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TheWar of theWorlds
by H. G. Wells[1898]

But who shall dwell in these worlds if they be

inhabited? . . . Are we or they Lords of th e
World? . . . And how are all things made fo r man?--
KEPLER (quoted in The Anat ony of Mel ancholy)

THE COMING OF THE MARTIANS

CHAPTER ONE

THE EVE OF THE WAR
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No one would have believed in the last years ofriineteenth century that this world was being watlckeenly an
closely by intelligences greater than man's andagemortal as his own; that as men busied thensaleut the
various concerns they were scrutinised and stugiethaps almost as narrowly as a man with a miopesenigh
scrutinise the transient creatures that swarm amitiply in a drop of water. With infinite complaceyy men went t
and fro over this globe about their little affaisgrene in their assurance of their empire ovetemdt is possible th
the infusoria under the microscope do the sameoio gave a thought to the older worlds of spaceoasces ¢
human danger, or thought of them only to dismissidea of life upon them as impossible or improbalilis curiou
to recall some of the mental habits of those depagtays. At most terrestrial men fancied there mimghother me
upon Mars, perhaps inferior to themselves and réadyelcome a missionary enterprise. Yet acrosgthieof space
minds that are to our minds as ours are to thogbheobeasts that perish, intellects vast and codlunsympatheti
regarded this earth with envious eyes, and slowly surely drew their plans against us. And earlyhim twentiet
century came the great disillusionment.

The planet Mars, | scarcely need remind the readgnlves about the sun at a mean distance of Q@M0O0 miles
and the light and heat it receives from the subaiely half of that received by this world. It mu, if the nebul:
hypothesis has any truth, older than our world; land before this earth ceased to be molten, |senuts surface mu
have begun its course. The fact that it is scaroely seventh of the volume of the earth must hacelarated i
cooling to the temperature at which life could Imedt has air and water and all that is necessamythfe support «
animated existence.

Yet so vain is man, and so blinded by his vanhgt ho writer, up to the very end of the ninetearghtury, express
any idea that intelligent life might have developbdre far, or indeed at all, beyond its earthiyele Nor was i
generally understood that since Mars is older thamearth, with scarcely a quarter of the supeffiarea and remoi
from the sun, it necessarily follows that it is woly more distant from time's beginning but nesseend.

The secular cooling that must someday overtakelaunet has already gone far indeed with our neighdts physice
condition is still largely a mystery, but we knowwn that even in its equatorial region the middaygerature bare
approaches that of our coldest winter. Its air i€lnmore attenuated than ours, its oceans havakshniil they cove
but a third of its surface, and as its slow seasdrange huge snowcaps gather and melt about eptiier an
periodically inundate its temperate zones. That $é@ge of exhaustion, which to us is still incbigiremote, he
become a present-day problem for the inhabitantglars. The immediate pressure of necessityldraghtened the
intellects, enlarged their powers, and hardenedr thearts. And looking across space with instrummeran
intelligences such as we have scarcely dreamdtenf,see, at its nearest distance only 35,000,06t0lles sunward ¢
them, a morning star of hope, our own warmer plageden with vegetation and grey with water, witltlaudy
atmosphere eloquent of fertility, with glimpsesatingh its drifting cloud wisps of broad stretchegpopulous counti
and narrow, navy-crowded seas.

And we men, the creatures who inhabit this eartinstrbe to them at least as alien and lowly asteertonkeys ar
lemurs to us. The intellectual side of man alreadsnits that life is an incessant struggle for exise, and it wou
seem that this too is the belief of the minds uptars. Their world is far gone in its cooling andstlworld is stil
crowded with life, but crowded only with what theggard as inferior animals. To carry warfare sumay indeec
their only escape from the destruction that, gdrerafter generation, creeps upon them.

And before we judge of them too harshly we mustaimer what ruthless and utter destruction our guaties he
wrought, not only upon animals, such as the vaxighgon and the dodo, but upon its inferior raddé® Tasmanian
in spite of their human likeness, were entirely giveut of existence in a war of extermination waggdEuropea
immigrants, in the space of fifty years. Are we ls@apostles of mercy as to complain if the Martiargsred in th
same spirit?

