent on more-efficient technolog-ica
innovatiions. And why not? Did not our arboreal Smian ances-tors once have prehendle tails, which had
gradualy vanished as our intdlect created better solutions to obtaining food?

The Martians could no longer sugtain themsdlves through entirdy naturd means, but they had not
dlowed this to hinder their development. Through incredible intellect and a powerful drive for survivd,
they had desgned and constructed everything they needed . . . and ther race had survived the
catastrophic drought that would have destroyed Mars.

Lowel's breathing was shdlow, as if the very concepts drove him into a feverish state. "Oh, if only
there were some way to record these pictures! But no camera apparatus would ever be suf-ficent to the
task."

Everything | saw in the crystal egg made me fed an increeangly acute disappointment at the lack of
progress and foresight my fel-low humans had shown in their constant squabbles. Mortd man had dways
been more fundamentdly composed of gpathy than of determination. Only a few great men, such as
mysdf, were willing to devote ther lives to the advancement of our world.

Though | did not want the Martian to stop regding us with the details of Martian higtory, the constant
flow of ideas numbed my mind. The revelations were like a banquet on which | had gorged and gorged,
and | needed timeto digest it dl. Day after day, when we finished our discussions and retired to the man
house, | was exhausted and brain weary.

Lowdl obvioudy fdt the same. He had some hisory of nervous disiress, and | feared that this
wonderful adventure might push him into another breakdown, but his skin was flushed and his gaze as
intent as that of ajungle predator. | could not in good con-science suggest that we stop.

We ate dinner together done with our thoughts, paying scant attention to the taste of the med. Lowdl
hed been correct in send-ing away A. E. Douglass, for we could never have been so candid with each
other in his presence. With his beefsteak and beans only hdf eaten, Lowdl pushed his plate avay and
looked over my shoulder, out the window to where the ky was darkening.

The tdl Ponderosa pines bowed and danced with the risng wind, whispering secrets to each other.
The windows were open and the veranda stood empty, waiting for us to begin our nightly observations of
Mars. | could hear night birds beginning their dusk hunts as insect songs taunted them.

"I find mysdf utterly fascinated and pleasantly surprised by this first contact,” Lowd| said. "Although
thisMartian is an enigma to me, just as the Japanese were—aien and incomprehensible to the Western
mind—already, | am finding common ground with this creature.”

He dabbed his lips with a linen ngpkin. "We are both, after dl, of the higher socid classes. Our
Martian is a respected explorer and ambassador, as an |." He stared out the open window, sniffing the
night breeze. "And, the old Boston Brahmin way of life—not unlike the Martian dvilization—is in decline.
Perhaps | can use this Martian's ingght to form an dliance and srengthen the grester families of Boston
and New York." He amiled. "Yes, that would be a marvelous reault of dl this work, wouldn't it? My
father would certainly approve.”

| nodded noncommittaly, for | fdt that such frivolous gods in the face of tremendous potentid

bendfits to the human race were laugh-able. Once again, Lowe| had shown he was not a true scientist a
his core. He was a rich young man merdy dabbling in the sciences. Other upper-class playboys



purchased yachts and took extended trips. Being more eccentric, Lowell poured his funds into the toys of
research, determined to purchase a spot for himsdf in the history of science.

Our Martian explorer was afar different sort of creature, with amuch nobler purpose: It was trying to
save itsworld.

When full darknessfindly arrived, Lowel and | went onto the veranda to enjoy cigars. The wind had
died down, which would dill the amosphere and improve the qudity of seeng for our two
tripod-nounted refractor telescopes. Douglass had left them for our amusement, and Lowel made nightly
observations with a tenacity that | found admirable.

With the stars sparkling above us and the thin crescent Moon setting on the western horizon, | could
bardy see the outlines of the buildings across the observatory ste. The largest dome, which would house
theimpressve Clark refractor, was aready con-structed its outer panding nearly finished.

Asingructed by Lowdll, Douglass had by now arrived on the east coast and telegraphed a progress
report. The telescope's lenses were poured and cooled and currently being ground to the proper
curvature The huge yoke and cradle for the telescope barrel would be shipped by ral soon. Lowel
grumbled his impatience, wishing that Douglass showed enough backbone to make the manufactur-ers
work harder.

Lowdl himsdf, however, had been so engrossed in his work debriefing the captive Martian, that
congruction activities a the observatory dte began to fdl behind after Douglasss departure. When
Lowel findly noticed the falings, though, he turned his ire upon the irresponsible work crews with an
outraged sternness that shocked the lazy laborers into redoubling their efforts. Like a sampeding bulll,
Lowdl strode from one building Ste to the next, shouting a workers and threstening to withhold pay
unless they got the project back on schedule.

A. E. Douglass was a quieter, meeker supervisor, not a man to strike fear into the thick-muscled
carpenters and haulers. Lowd| had a much stronger persondlity; | did not doubt thet dl of the buildings
would indeed be ready for operation by the time of the Martian opposition.

In the meantime, he and | glued our eyes to the smdler tele-scopes. | observed the rusty orange orb,
seaing only murky shad-ows and none of the fine detall that Lowel discerned. Even knowing what the
Martian had showed us in the crystd egg, | could not make out the webwork of cands, the fertile
shadings of each oasis. But Lowd| saw them—and how could | question his eyesight, for | knew that
such things were truly there?

Lowdl no longer had any doubts about why he had gone to so much work and expense. He fdt
completey vindicated. "Imagine the response of the public when | publish these discoveries. They will be
excited to learn about the idyllic Martian society and dl the achievements that they have brought about
through diligence and cooperation. Perhaps humanity will find some way to help this dying society, make
aunion between Earth and Mars for the bene-fit of both planets. | will see to it that my book is published
and widdy disseminated so that everyone can know Mars as wel as they know Japan from my previous
popular descriptions.”

| did not want to discourage him, but his exuberance was a bit naive. Having been censured so many
timesin my career, | under-stood that the public was not aways receptive to radicad new ideas. "I am
more skeptical about how this news will be received, Lowdl. What if the readers and your fdlow
scientigts don't believe you?'

Lowdl graightened from the refractor telescope and looked at me with surprised indignetion. "But
these are facts, Moreau. If | tdl them the truth about Mars and its canas, how could any sane per-son
doubt my word? One might just as eadly argue againgt a state-ment that the sky is blue or the desert is
dry."

| gave im athin amile. "'l could show you men who would do exactly that, Perciva.”



CHAPTER. TWENTY-THREE

Engaved with the Selenites

After ransacking the brain of H. G. Wélls, the Martians knew that Huxley was the mastermind of ther
expedition from Earth. They dso understood, from WelSs own assessment, that the old profes-sor
would never survive long under the rigors of heavy dave labor. The Martians considered Wells and Jane,
however, to be fit workers for the underground industries of the red planet.

Lashing with gtatic whips from their amdl wakers, taskmaster Martians drove the two young lovers
away from the laboratory spire, leaving Huxley to shout after them, "Use your intelect and your
imaginaion, Wedls, and we will find away out of this"

WEéls sruggled as padded claws clamped around his arms, pulling him and Jane down the doping
ramp that led out of the scientific cathedral. "Well break free and rescue you, Professor!” His thin voice
cracked with desperation.

"And | shdl do my best to reciprocate. One of usis bound to succeed.”

As the mechanicd wakers marched the two of them adong, Wdls discovered that it was usdess to
gruggle. The machines were not much larger than a human, but ther lashing whips made them far
superior. The Martian taskmaster in the control seat of the waking contrivance showed no evil glee & its
position; it merdy forced the new human daves to obey.

Widls and Jane matched the rapid pace set by the Martian wak-ers, drding down levd &fter leve.
He looked at her, taking her hand and hdf-fearing that their captors would prevent this brief contact. "At
least I'm with you, Jane. Together, you and | have a better chance than any average people to succeed a
impossible things™

She forced alaugh. "And if there was ever an impossible stua-tion, H.G., this one qudifies™

They findly reached their destination deep beneeth the Mar-tian surface, a network of atificdly
bored passages fused into glassy reddish-black smoothness and lit with atificd illuminaion crystas.
WEéls remembered the soothing blue-white phosphores-cence in the tunnds of the Grand Lunar; here,
though, the light was reddish and dim, asiif the window of alamp had been smeared with fresh blood.

From within the labyrinth, they heard the hissng of exhaust plumes and steam |ets, the creak of heavy
copper and iron gears ponderoudy turning, the clank of pistons, the rattle of chains and pulleys. In the
catacombs, the air was close and humid, amdling of dust, chemicads, and grease. Though the heat from
the machinery made them truly warm for the fird time since they had arived on Mars, Wdls 4ill
shivered.

All around them scuttled the thin Sdenite drones, working underground and out of sght from the
extravagant surface city. The miserable conditions reminded Wels of the conditions faced by spinners
and weavers and textile workers, as wel as workers in the infamous phosphorus matchstick factories in
London. His voice held a dull anger. "This is dave labor, pure and Smple. Mindless, wearying. It will
crush our spirits and wear us down to nothing.”

"The Sdenites have survived dl this time. Perhaps they just need a Moses to free them from ther
bondage.”

Widls et out a bitter chuckle. "Of dl the grand gods | had imagined in my life, being M oses was never
one of them."

Mechanical dave magers in grimy iron-ostrich walkers observed dl the tunnd activity. They
trangmitted implacable ingructions that crackled through the air, reinforced with blows from their dtatic
whips.



The dull Sdenite drones worked, making strange squesking sounds that were not responses or
complaints, but utterances of weary, hopeless pain. The lunar daves took no more notice of their new
human comrades than they did of ther tasks.

Food and water gations provided meager nourishment, and Wels and Jane replenished themsdlves
for the fird time in nearly a day. The water tasted fla, and the pasty food wafers were bitter, but
sustenance was sustenance. "We mus survive, Jane" he said qui-etly. "Wewill need our srength.”

Martian dave magters in thar waking contrivances loomed over the two humans. Wels forced
himsdf to stand straight and tal, showing bravery for Jane's sake. The nearest Martian extended robotic
ams and clamped a thin metd ring around his neck in a swift, confident movement. Wells had not seen it
coming and reacted with surprise, grabbing a the collar. A sharp shock of pain discouraged him from
further resistance. He noticed thet the Sdenite daves dso wore the sivery band. A second dave magter
fitted Jane's dender neck with an identicdl circlet. In its stream-lined amplicity, the torc might have been
an ornamenta piece of jewery.

From a sndl device mounted in the walker machine, the slent Martian taskmaster issued a harsh
communication. Jolting words came from the collar, burrowing into Wellss mind. These collars
facilitate your reception of our commands.

"The Sdlenites are bred to falow the will of the Grand Lunar. For generations, they have been lidless
but cooperative daves” Jane observed. "The Martians seem to expect the same from us”

" Shdl be happy to disgppoint them, but | don't want you to be injured or punished. For now, let us
do what were told—and observe. Remember what Professor Huxley said. We must use our intellect and
imagination to discover our way out of this predicament.”

But as he looked around himsdf in the shadowy catacombs, a the mechanicd dave masters and the
hordes of cowed Sdlenites, he doubted the two of them could find any Smple solution.

All that day Wdlls and Jane performed mindless but difficult labor aongsde the Sdlenites, maintaining
the great machinery that ran the Martian dvilization. The dave masters did not care that the two humans
remained together, nor that they talked or took comfort in each other's presence, but their large ydlow
eyes watched them like sarving hawks, and their atic whips crackled menacingly.

Save magters marched through the smooth tunndls, usng devicesin their walkers to tranamit bursts of
complex ingructions through the communication collars. Wells and Jane indantly com-prehended and
followed the commands, though they had no wish to assst the invaders. They fed fud into generators,
cleaned pumps and immense dynamos, built power conduits, and adjusted the water flow and digtribution
from the cands. The Sdenites toiled without rest.

These captive Moon drones were a pale, weak underclass that bore the burden of labor for the
superior thinking class. The Mar-tians had atrophied so badly that they required atificd machines smply
to move about. These Sdenites, if they ever redized their power, were truly in control of dvilization here.
But not so long as they obeyed every command of the overlords. If this kept on for centuries more, Wells
suspected thet the pampered Martians would be utterly dependent upon the Sdlenite workers, and the
roles of master and dave would be permanently reversed.

Weak and weary after long hours of labor, Wells began to won-der if the Martian dave masters
would ever feed them again. From Jan€e's paeness, the shadows under her eyes, he could see that she
was forcing hersdf to keep going; hetried to pick up the dack in her tasks, but she would have none of
it.

Suddenly heavy, hollow gongs began to ring. The indstent Sg-nd reverberated through the tunnds.
The Sdenites indantly paused in their [abor asif hypnotized. They straightened, sanding in ranks like toy
oldiers.

"Wha isit, H.G.? What does it mean?"
“Let us hope it means no harm to ether of us"



Save masters marched through the tunnd in thar smdl wak-ers and led a dhwffling column of
Sdenites upward. Wls had received no indruction through his communication collar, but he did not
want to be left behind, adways keeping his eyes open for a chance a escape. He and Jane hurried after
the drones as the work crew approached an open red rock arena surrounded by white ceramic seats and
ramps.

Hundreds of bloated, spidery Martians had gathered there, dl of them dismounted from ther walkers,
egily dlent. Martian dri-vers thrashed the Sdenites with unnecessary gatic whips, herding them into the
arena. The outsde ar was dry, dusty, and cold. It carried a foul taint, a gink not of sweet or fear ... but
of anticipation exuded by the Sniser Martians.

"This makes me unessy,” Wdls sad to Jane.

Martian walkers culled out a group of fifty Selenites, who marched into the center of the open area
like cattle. Feding a shiver down his spine, Wdls clutched Jane's hand. "It's like a spec-tacle in an ancient
Roman gladiator arena,” she said.

Loud gongs rang again as the chosen Sdenites stood waiting, staring motionlesdy ahead. Then the
tone changed.

A datling roar came from the previoudy slent Martians, a hungry howl of "Ulla! Ulla!" The
Martians stampeded out of the stands and rushed onto the fidd. They moved like a pack, lumber-ing
adong with their soft bodies. They squirmed down the ramps from ther seats and out into the open area,
where they surrounded the defensaess drones.

All the Martians were armed, not with swords or guns, but with crystal-barreled ingruments smilar to
hypodermic needles. Rav-enous predators, the Martians fdl upon the lunar creatures, stab-bing ther
hypodermics into the pae flesh. Ther bulk hed down the squeding Sdenite victims as thelr apparatus
drained the flow-ing vitd liquor from the hapless creatures. Unable to escape, the drones squesked and
squirmed as the Martians swarmed over them, waving ther tentacles.

Unable to tear avay his gaze, Wdls tried to understand how the Martians could ever have evolved
such a method of acquiring sus-tenance. It could not be naturd, but the Martian race had adapted
themsdlves dragticaly to changing conditions—building walkers to maintain their mobility, erecting cands
to digribute water long after ther planet should have died, and now feeding upon the blood of ther
daves.

Perhaps they had found the hypodermic ingestion of blood to be more efficient, or more enjoyable,
then feeding in a more nat-ura fashion. It was even possible, Wdls supposed, tha they had atered or
bred their physica formsinto these new shapes that depended upon the blood of their captives.

No matter what the answer, he found it monstrous.

The other Sdlenites, those not called into the arena, stood motionless, incgpable of resistance.

Though it made him want to vomit, Wells could not tear his eyes from the frenzy of tentacles and
thrudting needles that drew out thick, greenish blood and injected it into themselves. He clenched his teeth
together in outrage.

"Thisis horrible, horrible" Jane cried. "We have to find some way to stop them.”

WEels took deep breaths to keep the dizzying black spots from his vison. He clenched his figs and
bunched his muscles, thinking furioudy. If the Martians launched their inveson of Earth, they would
conquer mankind with little difficulty. The Sdenite drones no longer resisted, but humans would fight. It
would be a bloody war between Mars and Earth ... but given their amazingly sophis-ticated technology,
how could the Martians lose?

Scenes like this feeding frenzy would be played out dl across England and America, Europe, Africa,
Ada—human beings rounded up and herded into smilar daughter arenas. They would struggle, they
would run, but they would dl diein the end.

Unless Wells and his companions could stop the invasion.



Rabid with glee, the Martians kept hooting ther raucous "Ulla!l Ullal" as they stabbed ther
hypodermics again and again. Although the Selenites had dl fdlen to the red dust by now, the Martians
continued feeding, sucking every lagt drop of life fluid from ther victims. Soon the dead Sdlenites were
little more than trampled husks, leathery lumps that had been living beings . . . creatures who once served
a benevolent and enlightened Grand Lunar. Now they were no more than garbage, the remnants of a
feast for hideous Martian master minds.

Fndly the gongs rang again to release the Sdenites from the horrific feeding ritud. The drones
marched back into the dark and oppressive tunnds, where they were forced to continue ther infi-nite
[abors.