The Martians seem to have calculated their desgghtamazing subtletytheir mathematical learning is evidently
in excess of ours--and to have carried out thedparations with a weligh perfect unanimity. Had our instrume
permitted it, we might have seen the gatheringti@tar back in the nineteenth century. Men lik@i§parelli watche
the red planet--it is odd, by-the-bye, that for mibess centuries Mars has been the star of tuairfailed to interpre
the fluctuating appearances of the markings thegpad so well. All that time the Martians must hdeen gettin
ready
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During the opposition of 1894 a great light wasnser the illuminated part of the disk, first at thek Observatory
then by Perrotin of Nice, and then by other obsstvEnglish readers heard of it first in the issfidNature datec
August 2. | am inclined to think that this blazeynieave been the casting of the huge gun, in thepiasunk into the
planet, from which their shots were fired at uscufiar markings, as yet unexplained, were seen theasite of the
outbreak during the next two oppositions.

The storm burst upon us six years ago now. As Mamroached opposition, Lavelle of Java set the smifethe
astronomical exchange palpitating with the amaiiglligence of a huge outbreak of incandescent gam th:
planet. It had occurred towards midnight of the Iting and the spectroscope, to which he had at aresertec
indicated a mass of flaming gas, chiefly hydrogeaying with an enormous velocity towards this eaftis jet of fire
had become invisible about a quarter past tweheecéimpared it to a colossal puff of flame sudderig violentl
squirted out of the planet, "as flaming gases rdshé of a gun.”

A singularly appropriate phrase it proved. Yet tiext day there was nothing of this in the papecepka little note i
the Daily Telegraph and the world went in ignorance of one of thevgsh dangers that ever threatened the hi
race. | might not have heard of the eruption ahatl I not met Ogilvy, the weknown astronomer, at Ottershaw.
was immensely excited at the news, and in the exakkis feelings invited me up to take a turn witin that night i
a scrutiny of the red planet.

In spite of all that has happened since, | stitheenber that vigil very distinctly: the black antest observatory, tt
shadowed lantern throwing a feeble glow upon tberflin the corner, the steady ticking of the clookkvof the
telescope, the little slit in the roadn oblong profundity with the stardust streakedsgrit. Ogilvy moved abot
invisible but audible. Looking through the teleseppne saw a circle of deep blue and the littlexdoplanet swimmin
in the field. It seemed such a little thing, soghtiand small and still, faintly marked with trapsse stripes, al
slightly flattened from the perfect round. But sitld it was, so silvery warm--a pinteead of light! It was as if
quivered, but really this was the telescope vibmatvith the activity of the clockwork that kept thianet in view.

As | watched, the planet seemed to grow largersamaller and to advance and recede, but that wadystimat my ey
was tired. Forty millions of miles it was from usere than forty millions of miles of void. Few péepealise th
immensity of vacancy in which the dust of the miatamiverse swims.

Near it in the field, | remember, were three fgiaints of light, three telescopic stars infinitegmote, and all arounc
was the unfathomable darkness of empty space. Yiow khow that blackness looks on a frosty starliglght. In ¢
telescope it seems far profounder. And invisiblen® because it was so remote and small, flyingtswahd steadil
towards me across that incredible distance, draweayer every minute by so many thousands of miasie th
Thing they were sending us, the Thing that wasritoglbso much struggle and calamity and death toetréh. | neve
dreamed of it then as | watched; no one on eadhrded of that unerring missile.

That night, too, there was another jetting out a$ from the distant planet. | saw it. A reddistslilat the edge, t
slightest projection of the outline just as theoctameter struck midnight; and at that | told Ogibmyd he took
place. The night was warm and | was thirsty, angleht stretching my legs clumsily and feeling my waythe
darkness, to the little table where the siphondtadile Ogilvy exclaimed at the streamer of gas tame out towar:
us.

That night another invisible missile started onviigy to the earth from Mars, just a second or sdeurtwentyfour
hours after the first one. | remember how | satlentable there in the blackness, with patches@émgand crimsc
swimming before my eyes. | wished | had a lighsteooke by, little suspecting the meaning of the t@rgleam | ha
seen and all that it would presently bring me. @®givatched till one, and then gave it up; and wehie lantern ar
walked over to his house. Down below in the darknesre Ottershaw and Chertsey and all their huisdoégeople
sleeping in peace.

He was full of speculation that night about the diban of Mars, and scoffed at the vulgar idea @f having
inhabitants who were signalling us. His idea wad theteorites might be falling in a heavy showesruthe planet, «
that a huge volcanic explosion was in progresspblated out to me how unlikely it was that orgaewlution ha
taken the same direction in the two adjacent pt
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"The chances against anything manlike on Mars anél@n to one," he sai

Hundreds of observers saw the flame that nightthadight after about midnight, and again the nafter; and so f
ten nights, a flame each night. Why the shots cka#ier the tenth no one on earth has attemptedptin. It may b
the gases of the firing caused the Martians incomvee. Dense clouds of smoke or dust, visibleutjnoa powerft
telescope on earth as little grey, fluctuating pes; spread through the clearness of the planetssphere ar
obscured its more familiar features.

Even the daily papers woke up to the disturbantdass and popular notes appeared here, theregeagigywher
concerning the volcanoes upon Mars. The seriocgrardicalPunch | remember, made a happy use of it in
political cartoon. And, all unsuspected, those il@isghe Martians had fired at us drew earthwandhing now at
pace of many miles a second through the emptyajpace, hour by hour and day by day, nearer aacen It seen
to me now almost incredibly wonderful that, withathswift fate hanging over us, men could go abbeirtpetty
concerns as they did. | remember how jubilant Markhwas at securing a new photograph of the plaorethk
illustrated paper he edited in those days. Peaptbase latter times scarcely realise the abundandeenterprise
our nineteentleentury papers. For my own part, | was much ocaclpidearning to ride the bicycle, and busy up
series of papers discussing the probable develognémoral ideas as civilisation progressed.

One night (the first missile then could scarcelyeénbdeen 10,000,000 miles away) | went for a walthwany wife. Ii
was starlight and | explained the Signs of the Zodb her, and pointed out Mars, a bright dot ghtlicreepin
zenithward, towards which so many telescopes weaiatgd. It was a warm night. Coming home, a part
excursionists from Chertsey or Isleworth passesinging and playing music. There were lights in gipper window
of the houses as the people went to bed. Fromatiheay station in the distance came the sound ahtshg trains
ringing and rumbling, softened almost into meloghtie distance. My wife pointed out to me the bimngss of the re
green, and yellow signal lights hanging in a frarnginagainst the sky. It seemed so safe and tranquil

CHAPTER TWO

THE FALLING STAR

Then came the night of the first falling star. isvseen early in the morning, rushing over Winaresastward, a lit
of flame high in the atmosphere. Hundreds must lsaea it, and taken it for an ordinary falling s#sbin described
as leaving a greenish streak behind it that glofeedsome seconds. Denning, our greatest authorityneteorite:
stated that the height of its first appearance atmmit ninety or one hundred miles. It seemed tothahit fell to eart
about one hundred miles east of him.

| was at home at that hour and writing in my stualyd although my French windows face towards QOttawsand th
blind was up (for | loved in those days to lookatpghe night sky), | saw nothing of it. Yet thisastgest of all thing
that ever came to earth from outer space must fadlem while | was sitting there, visible to me hladnly looked u
as it passed. Some of those who saw its flighitdagvelled with a hissing sound. | myself heaadhing of that. Man
people in Berkshire, Surrey, and Middlesex mustehagen the fall of it, and, at most, have thoubhat aanothe
meteorite had descended. No one seems to haveetdaiobdook for the fallen mass that night.