Sickened and fearful, Wdls led Jane toward the dubious safety of the catacombs. He expected to see
panicin her lovely brown eyes, but ingtead they flashed a him, and he saw the strength and determination
that had endeared her to him throughout their long adventure. "We have to do more then just protect
Earth, H.G. If itisin our power, if it ishumanly possible, weve got to save the Sdenites too. We have to
rescue them from this horror."

WEels took her am and nodded, just as determined as she. "And | want to see the Martians not just
defeated, but utterly destroyed.”

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

The Marks of Planetary Destruction

From the Journal of Dr. M oreau:

Though the Martian had told us of its race and its world, dill 1 did not fed we understood it. This dien
being was more exatic than anything either Marco Polo or Jonathan Swift ever described. Its words and
images were comprehensible to us, but the deep thoughts within that immense brain remained a cipher.

| sensed the Martian was keeping secrets from us, but Lowel was so overjoyed by the marves
revealed in the crystd egg that he didn't consider dl the information he did not know.

Attempting to become friendly with our interplanetary guest, he proposed an expedition out into the
desert. Though | didn't understand what Lowel had in mind, | had no objections, so long as the logigticd
details could be solved. He looked a me with his bright eyes. "We will take my new motorcar.”

Mogt travel in Arizona Territory is done on horseback or in carriages. The dirt roads are rutted
wagon tracks, even Hagdaff's Man Street, crossed by the railroad tracks, has no paving stones or
gutters.

While we'd been in Boston visting his family, Lowel had grown enamored with Karl Benz's new
vehides Rattleewheded models with capricious engines had recently been shipped over from Europe.
Lowdl became determined that he must be the firs to own one of the four-wheded motorcars, as a
mark of his superiority.

On the day the motorcar reached Hagdeff via the Santa Fe ral, a crowd of curious spectators
gathered to see the contrgption. They watched as Lowel assembled the components according to
indruc-tions, added the ol and gasoline, and, after several abortive tries, succeeded in darting the
popping, fluttering engine. Wearing an immensdy pleased amile, stting sraight and tal, Lowel drove the
rattletrap vehide out of town and up the steep road to Mars Hill.

Thus far, Lowd| had had little opportunity to use the motorcar on expeditions. Beng intent on our



conversaions with the Mar-tian, he had not yet taken the mayor of Hagdaff for a ride, or the
saucer-eyed Methodist miniger, or the rallway executive who had stopped on his way through town.
Today, though, he proposed to take the Martian for aride out into the dry Arizona desert.

In the coolness of dawn, with light just beginning to edge the San Francisco Peaks, Lowd | started his
motorcar while I unlocked the outbuilding. By now, the Martian understood that we were its friends and
dlies that it would get no better trestment if it broke out of its confinement and ran loose across the wild
countryside. But the lock kept curiosity seekers out.

Congruction work continued at the observatory ste, and, knowing how tight the schedule was, the
workers did not dare risk Lowdl's impatience. So close to dawn, however, the men had not yet come up
from their camps, and we guided the cumbersome Martian to the humming motorcar without incident.

The creature perched in the vehicles back sedt, its tentacles exploring the upholstery and framework.
Lowdl pulled up the fab-ric rain covering in order to hide the Martian, then engaged the dutch and put
the car into gear, whereupon we rolled off downhill, claitering and popping.

No doubt the sounds woke many lumberjacks and tran work-ers trying to deep off hangovers in
sdoons and boardinghouses. But Lowdl never had a care for how his activities inconvenienced other
people; the man wasn't arrogant so much as oblivious.

| looked through the thin windscreen, watching the dark pines rush by as we continued at a speed of
wdl over twenty miles per hour. | feared my teeth would be jarred loose, but Lowel seemed confident in
his vehide. The Martian's large eyes stared & the ter-rain with fascination. Perhaps the dry rocks and
parched landscape reminded it of Mars. ...

Haggalf fdl behind, as did the ponderosa forests. The rigsng sun cast long shadows across the fla
scrubland, and Lowell fol-lowed wagon roads and horse tracks. He had put severd rolled-up maps
beside him on the seet, though he rardly consulted them.

Aswe drove dong, Lowd| was in high spirits. He had packed a picnic lunch, induding some bottles
of water and one of wine. | hoped the Martian would naot require any nourishment during our journey, for
| had not brought dong the blood-drawing apparatus.

Lowdl chattered at great length about humen society, our var-ious countries and governments, our
indudtries and inventors and artists. With a detached sadness and scorn, he discussed human conflicts
and the paliticd disagreements that led to wars. The Mar-tian listened intently, but did not communicate
with us, asif such things were greetly beneath itsintelect. To be fair, | doubted ether Lowel or | would
have been interested in, for example, the triba dances of primitive people.

Lowd| gestured out the left Sde of the Benz car. "North of Haggtaff, haf a day's journey away, is a
canyon so grand and vast it is considered one of the wonders of the world.”

Our telescopes have studied your geography, and | have no interest in canyons, the Martian
communicated. Mars has canyons far superior to any minor scratch on Earth.

Lowdl frowned as if his hospitdity had been rebuffed. "Never-theess, we humans consider it quite
megnificent.” He sounded deflated.

The Martian's behavior had grown more confrontationd of late. | wondered what made the creature
so irritable. Of course, it was dl adone on this planet, its cylinder crashed, its companion dead. It had
been beaten, taken prisoner, hauled across the globe under less-than-pleasant circumstances. Though we
hed tried to be accommodating, surely this was not what the Martian explorers had expected.

Theday grew warmer until | ft we would be broiled out in the open. At least the dry heat seemed
less miserable than the humid, insect-infested miasmas of sweltering tropical idands where | had been
forced to work after fleeing London. | searched the flat sands dotted with sage and mesquite, but could
See no object that might be of interest to an extraterredtrial vigtor. "So where are we going, Lowd 7"

"You can jud seeit in the distance” We hit arut and bounced, but he pointed without dowing the
vehidle. | discerned adigtinct raised landmark, the lip of a symmetrical mesa. "It is known to the locdls, a



mogt perplexing and sdentificaly intereting landmark: a perfectly symmetricd depression, a strange
crater. | thought our vigtor might find it interesting.”

The dirt roads soon dwindled into mere paths used by Navajo shepherds or rugged white settlers. |
reserved my own opinion about the crater. This seemed a long journey just to look at a hole in the
ground, and | was about to say as much when the motor car broke down. The engine shuddered,
coughed, and then hemorrhaged steam.

Lowd| shifted his gears and attempted to start the engine again without bothering to ascertain the
problem. When this proved unsuccessful, he hurled inaults at the machine, asif he could com-mand it just
as heissued orders to his underlings. But the engine lay Hill.

We were far from commonly traveled roads, far from the ral line. In the past hour, we had seen no
towns, encampments, or iso-lated homesteads. We couldn't smply wait and hope for rescue. 1t would be
along time before someone found us.

"I didn't plan for this part,” Lowd| said petulantly.

| raised and rgjected possible solutionsinmy mind. Perhaps | could find a shepherd or a prospector;
another dternative would be to head straight north urtil | encountered the railroad tracks, where | could
flag down the next train. But | would have to walk for untold miles across this rough terrain, filled with
rattlesnakes and scorpions, during the most intense heeat of the afternoon.

In the meantime, what if the Martian grew ill? What a pathetic end for such a priceless specimen.

For the moment, | withhed my recriminations, but if we escaped this predicament | intended to have
words with Lowdl in private.

The Martian dirred, as if understanding the problem. It raised tentacles to detach the weather
covering and, with a mighty heave, crawled over the motorcar's door. It dropped to the ground and
began questing around with ungainly movements. Its every move seemed sniser and frightening. The
Martian was an intimidating thing, as large as a bear, and its tentacles could easly snap our necks. We
were dl done and defensdess if the beast should turn on us. However, the creature ignored us and used
its tentacles to fold back the hood and probe ingde the motorcar's engine.

"What isit doing?' Lowd| asked.

"It'scurious” | said.

"What if it damages the engine?'

| pointed out that neither of us had any hope of fixing it. Though he took pride in his motorcar, Lowdl
himsdf knew very little about how the vehide functioned. My own expertise lay in biology and surgery; |
knew nothing about engines.

| had a sudden inspiration. "Lowel, don't you have a amdl kit of tools in the rear of the motorcar?
Give them to the Martian."

Lowdl resisted the ides, then redized that we had little to lose. Though it did not comment, the
Martian accepted the tools with apparent scorn, asif we had just handed it stone knives and bear skins.
But it quickly determined the purpose of each tool, then attacked the engine, dismantling pieces, rerouting
hoses, connect-ing filters.

The Martian applied itsdf with amazing intengty, rebuilding and redesigning the Benz engine according
to some incomprehen-gble plan. | was reminded of my own efforts in vivisection, grafting organs,
gretching the pladticity of living creatures.

The Martian did the same with the engine. Lowell and | sat in the minimd shade of the car. The desert
ar was hot and oppres-sive. The whole idea of an dien acting as our road mechanic seemed ridiculous,
but the creature displayed an extraordinary technica aptitude, and was able to use our tools to construct
afunctiond, if unorthodox, propulson system.

When the Martian finished its minigrations, the motorcar's engine started easly. And dthough the
pistons purred and vibrated at a higher pitch than before, it seemed smoother, faster.



"Bravo!" Lowel brushed dust from his jacket as he stood. He hesitated, as if conddering whether he
should pat the Martian's back or somehow extend his gppreciation. In our minds, the Mar-tian said, We
go again.

"Of course” Lowell dimbed behind the driver's controls, and after the Martian had settled itsdf in the
rear seat agan, we were off toward the unusud landmark ahead.

My skepticism about the crater vanished as we approached the base of the rim's sudden and steep
uplift. Our faint, rocky road petered out into a scattered maze of trails and footpaths.

When we had driven as far as we could go, Lowell locked the brakes. Snatching our picnic basket,
he set his hat firmly on his head. "We will have to wak the rest of the way to the top. | look forward to
your opinions and your reactions.”

The Martian must have made a strange Sight asiit crawled out of the motorcar and followed us with an
odd, lurching gait. We switchbacked right and Ieft, ascending steeply. | could see the desert dl around
us but | do not enjoy frivolous Sghtseeing. | hoped Lowel had not gotten it into his mind to convert our
Mar-tian ambassador into a smple tourist.

But when we findly reached the top of the crater, the Sght robbed me of my breath. The change was
abrupt and gartling. The ground dropped away into a huge open bowl. | could see layers of drata like
therings of a cut-down tree, tan and reddish rock exposed asif a giant scoop had removed a perfectly
round divot from the Earth's skin. The interior was speckled with juniper and sage dl the way to the
bottom.

Lowdl set down our picnic basket. "Speculators have cdled this the remnant of a long-extinct
volcano, but | have seen Sunset Crater and others here in Arizona. Persondly, | believe it is the scar left
by a tremendous heavenly impact, Smilar to the craters visble on the Moon.”

The Martian remained on the rim, tentacles waving, its large round eyes sudying the site. When the
creature findly responded, its comment did nothing to disped my uneasiness about its wors-ening mood
and attitude. Greater dangers than this can come from space.

Lowdl asked what it meant, but the Martian would say no more.

CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

Scientific Investigations

T. H. Huxley was |eft done in the laboratory spire with the three Martian master minds. Even though
the Martians intended to invede Earth, destroy human avilization, and endave mankind, the professor
could not hdp but find them fascinating. They were as far from human beings on the evolutionary ladder
as he himsdf was from the jdlyfish held studied on the Rattlesnake.

He was deeply concerned about young Wells and Miss Robbins, not to mention his own fate. He
supposed that these large-brained creatures intended to dissect him and perform a symphony of exotic
and excruciding tests. In a detached way, he could understand the Martian curiosity, but he found it
immensdy bothersome to be a specimen instead of a colleague.

Since his younger days, Huxley had advanced his scientific knowledge by studying the works of other



researchers. When those answers did not satify him, he embarked on his own jour-neys of discovery.
By the age of fifteen, he had been apprenticed to his brother-in-law—a doctor—and later won a free
scholarship to the Charing Cross Hospital's medica school. By twenty, Huxley had joined the Roya
Navy's medicd service. It was just the begin-ning of alife of scientific investigations.

Though he professed to be an agnogtic—in fact, he had invented the term for popular use—Huxley
fdt that these Martians were evil .

From the Grand Lunar he dready knew how the Martians had swept from the red planet, conquered
the Moon, and raided dl the hedithy Sdenites, seding them to be daves on another world. The Martians
had exploited the drones, forcing them to reproduce, then to run dl the burdens of their high-technology
avilizetion. Huxley was sure, from what he had seen, that the Martians could no longer survive without
their daves.

But what had driven them to such a dire Stuation? What had the Martians done before seding the
Sdenites? He did not know what sort of catastrophe had created the environmentd disaster on Mars,
but he had a deep-seated suspicion that the rgpacious Mar-tians with ther short-sighted consumption
and their urge to con-quer and destroy had brought the tragedy upon themselves.

Perhaps other breeds of Martian had once lived on the red planet, creatures secondary to the bloated
master minds. The superior Martians could have endaved them firdt, exploited them, then driven them to
extinction. Ther industry could have caused the ecosystem to collapse, forcing the Martians to take
extravagant gestures for their own surviva. And for that, they required a vast pool of laborers. Hence,
the lunar invason.

And now, perhaps, the Sdenite drones were no longer ade-quate for the Martians new plans. They
hed to look elsewhere, deeper into the Solar System.

Huxley doubted these desperate creatures would reconsider their impending inveson of Earth, but
neverthdess he hed out hope, for combat never seemed a viable solution. He would hear what the
master minds had to say, if they deigned to communicate with him &t dl.

From Wellss brain, the master minds had gpparently extracted a generd understanding of the humen
race, its temperament and biology; therefore, the creatures were aware of the work Huxley had done.
No doubt, they found the old scientig much more vau-able as a knowledgeable resource than as a
menud [aborer.

He thrugt his chin forward and addressed the three dien lead-ers perched before hm on ther
pedestals. "Go on, then—what do you have to show me?'

The nearest Martian reached its tentacles into a concealed dcove in its podium and removed a
trangparent ovoid object, a crystd egg like the one Moreau had described in hisjournd. "Ah, that is your
observation and communication devicel"

The Martian twisted the curved object so that images formed and flowed within, then hdd it out.
Huxley saw that the crystd egg contained thousands of tiny facets, like the segments of a fly's eye, each
one tuned to a specific "channd" that could connect to Sster crystd eggs.

Squinting into the strange lens, he witnessed scenes of Martian cities, cands, and indudries, and
hordes of Sdenite workers com-pleting gargantuan condruction projects, like Isradlite daves forced to
build Egyptian pyramids. The Martian master mind rotated the egg so that Huxley could see many views
of the world. For an indant, he caught a glimpse of Wdls and Miss Robbins standing together, dirty and
sweeting on awork line, but Hill dive and gpparently unharmed.

The Martian's eyes brightened with a flare that seemed dmogt like anger. The image jolted and
changed, sweeping to another planet entirdy—and Huxley looked with amazement upon the bearded
face of Dr. Moreau!

Standing amid the wreckage of wha was dearly Cavor's labora-tory at the Imperid Inditute, the
bearlike man peered into a coun-terpart crysta egg. Others paced through the ruins, poking about in the
burned timbers, fdlen bricks, and shattered glass. Several downcast scientists and engineers stood in the



room. In the image, Cavor's assstants appeared paticularly disheartened. Huxley saw their mouths
moving but could hear no words from their lips.

The fire from the nitroglycerine exploson was extinguished by now, of course, but he saw snged
papers and laboratory notebooks strewn on the floor, waterlogged in aily puddles. Holding the crys-td
egg, a scowling Moreau tromped about, kicking aside pieces of wreckage.

Judging from the visble damage, both Griffin and Cavor must have been killed in the frightful
detonation. Huxley swalowed his anger, unable to concelve how even the mad invisble man could have
worried about stedling weapons for Kaiser Wilhdm when the fate of the Earth hung in the balance!

Moreau gestured to where the missng cavorite sphere had been cradled, pointed up into the sky. The
other scientigts looked at him skeptically, but the rogue biologist was insgent.

"Ah, | beieve he's guessed it." Huxley shouted at the egg, but before he could see if Moreau reacted,
the Martian snatched the object awvay. When it turned the egg again, the images vanished, showing only
the greenish Martian sky.

The three master minds climbed into the control sests of their amal persond walkers and, maotioning
for im to come, lurched off. Huxley accompanied them willingly, curious as to what they meant to show
him next.

In adifferent room of the laboratory spire, the Martians showed him an enormous telescope the Sze
of a giant cannon poking out of the tower, directing its lenses and mirrors toward Earth. In his travels,
Huxley had seen the impressive Avu Observa-tory near Borneo; these observationd devices were vastly
superior to the best equipment Earthbound astronomers had.

Next, the creatures presented long maps to him. Huxley recognized the contours of England and
Irdland, France and Spain. He saw mountain ranges and river valeys the mosac of cities, uneven
roadways. Even the best maps drawn by the most meticulous explorers could not boast such precison
and accuracy.