But very early in the morning poor Ogilvy, who hsekn the shooting star and who was persuaded thatemrite la
somewhere on the common between Horsell, Ottershat\Woking, rose early with the idea of findingRtnd it he
did, soon after dawn, and not far from the sansl gin enormous hole had been made by the impatiegbrojectile
and the sand and gravel had been flung violentigviery direction over the heath, forming heapsblesa mile and
half away. The heather was on fire eastward, ahtheblue smoke rose against the dawn.

The Thing itself lay almost entirely buried in saramidst the scattered splinters of a fir tree atl tshivered 1
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fragments in its descent. The uncovered part hadpipearance of a huge cylinder, caked over amdiilsie softene
by a thick scaly dumoloured incrustation. It had a diameter of abbutyt yards. He approached the mass, surpris
the size and more so at the shape, since most nteseare rounded more or less completely. It wasyever, still s
hot from its flight through the air as to forbidshiear approach. A stirring noise within its cybndhe ascribed to t
unequal cooling of its surface; for at that timbatd not occurred to him that it might be hollow.

He remained standing at the edge of the pit thatTthing had made for itself, staring at its straag@earanc
astonished chiefly at its unusual shape and colaod, dimly perceiving even then some evidence sfgadein ite
arrival. The early morning was wonderfully stillndathe sun, just clearing the pine trees towardybiege, wa
already warm. He did not remember hearing any ilxdsmorning, there was certainly no breeze stirrand the on
sounds were the faint movements from within thelemy cylinder. He was all alone on the common.

Then suddenly he noticed with a start that som@efgrey clinker, the ashy incrustation that cosiettee meteorit:
was falling off the circular edge of the end. Itsadropping off in flakes and raining down upon sa@d. A large piet
suddenly came off and fell with a sharp noise tiatight his heart into his mouth.

For a minute he scarcely realised what this meartt, although the heat was excessive, he clamblered into the p
close to the bulk to see the Thing more clearly.fhieied even then that the cooling of the bodyhhagccount fc
this, but what disturbed that idea was the fadttti@ash was falling only from the end of the ogér.

And then he perceived that, very slowly, the ciacubp of the cylinder was rotating on its bodyw#s such a gradt
movement that he discovered it only through nogjdimat a black mark that had been near him fiveubtem ago we
now at the other side of the circumference. Evamthe scarcely understood what this indicated] tetiheard
muffled grating sound and saw the black mark jerkvard an inch or so. Then the thing came uponihienflash. Th
cylinder was artificial--hollow--with an end thatrewed out! Something within the cylinder was uesgng the top!
"Good heavens!" said Ogilvy. "There's a man ifmen in it! Half roasted to death! Trying to escépe!

At once, with a quick mental leap, he linked thenghwith the flash upon Mars.

The thought of the confined creature was so dreéadfim that he forgot the heat and went forwardhte cylinder t
help turn. But luckily the dull radiation arrestkiin before he could burn his hands on the gtowing metal. At the
he stood irresolute for a moment, then turned,nsblkad out of the pit, and set off running wildlytonWoking. Thi
time then must have been somewhere about six k:dite met a waggoner and tried to make him undedstiaut th:
tale he told and his appearance were so wild--aishid fallen off in the pitthat the man simply drove on. He \
equally unsuccessful with the potman who was judbceking the doors of the publimsuse by Horsell Bridge. T
fellow thought he was a lunatic at large and maderssuccessful attempt to shut him into the taprobinat sobere
him a little; and when he saw Henderson, the Londamalist, in his garden, he called over the mgdi and mac
himself understood.

"Henderson," he called, "you saw that shooting lsistrnight?"

"Well?" said Henderson.

"It's out on Horsell Common now."

"Good Lord!" said Henderson. "Fallen meteorite! ifigood."”

"But it's something more than a meteorite. It'ylander--an artificial cylinder, man! And there'smething inside."
Henderson stood up with his spade in his hand.

"What's that?" he said. He was deaf in one ear.

Oqgilvy told him all that he had seen. Henderson avasnute or so taking it in. Then he dropped pede, snatched
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his jacket, and came out into the road. The two memied back at once to the common, and foundccifiader stil
lying in the same position. But now the soundsdesiad ceased, and a thin circle of bright metaivsid between tt
top and the body of the cylinder. Air was eithetegimg or escaping at the rim with a thin, sizzlsaund.