Huxley could identify some notable buildings—the cathedrds of Rome, the bridges and towers of
London, immeculate Versalles in France—but the Martians were not interested in architecture. They
paid greater atention to the British Navy, fleets of warships at sea, the fortifications of cities.

Huxley looked at the master mindsin their thrumming walk-ers. Were they waiting for his assessment?
Did they hope to intim-idate him into surrendering on behdf of the human race, without even a fight? He
hid any expresson of dismay on his face, though he doubted they could interpret human emotions.
"Clearly, you are drawing your plans againg us."

Leaving the map survellance room, the master minds guided Huxley out of the sdentific cathedral.
Looking upward, he saw one of the towering bettle tripods as high as a tdl Martian building. The high
tripod stood with an open turret at the top of its three long legs, waiting to receive passengers. The three
Martian leaders crawled out of therr walking contrivances and onto a detachable platform; when Huxley
joined them, the whole platform was lev-ered upward on a jointed arm. He heard the rumble of engines,
the groan of gears. The ground dropped dizzyingly away from him as they were lifted to the height of the
tripod's control turret.

The Martians pressed him forward into the open door in the side of the turret. "I will say it's better to
be indde than in a cage dung below.” Working together, the three master minds grasped motiveting
levers and operated mechaniams until the sde door of the turret sedled shut. Huxley braced himsdf
agang a curved metd wall as the towering tripod set off.

With its strangdy awkward three-legged gat, the battle tripod lurched away from the Martian
metropolis and out onto the rugty flatlands, covering distance swiftly with each extended leg. Holding on
to maintain his balance, Huxley stared through the low win-dows urtil findly the tal machine reached an
immenseindudrid Ste, where clouds of dust and smoke boiled upward.

"Now what are you trying to show me? Another mine or quarry?' No doubt such superior creatures
as the Martians could communicate with him, if they chose, but they remained slent, asiif to increase his



fear.

In a veritable beehive of activity, amids the smokes of factories and smelters, Sdenite dave crews
bustled about—building, indaling, consiructing in a never-fatering line of mass production. They worked
with metd presses and hot riveters, turning out and assembling huge sheets of red-hot armor that swiftly
cooled to adlvery luger in the frigid air.

The battle tripod strode dong, cresting a rise. As the turret tilted downward, Huxley could see the
extent of the flat crater, a holding area, a landing fidd. There, a brand-new war flest was being
congtructed: Row upon row of Slvery cylinders gleamed, ready for launch—an entire invading navy, just
like the one that had conquered the Moon centuries ago. A terrible rain of cylinders would descend upon
Earth, pinpointing target after drategic target from the incredibly detailed surveillance maps the Martians
hed compiled by observing through their giant telescopes.

Huxley fdt an inconsolable dread and helplessness. What could he possbly do agang such an
enamy? Sdenites were com-pleting the condruction on hundreds of spacecraft, while sniger battle
tripods watched ther every move, forcing them to cooperate.

Occasiondly, the towering guardian machines let out amdl blasts of ther heat rays, but Huxley could
see that the lunar crea-tures were adready working as swiftly as they could. They had no choice in the
metter.

With thousands of dlever hands and strong bodies, the Sdlen-ites had assembled this war fledt, and it
would certainly launch as the opposition of Mars approached. The three Martian master minds were
looking at him, assessing his reaction. They mugt have sensed his primd fear, for they appeared to be
anug and satisfied.

CHAPTER TWENTY-SX

The Eye of the Grand Lunar

"The longer we remain captives, the less chance we have of escgp-ing,” Wdls said. "Our time is
short.”

Jane labored beside him at the pumping Sation as heavy pistons chugged up and down, and
foul-amdling steam hissed into the close catacombs. "I'm ready to escape when you are, H.G.—as soon
as ether of usthinks of away."

If thousands of Sdlenite drones had been unable to break free after centuries of bondage, he couldn't
imagine how two humans could manage it. Stll, he said, "We should concoct a scheme together—our
collaborative ideas are much better than anything | come up with done.”

Her arms and face were splattered with dark grease, and her chestnut hair had come undone, hanging
loose around her face, yet even under these difficult circumstances, he found her more beautiful than ever.
Jane was a strong woman and would endure whatever was required of her.

Isabel, on the other hand, would have wilted like a flower in such an ordedl. She would not have
lasted an hour in the work cat-acombs beneeth the cities of Mars. Grave and lovdy Isabel was a product
of her times, with no aspirations or interests other than planting a flower garden, doing embroidery, or
spping teawith her lady friends. Wels blamed himsdf for their fruitless marriage, too blind to recognize
that his cousn would never fit comfortably with hisintense curiosties. His own dissatisfaction, not Isabel's
per-sond fallings, had driven him from her.



Jane, though, had adways been willing to share her ideas, and if she disagreed with his grand
pronouncements, she would debate with him as an equd, though she had been only his student. When
she needed more explanation, she boldly asked him questions, ingst-ing that he go over a lesson again
and again until she understood the topic. And in parrying her probing questions, Wells often found that he
himsdf didn't comprehend the subject as wdl as he had thought.

"Remember when we resolved together to cure each other of ignorance?’ he said to her now. "Let us
amilarly resolve to get oursalves free of this predicament and destroy the Martian threat.”

" accept the chdlenge” she said, mking him amile. Her eyes were bright with determination instead
of hopelessness.

A tone resonated through their siver collars, and a wordless but neverthdess cler command
summoned him, Jane, and the Sdenite drone crew to the surface levels. Wdllss ssomach tightened as he
feared that the ravenous Martians were saging another butchery. How long would it be before the
Martians grew curious as to what humen blood tasted like?

He tugged unsuccessfully on the hated dave collar. "Once they take over the Earth, they'll have dl the
fresh red blood they can somach.”

But when they reached the street levd and stood surrounded by the strange twisted spires of Martian
architecture, he spotted that one of the glowing energy conduits had dipped from its track. A thick
contanment pipe was knocked out of dignment, sparking a bluish-white power flow into the air.

Jane aso seemed rdlieved. "Jugt repairs. They want us to fix the conduit.”

WEels grumbled. “Is it possible they have grown so dependent on the Sdlenite workers that they can
no longer maintain their own technology?'

"It may soon cometo that," Jane said.

Hundreds of Sdenites scurried around the power conduit sup-ports, dimbing the sides of buildings
and tinkering with the com-ponents. Two drones touched the naked pulsng energy and died, spasming.
Other Sdenites carried off the twitching soot-stained bodies of ther fdlen felows, while more of them
climbed up to take ther places.

The dien buildings were huge, and shadowy forms of Martian brains gtirred behind the glittering
segmented windows, but ill the city seemed like a gigantic empty house, with far fewer Mar-tians than
Sdenites. Only three of the dave-master walkers watched over the entire work crew, static whips ready.

Jane saw it, too. "Maybe thisis our chance.”

Wéls did not know if the dave masters were eavesdropping. "We gregily outnumber the Martians,
even with their heet rays and powerful machines. If only we could raly the Sdlenites.”

Jane lifted her eyebrows and proudly reached into the folds of her tattered dress and withdrew the
faceted gem, the petrified jewd-eye the Grand Lunar had removed from its face. "I've been wondering
how we can use this The Sdenites wont do anything without a command from the Grand
Lunar—maybe thisis close enough.”

WEéls brightened, excited a the possibilities. "If only we could communicate with them, tdl them what
to do."

Following the ingtructions through their collars, the drone workers moved down the winding Martian
street, adding supports and making repairs to other dilgpidated power conduits that ran from building to
building. The three dave madters in thar amdl waking contrivances spread out, lashing static whips
whenever necessary.

Moving close to a drone, Jane guardedly cupped the purplish gemin the pam of her hand and hdd it
out so the Sdlenite dave could see. "Thisis from your Grand Lunar. Do you recognize it?"

The Sdenite turned its antlike head toward her, directing large burnished eyes at Jane's face, then
down at her hand. The thin white cregture froze. A dozen other drones stopped working as well. Now a
ratling chitter began, at fird quietly, then growing to a strange excited hum. The Sdenites backed away



from her, bowing their smooth heads asif in awe.

Whdls was amazed at the reaction. These Sdenite drones had been in captivity on Mars for many
centuries, many generations. None of the creatures here on the red planet had ever seen the gar-dens on
the Moon, or the Grand Lunar. Yet they immediady rec-ognized the tdisman from the powerful leader
of dl Sdenites. He wondered if the drones possessed a form of racid memory trans-mitted from one
generaion to the next ... or perhaps they were just one interconnected hive mind, a sentience distributed
across the numerous Sdenite components. Individua drones might die, but the hive brain continued.

He would have to remember to discuss the matter with Profes-sor Huxley, once they had dl escaped.

"Can you hdp us?' Wdls said, sure the drones would never understand his words. "We mug find a
way to break free. We have to stop what the Martians intend to do to Earth." He made broad gestures
with his hands and arms.

The Sdlenites looked a Wells, but found him lacking in some way. When Jane spoke again, though,
the drones responded with genuine interest. "We need your help. Please” It seemed as if her possession
of the tdisman, the eye of the Grand Lunar, made her a worthy commander.

A humming discussion swept up and down the dien Street to the entire Sdenite work crew. As the
twittering mutters continued. Wells noticed a difference in the character of the dty itsdf. Before, the
metropolis had been egrily devoid of voices, with only the hiss and grind of machinery. Now, though, like
ajolt from a battery, the Martian dity seemed to have cometo lifeagan . . . angry, restlesslife

A danking echoed down the curving, crowded streets. One of the ominous fighting tripods stalked
among the tal buildings and structures. It let out a loud "Ullal" to announce its arriva and careened
down the boulevards toward the Martians central cathe-dral of science. As it stopped next to a high
plaform outsde of the immense building, they could just make out tiny figures emerging, a tdl human
herded by three bulky Martians into the main cathe-dral building. "L ook, it's Professor Huxley!"

Relieved to see his mentor safe, Wells, said, "Thisis not atime for retiond planning and andlyss. If the
Sdenites can help us, now is our chance. With any luck, we can rescue Professor Huxley and get away
from thisaity.”

"With any luck," Jane repeated with a sardonic laugh. "That's only one of many pieces of luck well
need to get out of this"

"Jane, my dear, we are atempting to overthrow a planet and save our race. One mug hope for a bit
of good fortune. Now, if only you could convince the Sdenites to create some sort of mas-Sve
digtraction.”

Jane indicated to the nearest dave master domping toward them in its squat waking machine. "We
need to get away from the Martians. Do you know how we might break free?"

The dlent drone turned its blank insect face a her, as if inca-pable of making a response. She asked
another Sdlenite, and a third, but received the same slence,

"These are drones, Jane—docile, cooperative, and hard-working. They don't know how to respond
when you ask for suggestions. They need a master mind to command them, whether it's the Grand Lunar
or these Martian dave masters.” His blue eyes nar-rowed, and he clutched her arm. "Or you, Jane. They
ligen to you. So, give them indructions.”

Jane's hard anger and disgust with what the Martians were doing found its focus, Wells saw it on her
face. She raised her voice to rdly the Sdenites around her. "The Martian city functions only because of
your labor! 1 command you to ignore dl indructions the Martians give you, for | bear the taismen of the
Grand Lunar. Ligen only to me"

Though they dill made no answer, the Selenites ceased their work and looked up at her. Disturbed by
the odd restless behavior of the Sdenites, the three dave magters strode about, dashing with static whips.
From their waker domes, the Martians sent stern commands vibrating through the collars again. But the
Sdenites did not budge. They had received other orders from Jane.



"Now shut down the machinery. Cut power to the cty." Jane looked over a Wels, who nodded
vigoroudy.

The Sdlenites threw themsdavesinto their new task, fdling to their upriang as if it were Smply another
job. The drone crew spread out and methodicaly began ripping free the conduit sup-ports they had just
inddled and knocking down the heavy power channels. Sparks rained out in dl directions. Shimmers of
enargy inthe tal Martian turrets went dark.

The dave madters strode about in their odrichlike walkers, vig-oroudy trying to impose order with
datic whips. One of the gushing power conduits fdl down upon the nearest dave mader, and the
mechine jittered and sparked. Insde its now-darkening dome, the bloated Martian brain lay in a smoking
heap. When the power surge died, the Sdenites banded together and pushed until they toppled the
waking contrivance to the ground.

The other two dave masters sounded a loud darm of "Ullal Ullal" Wdls ran toward the fdlen
walker. "Jane, if you use the com-munication device, you can send specific commands through the
callars" The Martian had opened the dome of the amdl waker hdfway in an attempt to escape before
being elecrocuted. Wells shoved the dome the rest of the way open and found the smdl apparatus with
which he had seen the dave madters issue their hateful orders. He hed it up. "It appears to be il
functiond. Here, try it."

Jane held the device, saw how it was designed to resonate with dl the dave collars, and then
continued with the fervor of a syndi-cdlist labor organizer. The Sdenites around them findly under-stood
precisgly what she wanted them to do. "Destroy the generators and the atmosphere-pumping stations!
Break down the water-distribution network, block the canddl You can dl do it. Bring these evil masters
to a ganddtill.”

Now the Sdenites excdled in their methodical mayhem. Drones smashed through crystal sheets that
formed large win-dows. They cracked open the streamlined cand, Soilling water like cold, clear blood Al
down the Martian streets. Sdlenites splashed through the vitdl water as they moved to other targets.

While Wells and Jane cheered in ddight, the lunar daves raced about in diligent slence just like the
ominoudy quiet Martians.

From the work tunnds beneath the metropolis, explosons rang out. Pisons and underground
generators were sabotaged, their gears jammed, thar couplings frozen. Geysers of steam poured out of
hydrothermd vents, blagting the paving mosaics of the Martian streets.

Within minutes the dien city was caught up in a hurricane of rebdlion. Wdls had expected Jane's
command to affect only the drone workers around them, but he could see that the revolt was spreading
with amazing rapidity throughout the metropalis. Apparently, the Sgnd had traveled among dl the nearby
dave col-lars, and the Sdenites had spread the cdll.

"You certainly know how to create a diverson, Jane." She fixed her eyes on the huge tripod that had
just returned to the cathedral of science. "Come on, H.G. Let's get Professor Huxley."

CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

An Unfortunate Discovery

From the Journal of Dr. M oreau:



With problematic expediency, A. E. Douglass returned from Mass-achusetts. We had hoped he
would tarry for many weeks ingpect-ing the greet lenses for the observatory's largest refractor. Now we
hed to ded with the assstant's irritating curiodity again.

"Old Mr. Clak and his sons are doing an admirable job. How-ever, they work best—and
faster—without meddlesome observers like mysdf." Douglass pushed his glasses up on his nosg, asif to
gather courage. "Since you ingsted that the telescope be completed with dl possible speed, Mr. Lowell,
| decided you would want me to return here.”

Lowel's moustache bristled as he took umbrage at the young astronomer's attitude. "Please refresh
yoursdlf and unpack your things. | wish to speak with Dr. Moreau done.”

| watched out the window of the main house as the thin young man hurried to unload his traveing
trunk. Douglass scanned the observatory condruction Ste to determine how wel the work had
progressed while he was gone. When he thought no one was look-ing, he furtivdy glanced a the
shuttered outbuilding where we kept our Martian.

Lowdl spokeinacold and brittle voice. "I'm afraid that young man will cause trouble, Moreau.”

"Yes, hewill. And it behooves us to ded with it in a manner of our own choosing, rather than let
Douglass make a mess of things because of his persstent curiogity.” | poured mysdf a glass of brandy
from a decanter. "It would have been best if held remained back east, but he is here now, and he knows
we are hiding some-thing from him—something of extreme importance.”

Lowd| had turned his back to me and was saring out the win-dow. "Then | will have to dispatch him
on another errand.”

| shook my head. "If you send him away again, either he will not go, or he will quit. After which, he
will certainly report your mystery to others”

"All men talk." Lowel dedined the brandy | offered him. "All men pass rumors. There is enough
gossip around here with the townspeople.”

"Think, Lowell! When a drunken man in a Haggtaff sdloon speaks of ghosts and monsters, no one of
importance ligens to him. But what if Douglass talks to Pickering at Harvard, or to the officids at Y erkes
Observatory? The news that you have a captive Martian hidden away would invite outright scorn for
you." | could see by his troubled expression that my words had an effect. "You are dready viewed as
eccentric in Boston society, but no one can fault you for your keen observations about Japan. You've
earned a certain amount of respect, but that can vanish as swiftly as ice on a hot sdewak if you are not
careful. We cannot risk it, especidly now that we are on the cusp of a grest announcement.”

His voice was low, but no longer so antagonigtic. ™Y ou obvi-oudy have some plan, Moreau.”

| came to stand beside him at the window. Douglass had retired to his rooms in the newly completed
guest house. "You and | have had the Martian to ourselves here for a month. Three times that long, if you
count from the date of the crash in the Sahara and the trip on the steamer. By dissecting the other
specimens, | have learned much about dien physiology. We have made thorough inquiries about the
Martian dvilization. The time has come for us to announce our results—and, by God, receive the
accolades we deserve from the scientific community!”

Thunderstruck, Lowd| looked like a spoiled boy who did not wish to share his toys. "But... but we
have; so much more to learn from it."

"Therewill be more to learn for the rest of our lives Look at the Sze of its brain! However, evenif we
deliver our specimen to the London Zoo or the Smithsonian Indtitute, you and | will for-ever reman a
dozen steps ahead of our competitors. No matter what ese happens, we are the ones who rescued the
Martian from the cylinder. 1 am the one who performed the grafting surgery and cured it from its
near-fata illness”

| took adp of brandy and sighed, trying to sound conciliatory. "This is not the time, the place, or the



method by which | would have chosen to reved our prize specimen, but that cannot be helped. Let us
enlig Douglass and turn im into an dly instead of an enemy.”

Lowel's shoulders sagged, and he looked defeated. "Very wdl."

The young astronomer's owlish eyes were wide as he stared at the crystd egg. "Truly astonishing!™
"Thisisonly afraction of the amazing things we have," Lowdl said.

| was a bit gruffer. "Now perhaps you will understand our ini-tid reluctance to let anyone esein on
our secret. Observe.” | turned the crystdl egg so that the fly-eye facets across its exterior showed the
fantadtic images of Martian landscape. Douglass saw cands and rust-laden sands, massve congtruction
projects, and the dying cities of a once-glorious avilization.

The young man's face was o full of excitement | was afraid he might have some sort of breakdown.
"This crystd egg is the most astounding new obsarving device | have ever seen! A ample view-ing
dlipsoid that one can hold in the palm of a hand, is superior to ... to everything!”

Lowdl had been so engrossed in the Martian specimen that he had not considered the straightforward
implications of this sub-sdiary technology, how this crysta egg would revolutionize dl of astronomy.
Obsarving through the eyepiece of a telescope would become a quaint old custom.

But even as Douglass saw the possibilities of the observation device, | was more concerned about the
suddenly inferior images in the crystd egg: the details were blurred and distances smeared. Perhaps a
dusgt sorm was sweeping across the Martian terrain. Or were the Martians—either our captive specimen
or others on the red planet—directly distorting or blocking the sgnd? Were they trying to hide something
from us?

Lowd| sounded paternd ingtead of stern and testy. "Beieve me when | say to you, Andrew, that this
crydd egg isonly one of the new things we will show you. But you mugt be patient. One cannot consume
an enormous banquet dl in one gulp.”

Douglass agreed—too quickly. To my everlasting shame, nei-ther Lowell nor 1 saw fit to issue sterner
warnings or keep a better eye on the young man. We should have known better. The worst thing one can
possibly say to aman of obvious curiosty isto tdl him to leave certain things done.

Screams rang out in the dead of night, bloodcurdling shrieks that woke me from a sound deep. At
firg | thought | was having a nightmare about my unsuccessful vivisections, but as | sat up in the darkness
ligening to a breeze hiss through the pines on Mars Hill, the shrieks came again like the cry of a tortured
soul... or aman being flayed dive.

| was up in a flash, throwing on trousers and a shirt and burg-ing out of the main house. Lowdl
appeared beside me, and we both ran into the night.

A find fading gurgle came from the shuttered outbuilding. Then we heard splintering wood and a
scuffling, thudding sound as of something large and ungainly rushing about.

Afterward, piecing together the evidence, | determined that Doug-lass mugt have waited until we were
fast adeep, then crept out of his room to approach the shed. Foiled by the padlock on the door, he had
gone around the sides to peer through the high boarded-up windows. He had worked a smdl, flat prybar
into the crack of the shutters, findly pulling the boards apart. He must have held the edge of the window,
ganding on tiptoe to squint into the gloom.

The Martian had grabbed Douglasss ams and yanked him indgde with superhuman force. The
creature's srength was sur-prisngly grest—sufficient to splinter the wooden dats inward. The Martian
hed dragged Douglass into the darkened outbuilding. That was when the young astronomer had begun his
terrified screams, but the dien was not finished with him.

When Lowd| and | findly arrived a the scene, the shed door had been smashed outward, the
padliock snapped. | was astounded to redlize that the Martian must have been able to break free a any



time, but had chosen not to. Until now.

Sanding indde the empty chamber, we heard only a fant, quiet dripping. Nothing sirred. Lowell
gruck amatch. The Mar-tian was gone, as | had feared. So intent was | on the disappoint-ing loss of our
specimen thet | did not immediatdy see the battered body of Andrew Douglass lying on the packed dirt
floor. But Lowel did.

In the fading light of the match, | recognized that Douglass had been drangled. When its vicim
stopped druggling, the Martian must have ripped open the young astronomer's jugular vein and torn a
gouge in the young man's chest, atempting to drain as much fresh blood as it could, even without
hypodermic syringes.

But the snigter creature must have known we were coming; it had fled. Therefore, it understood thet it
hed committed some sort of crime. | was shocked. "Why would it do this? It makes no sense. We fed it
as much blood as it needed.”

Lowd| stared in horror at the corpse of his assgtant. "This wasn't done for food. This was just to
demondtrate ... power, md-ice. The Martian has been toying with us, sringing us dong. It saw its
chance, and it struck—"

"Don't be so quick to judge what an dien thinks, Percival.”

"Perhaps not. We thought we were establishing trust with it— and now poor Douglassis dead.”

| looked to the door. "Worse yet, the Martian is out there loose right now."

Ashelet fdl the limp hand of his assstant, Lowd| looked as he had when we'd come upon the dead
crewman aboard the trans-Atlantic steamer. That was a crime we had managed to hide, how-ever. We
hed protected the Martian ... only to let it kill again.

Unlike a rude and penniless crewman, however, the murder of a young Harvard astronomer would
not go unnoticed. Douglasss connection to Percivd Lowdl and the Hagdaff Observatory was well
known. My mind was dready racing, wondering if we would be forced to announce prematurely our
vigtor from another world. If so, perhaps we could portray Douglass as a tragic vicim of scentific
curiosity....

We heard the boom of a gunshot and angry shouts from the congtruction camp out among the pines.
Some of the workmen mugt dso have been roused by the screams. Unfortunately, they had found our
escaped specimen fird.

We ran from the outbuilding toward the shouts as a second loud shotgun blast erupted. "Hurry! We
mug get to the Martian before they kill it."

Lowdl set his jaw and hurried after me, though he now seemed willing just to let the workmen do
what they would to the murder-ous cresture.

We caught up with the scattered mob. Some workers carried kerosene lamps, others waved flaming
brands they had grabbed from ther campfires. Most held makeshift wegpons. wooden boards, a
pitchfork, a tree branch. A broad-shouldered man with a shotgun pushed his way to the front of the
group, looking full of superdtitious fear.

The workmen had cornered the Martian in a dense stand of ponderosa pines. The bloated dien
backed againg the rough sap-studded bark, rasng its tentacles as if in surrender. Pde starbursts of
splintered wood showed where a shotgun blast had struck the trunk. Scattered pellets had dready
injured its hide, and the burly man amed his gun again.

| charged in like a bear on arampage. "Stop! Not another shot, you foal! Youll hurt it."

"It'samonger, gr!"

“Kill it beforeit killsus" said someone ese. "We heard the screams. It's dready done murdered three
or four for sure.

"If you harm my specimen, you will answer to me—and | promise you a more fearsome fae than
anything this creature can do to you."



The workers muttered, looking cowed. Showing no fear, | grabbed the shotgun out of the Startled
man's hands. Seeing the wounded Martian helpless and trapped, Lowdl reuctantly sup-ported me. "Do
as he says”

| passed the shotgun to Lowell, and he dung to it in a daze while | stepped closer to the injured
Martian. Having seen Doug-lasss broken body, | knew ful wel that | was risking my own safety, but |
needed to maintain my dominance over the creature.

| turned to the frightened workers, spesking for the Martian's benefit as much as mine "Yes, this
creature was provoked into killing a man. Is it surprisng when a circus lion rears up and turns upon a
traner who has been abusing it? Of course not! Y ou know how dangerous a mother grizzy can be when
she protects her cubs” | lowered my voice, hoping to placate them. "Our friend Andrew Douglass was
brash and unwise, and he paid for it with hislife This . . . animd is far too vauable to be killed for your
petty vengeance.”

The men began muttering and grumbling. By morning, word of this story would spread, but Lowel
and | could prepare our own documents, submit our discoveries to newspaper reporters and the
stientific community. We had crossed the Rubicon, and there could be no turning back.

"Go! All of you," Lowdl said angrily, sill gripping the shotgun. "Dr. Moreau and 1 will handle this
metter."

After the men hestantly drifted back to their camp, Lowd| and | glowered at the cornered Martian.
"Regardless of what | said, Moreau, it may be in our best interests to shoot that monster for whét it has
done" | was disturbed by his expression of utter defedt.

Too many times, | was reminded of the narrow-minded fools who tried to destroy me because of my
unorthodox but necessary work. | turned and commanded the Martian. "Back into your building, where
you will remain! We will face many difficulties because of what you have done tonight.”

Asif recognizing that Lowell truly meent to kill it, the Martian scuttled back toward the outbuilding. |
saw that its injuries were minor from the shotgun pellets, and decided not to waste the time or effort
dressing them. Perhaps a bit of suffering would make the creature contemplate the outrages it had
committed.

When we got back to the plintered door of the shed and somberly removed Douglasss wretched
body, | barricaded the opening as best | could, naling board after board across the open-ings. | replaced
the hasp and added severd more chains to keep our captive securdly insde.

| hoped the Martian—and dl of us—would now be safe.

CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT

Revolt on Mars

Wild darms continued to ring through the thin air, echoing off the curved buildings. A monotonous
"Ullal Ulla!" resounded from the turrets as the Martian city began to fdl in the agtonishing Sdenite
insurrection.

WEels and Jane couldn't have been more pleased with the result.

Insstent messages from other dave masters continued to buzz through their communication collars,
but the Sdenites paid no attention to any of the commands; they heeded only the orders given by Jane,



who carried the eye of the Grand Lunar.

The drones raced about in oddly coordinated and regimented confusion, like windup toys. Though
they had no ultimaete com-mander, the Selenites acted in concert, dl following a vague but consstent
plan. Chittering now, they raced through centrd build-ings and up doping ramps. The white drones far
outnumbered their bloated masters, despite the Martian wakers and weapons. They swarmed in a mad
parade of sabotage.

They barged into the main complexes where Martian generals had developed plans for invading other
worlds. Sdenites uprooted projection apparatus, tore apart map displays. Fifteen of them wrestled with
the huge, high-resolution telescopes through which the Martians had spied upon Earth. First they
disconnected the support struts, broke the aming gears, and then by brute force they shoved the
telescope barrd through the crystd window of the high tower. Like an astronomer's cannon, the
telescope fdl out of its yoke and toppled to the street far below, smashing with a tremendous clang. Then
the drones destroyed everything sein the war room.

Heedless of ther own safety, Selenites crawled over and then toppled the iron-ostrich waking
contrivances of Martian master minds that attempted to flee the stientific cathedral. Rousted out of their
squat mechines, saverd lumbering creatures scuttled dong the streets. A bloodthirsty mob on Earth
would have chased after the large-brained dave masters and torn them limb from tentacled limb, but the
lunar denizens thought differently. They went about ther revolt with an efficent and intense swiftness,
without unnec-essary frenzy.

Knowing what the Martians had done to the Utopia on the Moon and having seen ther horrific
method of feeding on the Sdenites, Wdls fdt inclined to do a bit of smashing himsdf. Y ears ago, when
that brutish student had kicked him in the kidneys, Wdls had not understood what could provoke such
mindless fury. But now he himsdf fdt a need for vengeful violence. Perhaps he was not after dl the
sodidly enlightened humen being T. H. Hux-ley had dways taught him to be. Perhaps he was a savage
anmd indde. Perhaps dl men were.

Explosons continued to rumble through underground tunnels; tiled street intersections collgpsed into
deep snkholes. A cdlamor of groaning machinery rose from below as heavy indudtries ham-mered to a
stop. Tendrils of smoke and steam curled upward, like the last gasps of fetid breath risng from the dying
in a plague ward.

Jane grabbed his am, and they ran down the dtreet, dodging swiftly methodica Sedenites in the
process of wrecking sophisti-cated machinery. The drones gave Jane awide berth, as if she were vigting
royaty.

Ahead loomed the immense cathedra of science, where Huxley was 4ill being held. Beside the main
laboratory spire stood the lone battle tripod that had recently returned with the professor from the desert.
Through the cathedral's transparent wals and faceted win-dows, Wedls spotted groups of Martians
splashing out of therr nutri-ent pools and scrambling into walking contrivances or mechanicd cars,
evacuating. Others dimbed down into enclosed bubble-dome boats and launched into the cand systems
to escape, some rasing their weapons to qudl the revolt.

Even with their sophisticated technology, the Martians could not react swiftly enough. The Sdlenites
were too widespread, too entrenched in dl the nooks and crannies of the metropolis. Through ther
drange linked minds, the drones had risen up with unrestrained violence, and thar attacks became
coordinated.

WEéls yanked Jane asde as crumbling shards from a broken wal pattered onto the streets. They
huddled under an overhang until it was safe again to run forward and pick ther way toward the ornate
complex.

A dozen more Martian battle tripods marched in from the red desert to impose swift order. Taler
then the highest Steeple, the mgedic but frightening machines let out a resounding "Ulla Ulla"
Segmented arms bent upward, tilting the rotating lenses of their heat rays. Jane cried out a warning into



the communication collars, just before terrible ydlow waves of incineration smote the squeding drones.

The Sdenites scattered, then regrouped, despite the flaming death carved by the heat rays. The
drones had no interest in indi-vidud sdvation; other lunar rebels congregated and struck the Martian
fadlities again and again, wrecking the ancient infrastruc-ture. Striding like goliaths through the streets, the
battle tripods continued their blazing retdiation, but even twelve of the huge machines could not root out
every group of lunar saboteurs.

Amidd the terrible struggle, Wels looked up with darm to see a bloated Martian scramble onto the
bacony of the cathedra's lab-oratory spire and work its way toward the standing tripod that had recently
returned with the professor. Wells growled, "I intend to commandeer that tripod. Imagine how fast we
could escape across the desert—if | can figure out how to make it work."

He tugged Jane's arm, and they ran with redoubled speed. When he reached the base of the Hilt-like
leg, Wells gazed upward, intimidated. This was much tadler and more imposing than he had expected.
The thick metd leg was studded with amdl grooves and depressions that served as steps for nimble
feet—yprobably so Sdenite workers could polish and maintain the tripod.

WEels had no fondness for greeat heights, but after everything he and Jane had been through, this was a
relaivey minor fear. Taking her hand to help her up, he began to ascend the tripod's leg.

"l hope the Martian doesn't get this contraption moving while we're ill dimbing,” Jane caled. "It
would shake us off like a beetle on a trouser leg."

WEelstried to sound optimigtic, for her sake. "We're in the mid-dle of a grand adventure, Jane! Such a
fate would be much too embarrassing an end for intrepid heroes.”

"Lifeign't dways like a gtory."

"True enough. Liferardy offers neat resolutions to problems.”

The tripod began to vibrate as the Martian took its place ingde the control turret. It activated the
powerful engines to drive the war mac lineinto the fray.

Widls scrambled higher. "Hang on, Jane! It's going to take a step.”
"Jug don't fal and knock me down with you."

Gritting his teeth, he held on as the tripod leg lifted up and clanged down; then the rear leg swept
forward past them in a clockwork motion thet pulled the giant walker dong. The Martian was gpparently
unaware of its passengers.

Sweat dripped into his eyes, but he saw the bottom of the con-trol turret immediatdy above
him—uwith an access hatch offsat from where the three diltlike legs converged in the engines. With
renewed determination and an increased sense of urgency, he pulled himsdf to the juncture where the
three legsfit into lubri-cated sockets. The trapdoor was now within reach.

Swaying sckeningly, Wells waited for the Martian to pause between its rhythmic steps, grasped the
hatch and pushed hard upward. The cover flung insde with surprisng ease and smashed down onto the
turret's metd floor. Wels hauled himsdf up into the control chamber, afraid the tentacled Martian would
rush over to defend itsdf. He turned to help Jane, but she shouted for him to go.

Seated amidd its levers, the dien mastermind yanked the heavy control rods with a flurry of tentacles
to keep the tripod moving. Naticing Wels as he dimbed through the bottom of the turret, the creature
Soun about. It thrashed in agitation, huge yelow eyes glaring.

Widls stepped forward, squaring his shoulders, bunching his fiss—and didn't know what to do next.
The master mind released its grip on the controls and raised itsdf, lashing its appendages like whips.
Without the direct contral of its driver, the tripod shud-dered to a hdt, and behind him, Jane dimbed to
safety indde the turret. The naked Martian scuttled away from the controls in full retreat but with
nowhere to go. Without access to its armored pro-tective machinery, its body was soft and vulnerable.
WHdIs chased the creature, while Jane seized the opportunity to detach one of the heavy control rods
from its socket.