They listened, rapped on the scaly burnt metal wittick, and, meeting with no response, they looticluded th
man or men inside must be insensible or dead.

Of course the two were quite unable to do anythirigey shouted consolation and promises, and wértaak to th
town again to get help. One can imagine them, @u/@nth sand, excited and disordered, running edittie street i
the bright sunlight just as the shop folks werenigkdown their shutters and people were opening thedroon
windows. Henderson went into the railway statioromte, in order to telegraph the news to Londore iéwspap:
articles had prepared men's minds for the receptioine idea.

By eight o'clock a number of boys and unemployed heed already started for the common to see thad'deen fror
Mars." That was the form the story took. | heardk difst from my newspaper boy about a quartenitee when | wer
out to get myDaily Chronicle | was naturally startled, and lost no time inngpout and across the Ottershaw brid¢
the sand pits.

CHAPTER THREE

ON HORSELL COMMON

| found a little crowd of perhaps twenty peoplersunding the huge hole in which the cylinder layhave alreac
described the appearance of that colossal bulkedded in the ground. The turf and gravel abowtensed charred
if by a sudden explosion. No doubt its impact hadsed a flash of fire. Henderson and Ogilvy wertetimere. | thinl
they perceived that nothing was to be done foptiesent, and had gone away to breakfast at Herdefsouse.

There were four or five boys sitting on the edgehaf Pit, with their feet dangling, and amusingntelves-until |
stopped themby throwing stones at the giant mass. After | hamken to them about it, they began playing at 'td
in and out of the group of bystanders.

Among these were a couple of cyclists, a jobbinglgaer | employed sometimes, a girl carrying a b&negg th
butcher and his little boy, and two or three losfand golf caddies who were accustomed to hangt dbeuailwa
station. There was very little talking. Few of gtmmmon people in England had anything but the vstgastronomici
ideas in those days. Most of them were staringtlyus¢ the big table like end of the cylinder, wihiwas still as Ogilv
and Henderson had left it. | fancy the popular etqeon of a heap of charred corpses was disapabiat thi
inanimate bulk. Some went away while | was thenel ather people came. | clambered into the pitfandied | hear
a faint movement under my feet. The top had cdytaieased to rotate.

It was only when | got thus close to it that theusgeness of this object was at all evident to Atehe first glance
was really no more exciting than an overturnediager or a tree blown across the road. Not so moglngeed. |
looked like a rusty gas float. It required a certamount of scientific education to perceive tie grey scale of tl
Thing was no common oxide, that the yellowighite metal that gleamed in the crack betweenithard the cylinde
had an unfamiliar hue. "Extra-terrestrial" had neaming for most of the onlookers.

At that time it was quite clear in my own mind ththe Thing had come from the planet Mars, but Igpdl i
improbable that it contained any living creaturéhdught the unscrewing might be automatic. InespftOgilvy, | stil
believed that there were men in Mars. My mind ramcffully on the possibilities of its containing maescript, on th
difficulties in translation that might arise, whethwe should find coins and models in it, and sthforet it was a littl
too large for assurance on this idea. | felt anatigmce to see it opened. About eleven, as nogeegied happening
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walked back, full of such thought, to my home inyary. But | found it difficult to get to work upomy abstrac
investigations.

In the afternoon the appearance of the common heackd very much. The early editions of the everpagers he
startled London with enormous headlines:

"A MESSAGE RECEIVED FROM MARS."
"REMARKABLE STORY FROM WOKING,"

and so forth. In addition, Ogilvy's wire to the Astomical Exchange had roused every observatorhenthre:
kingdoms.

There were half a dozen flies or more from the Wigkstation standing in the road by the sand pitsasketehaist
from Chobham, and a rather lordly carriage. Besithes, there was quite a heap of bicycles. In @&idita larg:
number of people must have walked, in spite oftthat of the day, from Woking and Chertsey, so thate wa
altogether quite a considerable crowd--one or taitygiressed ladies among the others.