Asthe Martian lurched backward in the confined space of the turret, Jane came up behind it and lifted
the metd lever like aclub. She st her facein afirm scowl and, without remorse or hesitation, swung the
lever sdeways like a cricket bat. She landed a blow across the front of the Martian's head above its
ydlow eyes. "Supe-rior race, indeed!" She sniffed.

A dark dan oozed across its brown, leathery cranium. As the sunned Martian fumbled about,
disoriented. Wdls and Jane nudged and kicked the dien master mind to the open hatch; then, with a
united shove, they pushed it through. Its tentacles flaled to catch itsdf, but the bloated brain did out of
the dome. The Mar-tian tumbled from a great height and struck the ground, where it broke open like a
heavy, rotten fruit.

Jane wiped tangled hair away from her grimy face. "That was unpleasant.”
"But necessary. Now we mudt learn to control this machine ourselves.”

Jane replaced the control lever she had used as a dub, sngpping it back into place. Wedls scrutinized
the mechaniams, pulling rods and levers. He succeeded in lifting one of the tripod legs, and by pulling
another lever he st it down a large step forward. Without coordinated baance, though, the tal walker
wobbled and swayed like a drunken man balancing on top of a barrel.

Wils tried out other controls, hoping to Sabilize the battle tri-pod. With successive attempts, he
moved one leg, then the other two without toppling the big machine. 1t was like performing an unfamiliar
court dance, but as he guided the tripod through several more steps, he began to grin like a boy. "I could
become accus-tomed to the complexities of waking with three legs instead of two. It's like riding a
bicyde for the first timel" He paingakingly retraced their path down the chaotic street, dodging rubble.

Jane stooped to look through the low turret windows set a a Martian's eye leve, trying to find ther
way back to the laboratory spire and Huxley. While they climbed up the legs of the contrap-tion the
mechine had traveled a surprisng distance. "Over there” She pointed back to the crowded skyline.
"Heed in that direction.”

AsWEedlsdumsly guided them toward the scientific cathedral and its uniform towers, Jane inspected
the rest of the tripod's con-trols. One set raised and lowered the jointed am that terminated in the
heet-ray projector. As she experimented with the amdl levers, a blurry and distorted disolay moved
across a highlighted projection screen. Her brow furrowed, and Wels remembered that look of intent
concentration from when she had struggled to understand a new concept of chemidry or mathematics.
Then her face lit up. "Oh! It's the targeting circle!”

Ahead, two squat Martian walkers were harassing a group of Selenites. They lashed out with gatic
whips to drive the drones away from a generating station. With anger tightening her expression, Jane
adjusted the bright targeting point on her screen, aming a the much smdler walker devices on the strest.
Then she depressed sev-erd buttons until she discovered how to activate the hest ray.

A gush of therma energy poured out to engulf the crud Mar-tian dave masters. Within seconds, they
and their contrivances had melted into unrecognizable blobs like solder. Jane seemed quite pleased with
hersdif.

Wélsfindly managed to maneuver their swaying tripod up againgt the spire where they had last seen
T. H. Huxley. Toying with controls, Jane discovered the booming voice projection sys-tem. "Professor!
Professor Huxley, we're here to rescue you." Her feminine voice sounded strange and unexpected from
the dtilt-legged war machine. "We're in the tripod.”

From behind the curved turret window, Wedls saw a disinctly human slhouette moving swiftly but
eraicaly as douching hunchbacked shapes chased him. "He's broken free, but we've got to get him out
of there. Jane, can you control the heat ray wel enough to open up the wall for him?"

"The professor would inggt that | try." Jane swiveled the jointed arm to point the heet ray at a nearby
Martian building, awvay from the laboratory spire. She operated the controls, centered her am, and let
loose a burgt of incinerating fury. The structure exploded in a shower of fire, sparks, and shrapndl.

"Jud a bit of target practice.” She brushed hair out of her eyes. As she amed the targeting point, she



shouted a warning through the loudspeaker system. "Stand away from the window, Professor!” Through
the murky glass, they saw Huxley's figure duck away, and Jane fired a brief burst, just enough to blast an
opening inthe wall.

The older man immediaidy appeared at the smoldering hole, flapping his hands to disperse the fumes
and smoke. Under one arm he cradled rolled charts and maps he had grabbed from his captors.

Jane opened the turret's side door, only to see that they were dizzyingly high above the ground. Wells
nudged the controls, and the battle tripod wavered and shuddered. "I don't dare maneuver it closer!”

Holding onto the metd wadl of the turret, Jane leaned out over the quif, extending her hand
beseechingly. Huxley looked at the wide, dangerous gap. "Alas, we aren't on the Moon . .. but gravity
hereis4ill lower then Earth's.”

"Jump, Professor!™

Insde the laboratory spire, the Martian master minds that had been driven back by the heet ray blast
now converged upon ther prisoner agan. Huxley seemed uncertain until the mdicious Mar-tians
squirmed up behind him. One of them seated itsdf ingde the hideous contraption the Grand Inquisitor
hed used to probe Wellss brain.

Huxley raised his chin, clutched his maps more tightly, gath-ered his resolve—and jumped. The
distance seemed impossible, and Wellss heart lurched, but Huxley eeslly cleared the gap. He landed
indde the turret dill holding his maps, exhilarated by the spectacular leap. "I fed like an Olympian!™

Jane drew the old man to safety, dosing the side hatch behind him. "Go, H.G."

Catching his breath, Huxley observed the mayhem in the streets, noted the stolen battle tripod, and
nodded with gruff satis-faction. "Ah, | see that you two have everything perfectly under control.”

"Remember, our intent was to bring down an enemy civilizartion, Professor.” Wells pivoted the tripod,
and it lurched drunkenly away. "One cannot overthrow an entire world without girring things up a hit."
He quickly fdl into a rhythm, and they strode on atrio of dilt legs dong the streets, seeking a way out of
the aity.

One of the dozen other battle tripods moved on a perpendicu-lar course to intercept them.
Apparently, the Martian driver sus-pected that the war machine had been stolen. "We have trouble,”
Wels said. "But they can't know who we are.”

"Let us hope the Martian hesitates" Huxley said.

"I don't intend to giveit a chance to hedtate” Grimly, before the other Martian fighting machine could
take aggressve action, Jane blasted with her heet ray. The intense beam decapitated the enemy tripod,
tuming its turret into a splash of cherry-red metd. Out of control, whirling and spinning, it crashed into a
tdl build-ing before collgpang in a gargantuan hegp on the streets.

They |eft the metropolis behind, heading into an open wilder-ness laced with carefully lad cands.
Behind them, more Martian darms sounded as the diens dimbed into mechanical bodies, operating
heavy cars, indaling weapons to be turned againg the Sdlenite rebels.

Worse, againg a backdrop of smoke and turmail at the skyline of the Martian metropalis, the humans
could see four powerful battle tripods raise their heet rays and set off in pursuit of the escapees.

Sill trying to master the coordination of the dien controls, Wells did his best to flee out into the open
desert.

CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE



The Monster of Mars Hill

From the Journal of Dr. Moreau:

We made many migtakes with our Martian, Lowedl and |. As | write these lagt entries, | recdl
numerous things we should have handled differently, obvious risks that led to dire consequences. Our
worgt error, though, was that neither of us was suspicious enough. Not until it was too late—much too
late.

After locking up the Martian, Lowd| and | discussed what we must do. The shaken congtruction crew
hed returned to their camp settlement, but we would lose many of them. They'd refuse to work, afraid the
"monger of Mars Hill" would go on another rampage. By the fallowing night, the stores, streets, and
sdoons of Haggaff would be abuzz with the terrifying story of the hideous dien beast.

As | feared, the condruction dte sat idle the next day. Mars Hill was egrily dlent. The support
buildings and sheds were built and painted; the largest dome was finished, waiting to receive the Clark
refractor from Massachusetts. But dl the workers had stayed away. The observatory would never be
finished in time for the dignment of Earth and Mars later this year.

Lowel stewed with indecison, pacing about the man house. The Martian stirred and thumped within
its padlocked shed, but Lowel and | avoided the creature, letting it brood over what it had done to poor
Douglass. Foolishly, we imagined it might have fed-ings of guilt or remorse. We were so stupid.

| am a scientis, a biologist; some even cdl me a genius. | am not, however, an undertaker. But since |
knew Lowel would be loath to do it, | prepared the young man's body. | understood the need to prevent
questions and superdtitious terror from hindering our work here.

| cleaned up Douglasss fad injuries, wiped away the blood, and tried to disguise his worst bruises
and contusions. With his face gill somewhat pliable, though rigor had begun to set in, | did my best to
erase the expression of terror, making him look much more at peace.

After Lowel had dready fortified himsdf with a least one snifter of brandy, we wrapped the corpse
and placed it in the back of the Benz motorcar. No doubt, after hearing the rumors, the sheiff of
Haggaff expected us. | was surprised he hadn't dready come up to Mars Hill to make inquiries.

We stopped the puttering motorcar in front of the jailhouse and told the sheriff of our companion's
murder. The man had a drooping moustache and grizzled whiskers so thick that he was ether atempting
to grow a beard or avoiding the prospect of aregular shave. | did most of the talking, for | had a cooler
head. When | described how Douglass had provoked and been attacked by a large exatic animd (“from
Borneo") we kept caged a the observatory dte, Lowdl smply agreed with the story. The "mon-ster™ had
escaped, and the men from the work Ste had assisted usin rounding it up.

"l assure you, Sheriff," | said, "the specimen is now properly caged. We have added additiond locks
and chains to ensure tha it has no further opportunity to escape. Much as we grieve for our logt
colleague, the blame for his deeth liesin his own misadven-ture.”

The sheriff sucked on his lips, congdering. He didn't seem to want to make extra work for himsdf.
"And both of you gentlemen guarantee that this cresture of yourswill cause no further danger? If it'slike a
rabid dog, we need to put it down."

“Itisnot arabid animd. This entire mishgp was a fluke, noth-ing more.”

Lowdl had said little, and the sheriff turned to him with nar-rowed eyes. "Do you agree with this
gentleman’s account, Mr. Lowell? Is that exactly the way things happened last night?'

With only the briefest hestation, Lowell nodded. "Y ou can take the word of Dr. Moreau.”

Theman sat up in his chair. "All right then. Y ou'd best take the body over to the undertaker's and get
him prepared for burid."



The sheriffs lack of questions did not surprise me. While he might have met Douglass once or twice,
everyone in Hagdaff knows that Percival Lowel is a wedthy man with a grest ded of influence. His
observatory project was welcomed by the town, and the loca economy had prospered greetly from it. If
the sheriff had any sense, he would take Lowell & his word.

"We won't be burying young Andrew in Arizona Territory,” Lowd| said. "I'll have the undertaker build
asurdy box and pack him in sdt for shipment to Massachusetts.” He turned to me, his face set and
determined. "He doesn't bdong here. We will send him back to his own people. Let Harvard take care
of him."

We spent the afternoon in town, taking care of the arrange-ments. | sensed that no one in Hagdeff
was willing to be hurried even at the best of times, and when it came to a dead man about to be sent
across the country, no one understood why we needed to be impatient.

In a noisy locd cafe, we ate beefsteaks, eggs, and beans spiced with hot chiles. Lowdl looked
exhausted and diluted of samina. Findly, late in the day as clouds were gathering for an afternoon
thunderstorm, we dimbed into the motorcar and headed home.

With the congtruction workers gone, Mars Hill seemed like a ghost town. By the time we drove up to
the main house, rain had begun pdting down. Lowd| disengaged the Benz's gears and shut down the
engine. As | dimbed out of the car and into the down-pour, the wind picked up, meking the pines scratch
and rudle together.

| shouted, "Shouldn't we check on the Martian? Weve It it done dl day."
"I have no further interest in that cresture.”

Not wanting to push him, especidly now, | joined Lowel ingde the main house, where we sat
together in the withdrawing room. Our amdl telescopes stood under the shelter of the porch, but with the
dense clouds and rain, we would have no opportunity for any observing this night.

Fndly | raised the question. "We must make our announce-ment to the world, Lowell. If rumors of
Douglasss desth strike anger or horror in the astronomica community, we will not be heard objectively.
But if we reved our Martian now, the sheer excitement will make the young man's murder a mere
footnote to the story."

"Yes" Lowdl sad, his voice empty, "it will be a sensation. We have the Martian itsdf and the
preserved cadavers of the other specimens. We can even send an expedition out to sdvage the sl-ver
cylinder that crashed in the Sahara”

| frowned. "Let us hope Tuareg scavengers havent stripped dl the metd from it and destroyed any
stientific benefit we might gain.”

Lowdl refilled his brandy snifter and swallowed another large gulp. "Mogt importantly, we have the
crysta egg.”

He went to the cabinet and took out the lovely, shining object. We sat together as he turned and tilted
the dlipsoid. By now we had lit dl the lamps in the room againg the early darkness from the continuing
ransorm.

Thunder rattled the windowpanes like blows from a hammer, and water poured down, stresking the
glass. | thought about the Martian confined in its outbuilding. On its arid, dying world, had it ever seen a
summer raingorm? Was it terrified or delighted to see droplets of water fdling from the sky?

Lowdl hunched over the crystd egg, turning it under the lamplight. "L ook, the images are sharp again
today, clear as abdl. Not like the blurred pictures Andrew saw.” He heaved a despon-dent sgh. "And |
gazed with him, hdping him gently turn it to study different views™

Everything seemed sharper and brighter now, and | wondered if the denizens of Mars had previoudy
been blocking or digorting the Sgnds The red planet was a place of grandeur, open and vast. .. but it
seemed far too empty, too dead. How could a supe-rior technologica avilization thousands of years old
have accomplished <o little? Even the Egyptians left huge pyramids, the Greeks and Romans ther temples



and colissums.

The Martians had cities and candss, but given the fact that they had been capable of congtructing such
things for millennia, shouldn't the red planet have been a Utopia with cities and parks spanning dl the
open continents? Instead, Mars was just a skele-ton, the landscape entirdy dead.

When Lowd| turned the crysta egg, a new image astounded us into speechlessness. There on a vast
open fidd, we saw row upon row of slver cylinders ready for launch. Newly constructed ships, dl of
them outfitted and ready to launch en masse toward Earth.

To me it was readily apparent that these ships were not designed to ddiver Martian delegates and
stientigs to mankind. No, this was a massve invason flegt, hundreds of ships, dl of them filled with
Martian conquerors. | fdt my face grow hot with disbe-lief and then anger.

The Martian cylinders would fdl like rain from the skies, descending upon an unsuspecting blue
planet. The crashed ships would crack open, and the Martian invaders would build towering war
mechines. What we saw in the image was an incredible armada that would eesily engulf the British,
German, and Russan navies combined.

Lowel's eyes went wide, then hardened into ice chips. "It is a full-scde invasion flegt. There can be
no doubt of it, Moreau! With such aforce, they could conquer the whole Earth.”

"But . . . but the one cylinder that crashed in the Sehara—" | stammered, then redized. "Of coursel
Our captive Martian is a scout sent to study our defenses and our weaknesses.”

| imagined it being launched on what was sure to be a suicide misson, with no posshility of return to
Mars—at least not until the rest of the invasion fleat arrived. Our Martian had been packed aboard with
a comrade and numerous white drones—for food? Y es, the bodies had dl been drained and desiccated,
just as the Martian had drained the hapless redheaded crewman on the Atlantic steamer, and like poor
Douglass.

But the voyage had been longer than anticipated, and so the drones had dl been consumed. Our
Martian had killed his com-rade to drain it of its lifeblood, sustenance for its own survivd, until it could
complete its reconnaissance misson of Earth. Had the two superior Martians drawn lots, deciding the
aurvivor in a cvilized fashion? Or had our Martian attacked its companion unawares, murdering it and
then drinking its blood?

My figs knotted. "It has come to sudy us, and we have told it everything. It has sent its report
through the crystd egg to its supe-riors back on Mars. Even now they must be planning their attack!
What naive fools we have been, Lowd|!"

Lowdl set the trangparent ovoid on the desktop, his face flushed. "The villain has deceived us with dl
it has said. While we listened entranced to the propaganda about its venerable civilizartion, the Martians
were completing their invasion ships.”

| wanted to disbelieve him, but could find no evidence to the contrary, no better explanation. Our
Martian specimen was evil, an enemy of mankind.

Lowel's brow furrowed, as if he were doing menta caculations. "We dill have time. It is months
untl the oppodtion. The Martians will surdly launch their ships then." He marched to the door and flung it
open with murderous intent. Lowe | was aways bullish once he made up his mind. Heedless of the cold
rain, or the possible danger our dien spy might pose, he stepped out into the dusk. "Well see what the
Martian has to say about this" | ran after him.

Heavy rain came down like wet gunshots. With a splash of lightning, white light flickered across the
condruction ste, illumi-nating the empty buildings Behind us, the only light on Mars Hill came from the
lampsin the main house. Thunder boomed like a cannonade, and we splashed through the mud together.
Lowdl ignored the weether entirdy and strode ahead, ready to accuse our specimen. But when we
reached the locked shed, the Martian was gone.

The door had been smashed open again, cast aside like kindling, discarded and useless. The chains



and lock were removed, dl meta gone.

"Damn him!" Lowel peered into the musty building, but we knew it would be empty. | did not doubt
thet it could have escaped us esdly . . . possibly even from the moment we took it prisoner out in the
Sahara. The cresture had played us for fools.

Ancther lightning flash illuminated our surroundings, and | could see that many things seemed to be
missng. Congruction tools had vanished, as wdl as equipment left lying around the observatory
buildings, scrap metd and pipes, dl stolen. "The Mar-tian is doing something, Lowell."

"It's been planning this dl dong. We would be well advised to prevent whatever mischief that cresture
intends" When he frowned, his moustache formed a bridge over hislips. "No one will make a fool out of
me, Moreau—not even a creature from another planet.”

Therain pounded harder, and | shidded my head, wishing | had brought a hat or an umbrdla. Water
streamed down my face. | turned around, searching for any movement. "Martianl Where are you?' |
shouted into the night. We could hear no sounds other than the fury of the storm.

When lightning flashed again, accompanied by an dmost immediate crack of thunder, | turned to
where Lowell had parked his Benz motorcar only an hour earlier. To my astonishment, the vehide lay
disassembled—not torn agpart in fury, but carefully dismantled, components removed, resources
stripped.

Lowel looked angrier than | had ever seen him. "Come with me, Moreau.” He stalked off.

The roaring sorm fell into alull, asif the rain and wind were taking a momentary rest before returning
with redoubled strength. | heard the danking sounds of labor: metd upon metd, heavy objects dattering
agang each other. Then the sounds were drowned out again by the thunder and downpour.

"Over here" Lowdl switched direction, sriding off with deter-mination.

We arrived at the observatory dome to see the Martian busy at work out in the open in the pouring
ran. | indantly saw why the dien had ransacked the condruction Ste for materids and torn apart the
motorcar's engine. It had used the scavenged compo-nents to congtruct an ominous device of its own,
tdler even than the observatory dome.

"What isthat ghestly thing?' Lowdl said. "A ... tripod?"

Crawling up on the structure like a bloated spider, the Martian worked its tentacles, pulling together
girders and struts, pipes and wires. | redized with horror that | had seen this avful thing before, back in
the Sahara

Ingenioudy resourceful with congtruction equipment around the observatory ste, the Martian had built
another ray weapon.

CHAPTER THIRTY

The Tripod Chase

While Wedls wrestled with the battle tripod's controls, whispering to himsdf to keep cam, Professor
Huxley bent over to peer through the low rear windows of the control turret. "Those other war machines
are dill coming, Mr. Wells. Four tripods. As near as | can tdl by marking off the seconds as we pass
landmarks, our pur-suers are ganing on us."



Wéls grabbed the wrong lever and logt the rhythm of his lurchring walk. "These blasted controls were
desgned for a dozen Mar-tian tentacles, not two smple handd™ The tripod reded like a spinning stoal,
then caught its balance again. "And as youre s0 fond of reminding us, Professor, the Martians have
brains superior to my smal primate organ.”

"Don't get discouraged, H.G.," Jane said. "Bedides, if those oth-ers come any closer, I'll be adle to
use the heet ray."

"Unfortunatey, Miss Robbins, when those tripods are in range of our weapon, then the converse is
dsotrue”

The tripod legs pumped up and down like pistons and dammed into the rusty sands with pile-driver
blows. "At the moment, I'm just trying to get away. But | would appreciate any guidance in getting us to
the south pole, where the Martians are holding our cavorite sphere.”

"Ah, | have just the thing!" Huxley spread out the rolled docu-ments he had stolen from the laboratory
spire. "These detailed topographica maps may be of some use, if we can decipher them and determine
our current location.”

"Show them to Jane," Wells said, then lurched the dilt legs to dodge a fidd of loose boulders. "She's
aways good with maps.”

Jane fiddled with the weapon controls. "A minute, H.G." With a grim set to her jaw like a lioness
protecting her cubs, she pin-pointed the nearest pursuer and sprayed the heat ray like water from a
fireman's pump. The throbbing blast mdted and bent one of the war machines legs, before the tripod
could tumble, she refocused her am and exploded the turret. "I got it!"

"If you can manage any greater speed, Mr. Wdls, now would be the time to use it. | expect the
Martians to retdiate at any moment.”

The remaining three battle tripods raised ther jointed arms in unison and directed the rotating lenses.
Fortunatdy, by virtue of Wellss uncoordinated gait, he redled and lurched, accidentaly dodging a direct
hit from the converging heet rays. The red sands turned molten around them, and Wells staggered away
from the target zone. Without caution or care, he raced ahead a a frantic pace, fearful of mising a angle
step. The pursuing Martians increased their own speed.

As he ran headlong, the southern sky grew dark and murky, a brewing cauldron of dire westher.
Wels would have been more concerned about the storm if he hadn't been so intent on Smply fleaing for
thar lives From behind, the heat rays lanced out again, but struck wide, catching them with only a fringe
of thermd energy.

The three tripods chased after them in a three-legged gdlop. The terran became more rugged,
cracked with canyons carved long ago by rivers that had fdlen into arid extinction. Along the im of a
wide gorge, one of the artifica cands that carried clear water from the polar excavation Stes turned west
over the flat ter-rain.

"Ah, a good landmark." Huxley studied his unralled maps. "In theory, we can fdlow the cand
network southward until we reach its antarctic terminus.”

"We have to outrun the tripods firs." Jane scanned the charts and diagrams, trying to match what she
saw outside. Findly, she pointed to a cand line running in the right direction, dong the rim of a labyrinth
of gorges and canyonlands. "I think that's it, Profes-sor. See if you can maich the detalls any more
dearly." She ran back to the heat-ray controls, hoping for a chance to take another shot.

Widls hunched over to peer through the turret windows as he worked the controls. "Maybe we can
hidein that maze." He struck out toward the doping paths into the deep ravines, while Huxley continued
to study his maps.

" will do my best to navigate you through them, Mr. Wdls™"

As she looked toward the edge of the gorge, Jane grinned with an idea. "H.G., take us close to the
cand. I'll create a ... a smoke-screen to hide us before we drop into the canyons. It might buy us some



time"

Widls didn't debate with her. Jane often had unorthodox and quite admirable ideas. Huxley's eyes
were bright with amusement. "l believe you mean steam instead of smoke, Miss Robbins—but the
concept is an excelent one.”

Rushing dong with firg one leg in front and then two dretch-ing to take its place like a freskish
pole-vaulter, the battle tripod made for the canyons. The three pursuing war machines gained ground with
evary step.

Wels mentally marked the best place to descend unseen into the tangled maze of deep ravines.
Behind him, the Martians came into firing range and raised their terrible heat rays. Jane was ready with
her own targeting systems. Instead of shooting at the pursu-ing tripods, though, she unleashed an intense
blast of heat into the channd of water, playing the beam across its chill surface.

The result was like a boiler exploson. Gouts of steam blasted into railing clouds that billowed al
around them, enguifing them in an impenetrable white fog. Wdls logt dl sght of his surround-ings—as did
the Martians. Jane drew the incingrating knife back and forth dong the cand. Water continued to
evaporate in a bail-ing storm that would expand and spread across the bleak 1and-scape.

"Thank you, Jane." Wells grinned at her.

"Dont lose our advantage, Mr. Wdls" Huxley sad. "Move for-ward with the proper baance of
caution and panicked hagte.”

WEels set off, searching intently for the shadows of land forms, relying on his mental map of the best
path to take. Findly, as seam curdled around them, he found a doping descent into the canyons and
soon ducked out of Sght, before the pursuers could find them again.

Manipulating the three legs, he could negotiate rubble and boulders. He was wary of tilting too far on
the dope, for fear that the ungainly battle tripod would tumble over.

Asthelr tripod moved deeper into the tangled canyons, they passed beneath the thick seam bank and
WEéls could see their way ahead again. When he could dodge the worst of the obstacles, he moved off
with dl the speed and practice he had acquired, leaving the pursuing tripods to muddle their way out of
the blinding
hot fog.

Hours later, after playing a cat-and-mouse game through the canyons, they faced the onset of the cold
Martian night. Wells was forced to find shelter in a narrow cul-de-sac and wait out the dark-ness, hoping
the hunting tripods would not find them.

He had guided thar gtilt-legged walker on a meandering path through the twiging canyon labyrinth,
teking random turns but careful not to blunder into dead ends or dots too narrow to pass. The
now-barren watercourses tended generaly south toward the ice caps, but with many blind and confusing
turns. Huxley dili-gently marked each direction on his charts to keep them from get-ting entirdy logt. Jane
studied the terrain maps to find a viable course to their destination.

They had seen no 9gn of the pursuing Martian tripods since failing them with the canal smokescreen.
Rdeadng the controls a last, Wdls fdt his extraordinary weariness. He and Jane snuggled together for
warmth, resting for the firgt time in what seemed like weeks; they began to fed momentarily safe, though
they wished they had something to edt.

Overhead, the stars came out, then dimmed and faded as if a blanket of dirty mig had been drawn
over the sky. A pattering sound like birdshot struck the metd turret. Before Wéls could even ask a
question, a blast of wind charged through the canyon like a sleam locomotive.

"Dugt storm!" Huxley cried.

The wind shoved againg them like a flood surging from a bro-ken dam. A hal of rocks and sand
scoured the outside of the hull, scraiching the low turret windows. When shutting down for the night,



Weéls had stopped the great walker in the sheltered corner of a canyon. Now, the blunt rocks deflected
the dust storm’'s fury, and the three splayed legs of the battle tripod kept them anchored, though the
mechine rocked and swayed asif it was about to be knocked over.

WEeIs hed on to Jane. There was nothing to do but wait and endure. Even in the howling gde, Huxley
was intrigued and took meteorologica notes on the back of one of the rolled maps. Merci-fully, after less
then an hour of the loud howling and scraping, the dry hurricane passed, racing away like a stampede in
the night.

WeIsfindly said doud, "'l believe we can now be confident that our tracks have been erased.”

The next morning, as wan sunlight crept through the sheer-walled canyons, they set off again, picking
their way southward. Huxley and Jane had spent hours scrutinizing the maps. Now, the profes-sor
directed Wdlsinto convoluted channels that led toward the pole. With mechanica strides, the young men
guided the tripod across a landscape that had been scrubbed dean by the high winds and rough dust.

As Wdls lumbered down the bottom of the gorge, hoping ther peace and safety would lagt, he
suddenly saw the three pursuing tripods reappear out of a Sde canyon. Seeing the hijacked war machine,
the Martians charged forward, belowing a triumphant "Ullal\War

"They are catanly perastent,” Huxley said. "I would have hoped the rebellious Sdenites had given
the Martians too many other things to do."

Jane looked in frudration a the command apparatus they had taken with them in the baitle tripod,
aure they were out of range of the slver collars. She groaned, touching the device as she saw their
chances dipping away. "We're dl isolated here. If only the Sdenites could defend us now, distract the
Martians."

The heet rays blasted at them again, blackening the canyon wadls. Wells dodged from sde to sde,
staggering and wobhbling, as Jane tried to fire their weapon back at the attackers. He ducked their tripod
into tangentid canyons to eude the pursuit. But the Martians were much more adept at running in their
three-legged war machines, and Wéls was trapped ingde the confining canyons, racing down unknown
channds. If he made a sngle mistake and ran into a closed gorge, the three hunters could disintegrate
them.

Whdls was astonished when the Sdenites appeared, just as Jane had wished.

Drone work crews had been dispatched dl up and down the cand network, monitoring substations
and maintaining the machinery that distributed fresh water across the Martian land-scape. Now, sudden
swarms of the white-skinned Selenites surged out of side canyons and over the rim, working together as
if with a unified mind. They would die to defend the humans who carried the taisman of the Grand Lunar.
Groups of drones lifted boulders in the low gravity and tossed huge stones into the paths of the enemy
tripods, battering them from the diffs above.

" will persondly thank the Grand Lunar next time we get to the Moon,” Wedls said.

Under the sudden attack, the three Martian hunters reded and turned their heet rays upon the
unexpected rebels. The incinerat-ing beams vaporized many vdiant Sdenite dlies but the dday and
confusion gave Wels a chance to surge ahead.

Jane touched her collar, perplexed. "The Sdenites are sending me a message! It's so fant it's nearly

incomprehensible, but | think they have figured out how to communicate with me, just bardy. H.G., they
want you to get us out of the canyons as soon as you possbly can. Up over the rim and out into the

open. Theyll hep us”
He hesitated, aware that on the plains above he would have less chance of hiding or finding shelter.
"H.G., hurry!"

He scrambled up a doping boulder-strewn path on which he found purchase for the machines three
legs As he gained devation, the pursling Martians blasted amlessdy with their heat rays dong the walls



of the canyon.

When the Sdlenites saw that the three humans had dimbed high enough for safety, they tranamitted
chittering messages to other lunar daves upstream at the head of the canyons. Those drones began their
sabotage work.

Responding, Jane ddivered her commands for them to defend the humans. Continuing their precise
mayhem, the Sdenites destroyed a primary pumping station in the cand didribution net-work. The ruined
grand cand diverted a surging wave, and al the water poured into the narrow canyons, funnded forward
and pick-ing up force.

WEels and Jane stood together, gazing out the turret's low win-dows. From their higher vantage, they
watched afuriouswadl of water gush through the canyons and sweep aside the three pursu-ing tripods, as
if they were mere festhersin a cyclone. The giant meta contraptions crashed into each other and into the
rocky walls, dammed about like toys, until they were dashed to bits.

Sadly, as the Martian war machines were knocked helter-skelter, hundreds of the Sdlenites were dso
sacrificed—jud to give the three humans time to escape. Wdls fdt weak weatching the destruction. He
clasped Jane's hand.

"An excdlent solution to our predicament,” Huxley said. "Now we have a bit of bresthing room. It
should be safe enough for us on top of the plateau now."

The tripod dimbed out of the canyons, and the Martian morn-ing spread out before them with a
greenish ky and rusty-red land-scape that extended to the horizon.

"Somehow,” Jane said, deeply disturbed, "we mug find a way to show our appreciation to these
Sdenites. They have saved our lives. They fought to the deeth for us, for me”

They traveled due south dl day, homing in on the ice cap. Remem-bering how many Martian fighting
meachines and dave-master walkers kept the Sdenite work crews in line, Wels knew they would be in
for afight as soon as they arrived. But the cavorite sphere—their only means of returning to Earth—had
been hauled indde a hangar a the vast ice quarry. No matter how dangerous it might seem, they had to
go there.

When they arrived at the ice quarry and water excavation industries, they found total destruction.

Only days ago, they had seen the enormous Martian |abor pits here at the polar cap, the diligent work
that created fresh water. Since then, a complete holocaust had taken place. All of the sophisticated
Martian works had been utterly ruined.

WEéls cried, "The uprisng took place here, too!"

Jane stared, nodding dowly. "I told them to protect us, to hep us get away. The Sdenites knew we
were coming here, and so they rebelled agang ther dave masters. They destroyed dl the Martian
walkers and tripods and took over the whole antarctic fadility, just to make the way clear for us”

"Have they risen up everywhere? Sacrificing themsdves to destroy dl Martians in dl cities?' Wdls
wondered.

Jane looked a him aghadt, thinking of the gppalling bloodshed. "No! At lesst... | hope not.”
Huxley pursed hislips. "It seems that thanks to you, Miss Robbins, Mars itsdf is a war."

CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE



A War of Worlds

From the Journal of Dr. M oreau:

Looking a the tripod structure of the Martian wegpon, Lowel was appaled. "Not only has tha
creature ruined my motorcar, it's solen my telescope's clock drivel And part of the cradle for the Clark
refractor!”

Thunder cracked again, and | had to shidd my eyes againg the rain. Seeing us approach, the Martian
scrambled to its controls with amazing nimbleness in its ungainly body. Lowel glared indig-nantly up a
the towering machine. "Come down from therel"

The Martian turned the camerdike lens device on its seg-mented arm, and | looked up into the
dangerous eye of the ray weapon. Before Lowell could below again, | knocked him out of the way, and
we both went sorawling in the mud just as a burst of sparks and heat sprayed out, vaporizing the rain and
baking the mud into brick.

The Martian fired its heat ray again, but the stress and vibration had knocked the uncompleted
amature loose, spailing its am. Instead, the hesat ray set dight two of the tdl pines, which crackled and
snapped like torches in the storm. Despite dl the care we had lavished upon it, the cresture meant to
incinerate us, like a child burning ants with a magnifying lens.

| grabbed Lowel's am, and we began to run. As the thunder continued to boom and the
cloudburgt-reached its dimax around us, the Martian raised its heet ray high, hoping for a better am. |
was certain we were doomed.

But the med tripod itsdf was dready tdler than the observartory dructure, which made the
three-legged machine the highest thing atop Mars Hill. When the Martian raised the heat ray, its
aticulated am acted as an irresdtible lightning rod. Like the spear of Zeus, a blinding blue-white bolt
lanced down to drike the Martian's contraption, sending sparks and cinders flying.