It was glaringly hot, not a cloud in the sky ndoraath of wind, and the only shadow was that offélwescattered pir
trees. The burning heather had been extinguishdédhb level ground towards Ottershaw was blackersefir as or
could see, and still giving off vertical streamefsmoke. An enterprising swestdff dealer in the Chobham Road
sent up his son with a barrow-load of green apphekginger beer.

Going to the edge of the pit, | found it occupigdabgroup of about half a dozen métenderson, Ogilvy, and a t:
fair-haired man that | afterwards learned was StentAgteonomer Royal, with several workmen wielding@gdes an
pickaxes. Stent was giving directions in a cleahipitched voice. He was standing on the cylinder,ciwiwas no\
evidently much cooler; his face was crimson andastring with perspiration, and something seemedate lirritate
him.

A large portion of the cylinder had been uncovetbadugh its lower end was still embedded. As sc@gilvy sav
me among the staring crowd on the edge of thegoddtled to me to come down, and asked me if | dauhd goin
over to see Lord Hilton, the lord of the manor.

The growing crowd, he said, was becoming a serioygediment to their excavations, especially the shoyhe
wanted a light railing put up, and help to keep pleeple back. He told me that a faint stirring wasasionally sti
audible within the case, but that the workmen raldd to unscrew the top, as it afforded no grighiem. The ca:
appeared to be enormously thick, and it was passiat the faint sounds we heard represented & hoisult in the
interior.

| was very glad to do as he asked, and so becom®faime privileged spectators within the contertgaiaenclosure.
failed to find Lord Hilton at his house, but | wadd he was expected from London by the six o'cloekn fromr

Waterloo; and as it was then about a quarter past f went home, had some tea, and walked up eosthtion t
waylay him.

CHAPTER FOUR

THE CYLINDER OPENS

When | returned to the common the sun was setBogttered groups were hurrying from the directiboking, anc
one or two persons were returning. The crowd aloeitpit had increased, and stood out black agéiesiemol
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yellow of the sk--a couple of hundred people, perhaps. There wesedaioices, and some sort of struggle app:
to be going on about the pit. Strange imaginingsed through my mind. As | drew nearer | heardtStenice:

"Keep back! Keep back!"
A boy came running towards me.
"It's a-movin'," he said to me as he passed; "avaaf and a-screwin' out. | don't like it. I'm akgidome, | am."

| went on to the crowd. There were really, | shotlithk, two or three hundred people elbowing anstlijog one
another, the one or two ladies there being by nansi¢he least active.

"He's fallen in the pit!" cried some one.
"Keep back!" said several.

The crowd swayed a little, and | elbowed my wayotigh. Every one seemed greatly excited. | heareculi
humming sound from the pit.

"I say!" said Ogilvy; "help keep these idiots badke don't know what's in the confounded thing, koaw!"

| saw a young man, a shop assistant in Wokingiebelhe was, standing on the cylinder and tryingad@mble out «
the hole again. The crowd had pushed him in.

The end of the cylinder was being screwed out fuaithin. Nearly two feet of shining screw projecte&sbmebod
blundered against me, and | narrowly missed beitodpgd onto the top of the screw. | turned, antddid so the scre
must have come out, for the lid of the cylinder tglon the gravel with a ringing concussion. | &tuty elbow into th
person behind me, and turned my head towards theg @gain. For a moment that circular cavity seemedectly
black. | had the sunset in my eyes.

| think everyone expected to see a man emagvgssibly something a little unlike us terrestriabmm but in a
essentials a man. | know | did. But, looking, |q@etly saw something stirring within the shadoweyigh billowy
movements, one above another, and then two lumidisiés-tike eyes. Then something resembling a little gegke
about the thickness of a walking stick, coiled wp of the writhing middle, and wriggled in the &wards me-anc
then another.