The resulting thunderclap knocked meflat, and | blinked daz-zling colors from my light-blinded eyes.
| could not find Lowell and assumed he had scrambled off into the night.

On the blackened tripod structure, the Martian dtirred like a stunned insect, amazingly dill dive. It
dangled by two tentacles, then dropped partway before catching itsdf. Its body was smok-ing,
burned—defensdess. | knew we had to act. Unable to see Lowd| in the darkness and therain, | decided
to take care of mat-ters mysdf.

By the time | reached the ruined tripod, the Martian had dready dropped to the wet ground and
scuttled away through puddles, seeking shelter. Then | saw it move, battering down the door of the
empty observatory dome before it scrambled ingde. | didnt know where it expected to run here.
Perhaps it was dying, or just going to ground so that it could hedl.

| followed the thing cautioudy, not wishing to be killed in the same manner as Douglass. | stepped
through the door quietly. The interior wals were made of carefully Iapped pine boards, and | could smdl
the sap and resin. The rain had dready made every-thing dank and damp. The floor of poured cement
bore only the ruins of the cradle for the giant Clark refractor; in congtructing its tripod, our Martian had
taken many of the telescope's support components. | could discern little in the dimness, but my dazzled
eyes were adjudting after the lightning flash that had ruined the battle tripod.

| heard something heavy moving within the shadows, dragging itsdf dong with wet scraping sounds.
Then with a skitter and a clatter, the Martian found a meta ladder that led up to the tracks on which iron
wheds and heavy cranks could turn the great dome. During a night of observing, astronomers would be
able to swivd the dome's opening to view any desired section of sky.



Apparently the work crew had abandoned ther jobs without bothering to close the dome, for the
dome itsdf was open. A dit of cloudy sky shone down. Though the sorm had come up unex-pectedly,
Lowdl would be furiousif his observatory was damaged.

| saw the bloated creature finish dambering up the ladder before it scuttled dong the tracks of the
dome. It moved with a panful, drunken duggishness. The crawling thing made its way to the opening
through which only lightning and rain could be seen. Perhaps it wanted to see the stars or Mars one last
time.. .

| put my hands on my hips. Now that the creature had no place e to run, | demanded, "Why? Why
are you doing this? Have we not helped you? Did | not save your life?"

Holding on with its tentacles, the Martian glared down a me with wide, round eyes like Sgnd lamps
on atrain. It smply heaved, asif trying to withstand the pain.

| shouted again, "l know you can talk. Explan yoursdf."
You have helped our Martian cause.

In a horrific successon of images tranamitted by its superior brain, it confirmed my wors fear: the
impending invason. The Martians intent was totd domination of Earth. Now | understood more fuly
what Lowell and | had seenin the crystd egg.

Our cylinders will launch soon. Mars will conquer the human race, as we did the Moon. Weak
and juicy humans will be our workers, our food.

| could not argue, for | knew that what the creature described was true. No army on Earth could
dand againg the Martian inva-son force. No military, no bettleship, no weapon would be great enough
to withgtand this ondaught.

Your civilization, your science, istoo primitive to stop us.
Suddenly, Lowd| appeared in the doorway. "No—but | can stop you."

A dint of lightning through the dome showed me that he car-ried a shotgun—the same one he had
confiscated from the unruly worker the night before. He raised the weapon and, in the ingtant the next
flagh of lightning showed him his target, he fired. Ingde the enclosed dome, the gun's boom was louder
then any thunder.

The shotgun blast smashed into the Martian, driving it againgt the wal and splattering dark fluids dong
the lapped wooden boards. Camly, without hesitation, Lowel loaded a second shdll into the barrel and
fired again, pulverizing the enormous brain that had concocted such terrible plans, snuffing out the intellect
that meant only to crush humanity.

The dying Martian hdd on for just an ingant more before findly releasing its grip with rubbery
tentacles. It dowly did, then dropped to the cement floor of the observatory, where it twitched and
shuddered. The creature bled from numerous ruptures and gashes torn by the shotgun blasts. Already
injured and weakened by the terrible lightning strike, it squirmed briefly and then died, curled up like a
giant spider.

"l did that not in the name of science, Moreau." Lowd turned to me. "But in the name of humanity.”

The proof is abundant, and | will not waste time and effort con-vincing a skeptica public of the truth
of my story. However, with the coming opposition of planets the Martian inveson is immi-nent, and the
greatest question now inmy mind is how to proceed.

In what possble manner can humean baings prepare for this attack from the red planet? When the
cylinders come raining down, how will we defend oursalves? It is not a matter for one man to decide, but
for dl the leaders and greatest scientific minds of Earth.

| believe that human resolve and ingenuity is sufficient to meet even this chdlenge, but dl countries and
governments must be united immediately, no longer concerned about a war between lands and
ideologies, but a war of the worlds. Even if the human race is not ultimatdy victorious agang this



interplanetary threet, | am confident that we can a least put up a vdiant fight.

| have decided to return to London, where | am dill a wanted man. Perhaps, given the dire news that
| bring, they will forget such foolishness and redlize thet |, too, can contribute to this fight. Lowel will
offer dl the funding at his disposal.

I will share dl of this information with my rival and former col-league, T. H. Huxley. He is a brilliant
man. Perhaps he will know whét to do.

CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO

The Stolen Bacillus

Usng the Martians own command collar and ther endavement devices, Jane had issued her
rebdlious cdl to dl the drone workers in the cand indudtries, the ancient cities, the polar ice quarries.
Unleashed with the same relentless efficiency they devoted to every task, hordes of Sdlenites had overrun
the ice cap operations, svarming over the tentacled dave masters and toppling their short, sturdy walking
contrivances.

Jane's skin turned the color of milk. "Good heavens, look a the damage they've done. Did I... incite
dl this?'

Widls |ooked through the scratched windows of their stolen tur-ret as he marched to the work gte. "It
would appear 0." He squeezed her am. "These Sdlenites were kidnapped generations ago and put to
work. They had no indructions from the Grand Lunar, no guidance. You gave them new orders—and
their freedom.”

Smoke curled into the greenish sky from fires lit by heat-ray blasts. The drones had thrown
themsdlves againg the defending Martians until they brought down the guardian tripods.

Jane's voice was thin with disbelief. "But thousands have been daughtered, dl because | carry the eye
of their Grand Lunar.”

Armored cars and pumping machinery lay scattered about. Only afew of the swollen brains lumbered
off in wild flight across the desert, their squat walkers or tdl battle tripods destroyed.

Huxley smiled. "We can only hope, Miss Robhins, that this insurrection will thwart the Martians plans
to invade our Earth. Y ou may wdl have saved the humaen race.”

"I pray they didn't accidentally damage our cavorite spherein thar mayhem,” Wells said.

Down below, he saw that the drones had blocked off the centrd water-digtribution network, so that
theicy current melted from polar diffs flooded the stippled plains. Even as he watched now, crowds of
pae Sdenites surrounded two sealed Martian bubble boats and tore them from their docks; the tentacled
Martian dave masters indde were pulled from then sheltered domes and cast into the rushing, icy water,
where they were borne away helplessin the current.

Jane stood Soicdly. "Let's hep them while we dill can, H.G."

"I wouldn't mind driking a blow or two of our own." Cdm now, he brought the tripod forward into
the scorched bettlefield, where hundreds of  white drones Hill ran amok. Jane spoke through the stolen
communication device. "We are coming. We mean you no harmin this tripod. Please don't attack us”

Only three of the Martian battle tripods remained, and the Sdenite swarms had backed them up onto
the diffs where the dave masters were fighting for tharr lives. The war machines had dimbed up the stairs



step ledges of the polar quarry and now made their lagt stand on a sheer ledge where dabs of frozen
water had been cut away. The three desperate tripods stood sde by side, burning a swath of deeth
around them. But they were trapped, and the Sdlenites seemed inexhaudtible.

As Wdls brought his battered three-legged waker forward, the defeated tripods bellowed out a
haunting "Ullal Ulla!" asif they expected him to be their rescuer. Insde the tripod's control deck, he
saw a buzzing sequence of lights. Perhaps a transmisson? Questions from the cornered Martians,
inquiries evalving into angry commands? And then suttering panic as they heard no answer.

WEels scowled with determination. " Jane, with a Sngle blast from your hest ray, you can undercut that
frozen ice ledge benegth them and—"

She saw it immediady. "Itll be my pleasure, H.G." Her face hard, glancdng once more a the
thousands of dead Selenites lying dl about, she raised the camera apparatus and unleashed a line of fire
that cut through the ice asif it were butter, fracturing the solid diffs.

The three remaining battle tripods fired back, but the ground beneath them became ungtable. In a rush
and aroar, the Sde of the frozen quarry collgpsed in an avalanche of blocky ice. The metd war machines
were crushed, buried under the sleaming white rub-ble that piled at the bottom of the huge pit.

"This polar fadlity is ours now," Jane said.
"I should think that puts an end to it," Huxley agreed. "Now, on to business

Widls brought their commandeered tripod to a hdt in the mid-dle of the pumping yards. He opened
the haich a the base of the turret and carefully climbed down the diltlike leg with Jane and Huxley
folowing. The descent was easier than expected in the low gravity, epecidly snce there was no
desperate hurry thistime, no Martians battling in the streets. On solid ground again, sur-rounded by chill
geam and fading smoke, they raised their hands like conquering heroes.

Chittering with unusud excitement, the Sdlenites clustered around them, touching them in strange
gredting. The drones were exuberant with their new liberation.

“Like downtrodden laborers everywhere, they could have obtained their freedom dl dong,” Wdls
sad, "if they had amply pooled ther resources and acted in unison.”

Though she had safdly replaced the eye of the Grand Lunar in the folds of her skirt, the Sdenites ill
treated Jane like a queen. She amiled, returning their greeting by touching the creatures. "Arent they so ...
charming? They are log and far from home. For many generations they haven't known who they are.
They had no hope. But now we've freed them.”

Huxley seemed to be drowning in Sdenites and wishing he could be taking notes as to their
taxonomy. "They are amogt curi-ous species. | wonder why they show such particular atention to you.
Miss Rabbins. Isit only because you carry the eye of the Grand Lunar? They are practicaly worshipful,
asif you were thair goddess."

Sniling, Wdls took her arm. "Perhaps the Sdenites smply have good taste in women, as | do. |
worship Jane mysdlf.”

She put her hands on her hips and looked a Wels and Huxley, then rolled her eyes in exasperation.
"You gentlemen spend so much time studying biology from a distance that you don't under-stand it in
your hearts. You have the information but you don't view the picture. Where are your powers of
observation that you would miss something so obvious?'

She looked back and forth between them, but both men remained perplexed. Jane let out a long Sgh.
WHdIs remembered teaching Jane a botany lesson one languid summer afternoon, and he had teesingly
used nearly those same words to get her to notice the obvious. Now he waited for her to reved her
Secret.

"The Grand Lunar gave the eye gam to me, specificdly, gentle-men. She was their queen. A female.”
Then she gave Wells an impish amile. "To these Sdlenites, you men are Smply my drones.”



Jane relayed indructions to the devoted Sdlenites, and the lunar workers tore open locked doors and
pried gpart the wals of hangars and warehouses, searching for the cavorite sphere. They found the
milky-white vessdl connected to numerous andytica ingruments. Thankfully, the Martian scientists had
done no dam-age to it during their investigations.

Wellss heart nearly jumped into his throat, and he gave Jane a quick, enthusadtic hug. "At last, our
ticket home, our steamer to the stars.” Beside them, Huxley was grinning like afoal.

They carefully inspected the sphere, searching for any damage, deep scrapes or breaches that would
dlow air to lesk out in space. Jane opened the hatch and climbed indde to veify that their stores and
equipment remained intact. Famished, she, Wells, and Huxley sat under the dim greenish skies to have a
peculiar picnic as the Sdenites bustled about, putting out the remaining fires and scour-ing the indudtrid
fiddsfor any surviving or hiding Martians. It seemed the battle was over here at the pole.

Instead of being relieved, though, Wdls was deeply troubled. "I fear the Martians will rdly before
long. If the Sdenites did not rise up everywhere on the plangt, then the Martians will contain them,
perhapskill dl the drones.”

Jane looked sgueamish, but did not dispute his conclusion.

Wéls continued, "They will soon know what has befdlen their operations here a the ice cap. They
are not a passve dvilization, and they cannot survive unless water flows through the cands. They'll have
no choice but to gather reinforcements and recon-quer the south pole, no matter what it takes. This
rebellion has caught them by surprise, but they will return with hundreds of their battle tripods, and these
drones can never withstand it."

"But they need the Sdenites! Asdaves and as ... food." Jane looked around at dl the drones.

"They will concern themsalves firg with their immediate sur-viva." Huxley nodded heavily. "I believe
you have the truth of it, Mr. Wels. We know the terrible plans these creatures have made againg the
Earth. This violent insurrection has set their inveson plans back by decades—perhaps as much as a
century—but 1 do not believe the Martians will give up. With so many of their Sdenite drones killed in
the uprising, the Martians will have a greater need than ever for new daves, new lifeblood.”

WEels took along draught from one of the bottles of beer. "We need to escape so tha we can inform
the Indtitute of al we have learned. Let them put their minds to the problem.”

Jane was darmed. "H.G., we can't just leave these Sdenites to their fates! After everything they've
sacrificed in order to help us?' She looked a Huxley for a suggestion.

Hisface was troubled as he stared at the icy diffs then off to the dry, dusty horizon. "Escape is not
enough right now, my friends. We might save oursdlves, but we would doom dl of humanity.”
Preoc-cupied, he went back to the open hatch of the sphere. "Ah, excuse me a moment. | must check
something.”

While the professor rummaged around, Wells noted how essily the old man moved. Ever snce they
hed |eft Earth and arrived in the low gravity of the Moon and here on Mars, he seemed spry and hedlthy,
asif hisarthritic pains and the weariness of age had been stripped away.

After a few moments Huxley emerged, satisfied but grim. His conscience seemed to be weighing on
him more heavily than the planet's gravity. "What isit, Professor?' Jane asked.

Wéls narrowed his eyes. "He has an idea—but he doesn't likeit."

Jane asked inagmdl voice, "Wha . . . what did you take from indde the sphere, Professor?”

"We have the means to end this now." Huxley reached into the pocket of his striped dressng robe
and removed the Sx test tubes that had been carefully sedled and padded againg accidenta dam-age.
"Vids of the deadly cholera germ that Dr. Griffin intended to ddiver to the Kaiser.”

"The gtolen bacillus”" Wells murmured.

Though he seemed beaten, Huxley straightened his back, dredging up determination and judtifications
from deep within. "At the Imperid Inditute | had many discussions with Philby about the mordity of



conducting a germ warfare againgt our enemies. If such a thing is to be contemplated, if such action is
ever to be con-sidered—what circumstances could possibly be more vaid than here and now ? We are
gpesking of the fate of an entire world."

"And dooming another one, Professor,” Wels pointed out.

Jane looked around at the drones. "What about dl the Sdlenites Hill here? If you unleash that plague,
won't they die in as many numbers as the Martians?'

Huxley shook his head. "Recdl what the Grand Lunar said. It— she made it abundantly clear that the
drones and other lunar castes are immune to microbiological hazards. Ther physology is much different
from ours,”

Wiels spoke up quickly. "And from Dr. Moreau's journd we dready know that the Martians are
vulnerable to earthly sicknesses and other morbidities.”

Huxley nodded, his brow furrowed. "Without the extreme minigrations and vigorous grafting surgery
Moreau performed, the Martian scout would have perished shortly after exposure to our ar. But if it
managed to tranamit information via the crysta egg, subsequent invaders will know to take precautions.”
He strode away from the cavorite sphere. "I don't intend to give them the chance. | will buy more than a
ample reprieve for the human race.”

The Sdlenites swvarmed around them, watching their every move. With Wdls and Jane falowing him,
the professor reached the primary barricade the drones had erected to block the melted water from the
ice caps. "Miss Robhins, please indruct them to open the floodgates. Have them gtart the water flowing
through dl the cand lines™

Holding the Grand Lunar's eye gem, Jane spoke into the Mar-tian command device and passed dong
the request. The white drones did not hesitate or question the commands of ther new femde master
mind.

Though some of the gears and automated machinery had been damaged in the chaotic uprising, the
Sdenites used main strength to force open the barrier. Surging like wild horses suddenly released from
their pen, the waters of the antarctic cap gushed into the channd again, flowing back toward the Martian
aties. Chunks of white ice burst dong, bobbing againg each other.

Without the work crews and indudtry to process the glaciers, the water supply would dwindle. Any
aurviving Martiansin the cities would be forced to conserve every drop. By then Wdls hoped it would be
too late for them.

After the flow had gtabilized into a glisening ribbon that spread dong the intersecting cands, Huxley
stood on the lip of the primary supply and uncorked the vids of the deadly plague. "I have to do this
mysdf." He looked weak and beaten, crushed by the redization of what he intended to do. His hands
trembled as he held the test tubes. "I am abiologist. Since | was a boy, | have stud-ied lifein dl its forms
and dl itswonder. Thisis aterrible, terrible thing for a man like mysdf to contemplate.”

Wels sad firmly, "No more terrible than the war these Mar-tians intended to unleash upon our world.
They would burn our cities, endave our people, drink their blood."

"Alas, Mr. Wdlls, you are entirdly correct.”

WEels took two of the test tubes from the old man. "We mugt do it." Seeing wha he intended, Jane
took a par for hersdlf. Together, the three looked a each other and then Smultaneoudy poured the
deadly solution into the flowing water. The current of the Martian canas would digribute the fatd germs
throughout the ancient, stagnant Martian cvilization.

But when it was done, not one of them fdt a sense of triumph.

CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE



Professor Huxley's Decision

Though the results wouldn't become obvious for days, nature took its inexorable course as the cholera
germ spread through the Mar-tian cand system. Faint mists rose from the wrecked ice quarries as water
and carbon dioxide sublimated into the skies. Across the polar battleground, the Sdenite drones began to
repair the worst destruction, like ants budly tidying their mound after a rainstorm. Rebuilding the world,
evenif it wasn't their own.

WEels stood in the chill air beside his two companions, feding hollow. He dipped his am around
Jane's waist and held her close. Neither of them said a anything. What was there to say, knowing they
hed just delivered a desth sentence to an ancient—if terrible—civilization?

Huxley drew a deep breath and stared toward the red-tinged horizon. The gentlest of breezes ruffled
hisgray har and bushy sideburns. "It isthe biologica imperdive to do whet is necessary to ensure one's
own survivd. The Martians no doubt fdt judified in ther evil actions to ensure the continuation of their
Species.”

"We ourselves are doing nothing less, Professor,” Wells said. "So why don't | fed victorious?"

Jane frowned. "If only the Martians had asked for our help, rather than deciding to take everything
they needed ..."

Superior Martian technology was capable of remarkable advancements, but the dave magters of the
red planet had long since stopped devisng new solutions. Instead, they behaved as paragites, draining the
| lifeblood—iterdly and figurativdy—from Sdenite society. They had intended to do the same to
humankind. Given innovation and imagination, Wells was certain the Martian race could have developed
dternative solutions. He mused grimly, "When a race's imagindion dies, extinction itsdf cannot be far
behind."

The Sdlenites helped them attach chains and cables to the sphere and drag it outsde, asssted by the
judicious opening and dodng of the blinds covering the anti-gravity materid. Wells and Jane worked
together indde the cavorite ship, aring it out, taking stock of their supplies for the return journey.

Huxley remained outside, assessing the polar cap indudtries, sudying the technology the Martians had
built by the labor of the captive drones. He crossed his ams over his striped robe; by now his clothes
were quite tattered and dirty, his dippersfaling apart.

"Mr. Wells, Miss Robbins, | have reached a decison. You two, dimb aboard now and go. There is
no guarantee youll return safely to Earth, but | am confident in your abilities. 1, meanwhile, intend to stay
here, on Mars™"

Wedlss jaw dropped. "Professor, | beg you to reconsider.”

"l am aman of convictions, Mr. Wédls, as | have proved in countless debates with uneducated asses.
Nothing now will force me to change my mind or reevauate my conclusons.”

Though Wdls knew it was fdlly to argue with one of the great-est and most persuasive speakers of
the nineteenth century, he said, "Professor, you are a sdf-proclamed agnostic. How can you fed such
devadtating guilt that you would sentence yoursdf to per-manent exile? What good does it do to reman
here, to live with your conscience? Are you SO eager to observe the terrible destruc-tion we dl have
wrought?'

Huxley gave hm a wan gamile and looked contemplative. "Guilt? On the contrary, Mr. Wdls, | am
genuingly curious to observe what happens next here. It is the purest example of sur-vivad of the fittest...
an experiment in abiologicd |aboratory the 9ze of aworld. Will the Sdenites manage to create their own
soci-ety here, even without a Grand Lunar? Such questions are quite vexing."”



Jane said, "But what about the cholera, Professor? You are just as vulnerable to it."

"Ah, | shdl be careful to drink only purified water from the source here at the pole. Though this germ
affects human populations in squdid living conditions, it is easy enough to avoid through proper
sanitation procedures. The Martians, however, will have no way to guard themselves."

Huxley put hisarm around the shoulders of his distraught young companions and spoke in a paternd
voice. "Now, now, you two. Think of me. | am old, and my hedth is faling. Wells, you are a keen
observer—you mugt have noticed in London how painful my joints and aches were. The giffnessin my
bones, the arthritis, the rheumatiam. | suffered from plentiful maadies ranging from gout to headache to
hangnals. Here on Mars, though, the lower gravity and the drier ar will make my life much more
comfortable. | fed young, and dive, with a whole new world to explore! | believe | can survive longer.
Besides, it will give me a chance to hdp the Sdenites maintain this planet.”

Jane sniffed. She withdrew the eye of the Grand Lunar and placed it in the old man's seamed pam.
"Keep this, Professor—you will have much greater need of it than | do. It's the only way you can
communicate with the Sdenites” She amiled at him. "Besides, with a mind such as yours, | can think of
no person more capable of sarving as a surrogate Grand Lunar.”

Huxley blushed and kissed the young woman on the cheek. "I haven't had an opportunity such as this
ance the Rattlesnake, and | do look forward to the chdlenge. Someone should stay behind to observe
and document every moment of it for science, for history ... in case humans ever return to the red
planet.”

After they said ther farewdls and the Sdenite drones sur-rounded Jane one find time, she and Wels
climbed into the cavorite sphere. Huxley gave them a long, meaningful look before he swung the hatch
shut and sedled them indde.

They closed the blinds to block off the cavorite and thus sev-ered the sphere's connection to Marss
gravity. The craft soared into the sky with a smooth, weightless sensation.

Though he knew it might ater their course, Wdls opened one of the porthole blinds. He and Jane
pressed ther faces together, gazing down to see T. H. Huxley, a smdl figure surrounded by swarms of
white-skinned drones. The professor was daing across the landscape a the cands and the water
quarry, no doubt imagin-ing the distant cities of the dying Martians. He looked up to them and waved,
then turned back to his enormous task.

Saring down a the receding deserts of Mars, Wdls and Jane swiftly and surdy left the red planet
behind. As he hed her closein the confines of the cavorite sphere, he knew it would be days before their
path would take them back to Earth. "Apart from thwarting the invasion, Jane, | can see one tremendous
advantage for the two of us”

She looked a him quizzicdly, then grinned. "Of course. At last we can be done”



EPILOGUE

THE SHAPE OF THINGS TO COME

CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR

Home Again, with a Story

By the time the sphere returned to Earth, days later, Wdls and Jane had become adept enough a
maneuvering that they brought themsdves down safdy to England, and London . . . and directly onto the
grounds of the Imperid Inditute itsdf. Judicioudy, they opened and closed the blinds to block sections of
cavorite and reduce their velocity. The descending vessel glimmered in the cloudy English sky and came
to rest heavily in the Inditute's gar-dens, crushing well-groomed shrubberies and ruining a bed of
geraniums, petunias, and marigolds. Upper-class students with fine clothes and haughty airs viewed the
unexpected arriva with aflurry of congternation and confusion.

WEels opened the sphere's haich and took a deep breath of the thick and familiar London air.
Sanding tal, he reached insde to take Jane by the hand, and helped her out onto the soft lawn.
"Wel-come back to Earth, my dear.”

"It's good to be back home again, H.G. | hope our landlady hasn't sold our possessions by now.”

With a pang of sadness, they both looked at the gutted ruin of the secret research wing. Part of the
roof remained caved in, and blackened beams stood like skeletd ribs. Carpenters had boarded up the
shattered windows. Wells remarked, "I wonder if the stu-dents now know about the dassified work that
occurred behind those closed doors."

Jane Sghed. "More likdy, the Inditute's adminisration made up some absurd story about a ‘tragic
chemicd accident’ in one of the research fadlities”

Jabbering students pushed closer. Two young men, clad in shorts and high white socks, brandished
cricket bats as wegpons. Wels raised his hands. "We are good English citizens, and we pre-sent no
threat. Everything will be explained to you in good time."

"Or perhaps not." Jane gave the crowd a teasing amile "Youd think they've never seen a spacecraft
land on their school grounds before.”

Before long, the commoetion attracted severd of the technolog-icd geniuses from the damaged
research wing. Wells recognized the biologica researcher Philby. "Look there! It's the sphere Cavor was
building!"

A bearlike Dr. Moreau pushed forward, looking as if he belonged at the Inditute after the turmoil of
the exploson and the unexplained disappearance of Professor Huxley. Professor Red-wood and Mr.
Bensington, the scientists who had created a growth-enhancing food, followed Moreau as he nudged



sudents aside and took charge.

Now the burly vivisectionigt frowned at Wells and Jane; the only time he had met Wdls, Moreau had
been intent on a brigling conversation with Huxley. "What are you doing with Cavor's sphere?' He gave
neither of them a chance to answer. "I thought Thomas would be with you. Where is Huxley? Or is he
dead like Cavor and Griffin?'

Jane sad, "Oh no, the professor isdive and well—and on Mars."

WEedls added, "He won't be returning home, | fear. He has eected to stay behind, but he has
accomplished his task. He has made certan—"

"Ashave we" Jane interjected.
"—that mankind no longer needs to fear an invason from Mars.™"
"Good news indeed!" Moreau boomed. "So you bdieve me after dl?"

Feding drangdy familiar with this abrasve stranger, Wdls nodded. "Not only have we read your
journd, Dr. Moreau, we have been to Mars and fought the Martians oursdves.”

Moreau heaved along 9gh, as if hoping to minimize the excite-ment of the event. Too many of the
sudents were aready ligening. He indicated hisfdlow researchers, then lowered his voice. "We shdl be
glad to hear your account—in private, of course, without so many curious ears and gossiping lips”

Philby rubbed two fingers dong his pointed chin. "So some-thing good has come of this, then. I'm
relieved our efforts haven't been a complete loss. That bastard Griffin stole dl our records, and then they
burned up dong with him."

Jane ducked back ingde the sphere and retrieved the papers and plans the invishle spy had smuggled
aboard. "No, here are the origind reports and formulas our scientists developed for the Empire. Perhaps
they can be put to good use after dl."

"Wdl, after what we've learned of the Martians, our traditiond enemies seem to be a much smdler
threat," said Professor Red-wood. For once, Mr. Bengngton did not disagree with him.

From the courtyard behind the research wing came a shout and a scream as people ran about in
terror. Wells heard a loud squesk-ing and a stritching of clawed feet across flaggtones and then a
crashing in the bushes. Bensington and Redwood looked at each other, darmed. "Oh no, thatll be our
rats again. They've gotten loose!" The two men dashed off.

"Dont just stand staring,” Moreau sad to the spectators clus-tered around the sphere. "Get some of
these strong young men to rig up chains and rope. We have to bring Cavor's vessd back ingde where
we can palish it, ingpect it ... and keep it away from the curious™ Scientists and students hurried to obey,
spurred on by the doctor's forceful persondlity.

Hand in hand, Wédls and Jane walked through the Inditute's doors into the burned research wing,
which was now a cdamor of congtruction crews—glaziers, bricklayers, carpenters. Moreau fol-lowed
them insde. "After the explosion, the subsequent fire wrecked many laboratories. We sdvaged some of
the research, but it took days for us to get the damage under control. Our scientists are areedy diligently
back a work."

"You seem to be quite a home here, Dr. Moreau,” Jane said. "Aren't you concerned about—"

He raised a meaty hand, dismissng her worry. "After | sounded the darm about the Martians and
gave aful account of dl that I've discovered, Queen Victoria offered me a provisond pardon, so long as
| agree to dtay here a the Inditute and devote my intdlect to the crigs a hand. Given the shortege of
decent workers, the Inditute has asked me to provide assistance . . . though the queen ingds thet |
submit to unreasonable congraints and limitations™ He drew a deep breath and let it out, caming himsdf.
"Sill, itisthe only way | can be sure these men keep their research on track and don't et themsdves be
distracted by phantom enemies.”

He frowned. "However, snce you dam to have conveniently solved the Martian problem, | wonder if
Buckingham Palace will change its mind." Moreau scratched his beard, then urged them down the hdl.



"You two have had the benefit of reading my expe-riences as set forth in my journd. Now you mus tdl
me precisely what you yourselves have done.”

While severd Inditute researchers lisened in, Wells and Jane quickly explained everything. After they
described how Professor Huxley indgsted on remaining behind, Moreau shook his head without surprise.
"That sounds exactly like him."

After bathing, changing into clean clothes, then enjoying a gener-ous med—their fird decent
sugtenance in days—Wdls and Jane spent along, exhausted night in the Indtitute's vigitor's quarters. They
were both eager to get back home where the two of them could spend cdm afternoons bicyding down
the tree-lined lanes or boating dong the canals—and Wdls could get back to hiswriting.

He fdt thoroughly inspired now, full of ideas that would make fictions much more extravagant than
ample articles for The Srand, Pall Mall Gazette, and Pearson's Magazine. For along time now, W.
E. Henley at the National Observer had been encouraging him to revist his fanaful story, "The Chronic
Argonauts”" which he had published in his school newspaper years before. He had thought about
developing it into a serid nove, The Time Machine. Now he . had new twidts to add to the story, more
depth to the societies he had imagined.

Y es, he was very anxious to get back to work again.

Preparing to leave the next mormning, Wells and Jane were carry-ing their bags down the corridor
when they encountered a grin-ning Dr. Moreau. He hdd in his large hands the crystd egg he had
described in his journdl. "Before you two return to your mundane existence, | have something to show
you. The crysta egg has begun to tranamit again.”

They followed him into a wdl-lit lcove where sunlignt reflected off the smooth surface of the
dlipsoid. From itsinfinite, shimmering depths, an amazing scene emerged like bubbles from a deep pond.

"It's Professor Huxley!" Wells said.

Happily amazed, he and Jane watched the old man working contentedly on Mars, surrounded by
Sdenites. Huxley appeared hedthy and full of life Though they could not hear the professor's words, a
youthful exuberance shone on his face.

Sdenite labor crews bustled about the ruins of the mgestic Martian cities. Working nonstop, the lunar
drones had aready reconstructed much of what they had damaged in the insurrec-tion. Wells thought that
the buildings dready had a brighter, more lunar style of architecture.

Moreau's gruff voice startled them. "Obvioudy, Huxley has found a crystd egg of his own, a
counterpart to this one. Thus he can remain in contact with us."

On Mars, Huxley took great strides through the streets, turning the glassy atificd eye to show the
dying, tentacled Martian brains. They crawled plague-stricken through ther streets, probably gasp-ing a
find "Ullal Ulla!l" before they succumbed to the cholera germ. The creatures fatered in their dumsy
flight, their brown skin blotchy and necrotic. Some gasping Martians had crawled to ther windows and
dangled lifdessly out of them. In the sky a flurry of black angular shapes, the Martian equivdent of
carrion birds, swooped down to peck and tear at their carcasses.

WEels and Jane stayed a the Inditute until that afternoon, engrossed in the images from Mars. An
impatient Dr. Moreau went back to his laboratory, loaning them the crystd egg so that they could
continue thelr observations.

Professor Huxley went to the now-completed invason fleet of Slver cylinders resting on the Martian
landing fidd. Instead of Iet-ting the ships be used as a military force to conquer Earth, how-ever, the old
men loaded the cylinders with masses of kidnapped Sdenite drones. Rank after rank of antlike lunar
workers crowded into the projectiles, which were ready to launch. This exodus would deplete the
Sdenite population on Mars, but it would be a rebirth for the crumbling dvilization on the Moon.



Jane smiled, her pale cheeks flushed. "The infuson of fresh workers from dl castes will likdy save the
luner race. The Grand Lunar will be so pleased—and so am |. After dl, | was their temporary queen.”

They sat together enthrdled as the firg wave of slver cylinders raced awvay from Mars on a green
flash of rocket flame and hurtled toward the Moon ... back home.

In the end, settled once more in ther rented rooms in Euston, Wdlls and Jane sat outside, gently
rocking in a bench-swing as they looked into a clear, dark night. The full Moon rode high in the sky like a
radiant, pale beacon.

Thinking of dl they had done and everywhere they had gone, they clasped hands and just stared out
a auniverse filled with infi-nite possibilities. They could tdl no one of ther fantastic adven-tures. It was
their secret for now. Even the Queen and the Imperid Indtitute would hold al the details under the tightest
classification.

Widls seemed content, though. "We did not do it for accolades, Jane. We did it because it was
necessary."

Jane kissed his fingers, then leaned againgt him. "And | am very proud to have been part of it with
you. No one would believe usif we told the story, though. Unless you can think of an innovaive way..."

WEels amiled a her, the wheds adready turning in his mind—as they adways did. "It's not such an
impossble thing, Jane. Any good writer can find away to tdl the story.”
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