A sudden chill came over me. There was a loud kHr@mm a woman behind. | half turned, keeping mgyixec
upon the cylinder still, from which other tentaclesre now projecting, and began pushing my way Ik the edg
of the pit. | saw astonishment giving place to boron the faces of the people about me. | heardicngate
exclamations on all sides. There was a general memtebackwards. | saw the shopman strugglingastilthe edge «
the pit. | found myself alone, and saw the peoplé¢h® other side of the pit running off, Stent agdimem. | looke
again at the cylinder, and ungovernable terrorpgrgpme. | stood petrified and staring.

A big greyish rounded bulk, the size, perhaps, @kear, was rising slowly and painfully out of thdimder. As
bulged up and caught the light, it glistened liket Veather.

Two large darkeoloured eyes were regarding me steadfastly. Thes ieat framed them, the head of the thing,
rounded, and had, one might say, a face. Thereawasuth under the eyes, the lipless brim of whialvered an
panted, and dropped saliva. The whole creaturedueand pulsated convulsively. A lank tentacularesyolage grippe
the edge of the cylinder, another swayed in the air

Those who have never seen a living Martian carncetammagine the strange horror of its appearahhbe.peculiar V-
shaped mouth with its pointed upper lip, the absaidrow ridges, the absence of a chin beneatiwédugelike lowe
lip, the incessant quivering of this mouth, the g&or groups of tentacles, the tumultuous breathinipe lungs in

strange atmosphere, the evident heaviness andupea$ of movement due to the greater gravitatienalgy of th
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eartl--above all, the extraordinary intensity of the imsereye--were at once vital, intense, inhuman, crippled
monstrous. There was something fungoid in the loitywn skin, something in the clumsy deliberatioriteé tediou
movements unspeakably nasty. Even at this firsb@mer, this first glimpse, | was overcome withgdist and dread.

Suddenly the monster vanished. It had toppled thesbrim of the cylinder and fallen into the pitithwa thud like th
fall of a great mass of leather. | heard it givpezuliar thick cry, and forthwith another of theseatures appear
darkly in the deep shadow of the aperture.

| turned and, running madly, made for the firstugref trees, perhaps a hundred yards away; but slemtingly an
stumbling, for | could not avert my face from théisimgs.

There, among some young pine trees and furze buststspped, panting, and waited further developsiemhe
common round the sand pits was dotted with pegpéding like myself in a hafascinated terror, staring at th
creatures, or rather at the heaped gravel at the efdthe pit in which they lay. And then, withenewed horror, | se
a round, black object bobbing up and down on tlgeeed the pit. It was the head of the shopman wawfhllen in, bt
showing as a little black object against the haster sun. Now he got his shoulder and knee upagath he seem
to slip back until only his head was visible. Sudgihe vanished, and | could have fancied a fainie& had reache
me. | had a momentary impulse to go back and hetpttat my fears overruled.

Everything was then quite invisible, hidden by tieep pit and the heap of sand that the fall otcthi@der had mad
Anyone coming along the road from Chobham or Wokiurogild have been amazed at the sightiwindling multitud
of perhaps a hundred people or more standing ireat grregular circle, in ditches, behind bushehibd gates ar
hedges, saying little to one another and that ortslexcited shouts, and staring, staring hard fawaheaps of sar
The barrow of ginger beer stood, a queer derdiieick against the burning sky, and in the sandwés a row c
deserted vehicles with their horses feeding ouoskbags or pawing the ground.

CHAPTER FIVE

THE HEAT-RAY

After the glimpse | had had of the Martians emeggnom the cylinder in which they had come to thetle from thei
planet, a kind of fascination paralysed my actidrremained standing kneseep in the heather, staring at the mc
that hid them. | was a battleground of fear andosity.

| did not dare to go back towards the pit, butlt &passionate longing to peer into it. | begartking, therefore, in
big curve, seeking some point of vantage and coaliy looking at the sand heaps that hid these cewers to ot
earth. Once a leash of thin black whips, like thasaof an octopus, flashed across the sunset asdnaraediatel
withdrawn, and afterwards a thin rod rose up, joyjoint, bearing at its apex a circular disk thptin with a wobblin
motion. What could be going on there?

Most of the spectators had gathered in one or twos-one a little crowd towards Woking, the other a kot
people in the direction of Chobham. Evidently tl#yared my mental conflict. There were few near @me man
approached--he was, | perceived, a neighbour oepntimugh | did not know his namard accosted. But it w
scarcely a time for articulate conversation.

"What uglybrutes” he said. "Good God! What ugly brutes!" He rejekthis over and over again.
"Did you see a man in the pit?" | said; but he mad@nswer to that. We became silent, and stoodhiveg for a tim

side by side, deriving, | fancy, a certain comiarbne another's company. Then | shifted my pasitma little knol
that gave me the advantage of a yard or more géttg and when | looked for him presently he wadkimg toward
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Woking.

The sunset faded to twilight before anything furtheappened. The crowd far away on the left, towakisking.
seemed to grow, and | heard now a faint murmur fitorfhe little knot of people towards Chobham éised. Thel
was scarcely an intimation of movement from the pit

It was this, as much as anything, that gave peomleage, and | suppose the new arrivals from Wokisg helped 1
restore confidence. At any rate, as the dusk cama slow, intermittent movement upon the sand pégan,

movement that seemed to gather force as the stllnéthe evening about the cylinder remained WroVertica
black figures in twos and threes would advancey,st@tch, and advance again, spreading out asdideso in a thi
irregular crescent that promised to enclose thenpts attenuated horns. |, too, on my side beigamove towards tt

pit.

Then | saw some cabmen and others had walked bioldlyhe sand pits, and heard the clatter of haatsthe gride «
wheels. | saw a lad trundling off the barrow of l@sp And then, within thirty yards of the pit, adeing from th
direction of Horsell, | noted a little black kndtmen, the foremost of whom was waving a white .flag

This was the Deputation. There had been a hastyuttation, and since the Martians were evidentiyspite of the
repulsive forms, intelligent creatures, it had beesolved to show them, by approaching them wihals, that we tc
were intelligent.

Flutter, flutter, went the flag, first to the righthen to the left. It was too far for me to recisgnanyone there, t
afterwards | learned that Ogilvy, Stent, and Hesderwere with others in this attempt at communicatil his little
group had in its advance dragged inward, so toksphka circumference of the now almost completeleiof people
and a number of dim black figures followed it ataiteet distances.

Suddenly there was a flash of light, and a quamitjuminous greenish smoke came out of the pthiee distinc
puffs, which drove up, one after the other, straigto the still air.

This smoke (or flame, perhaps, would be the bettad for it) was so bright that the deep blue skgrbead and tt
hazy stretches of brown common towards Chertseéyyisie black pine trees, seemed to darken abrugsiyhese puf
arose, and to remain the darker after their dighefd the same time a faint hissing sound becamagoée.

Beyond the pit stood the little wedge of peoplehviite white flag at its apex, arrested by thesepimena, a little kni
of small vertical black shapes upon the black gdouks the green smoke arose, their faces flashéegallid greer
and faded again as it vanished. Then slowly thargspassed into a humming, into a long, loud, tgmnoise. Slowl
a humped shape rose out of the pit, and the gli@sbeam of light seemed to flicker out from it.

Forthwith flashes of actual flame, a bright glaraging from one to another, sprang from the seattgroup of men.
was as if some invisible jet impinged upon them #&shed into white flame. It was as if each mamensuddenly ar
momentarily turned to fire.

Then, by the light of their own destruction, | sthem staggering and falling, and their supportensing to run.

| stood staring, not as yet realising that this waath leaping from man to man in that little disterowd. All | fell
was that it was something very strange. An almogeabess and blinding flash of light, and a mahtehdlong and le
still; and as the unseen shaft of heat passedtbeer, pine trees burst into fire, and every drgdupbush became w
one dull thud a mass of flames. And far away towatdaphill | saw the flashes of trees and hedgekvemode!
buildings suddenly set alight.

It was sweeping round swiftly and steadily, thenfing death, this invisible, inevitable sword ohtd perceived
coming towards me by the flashing bushes it touched was too astounded and stupefied to stiratchthe crackl
of fire in the sand pits and the sudden squeal fudrae that was as suddenly stilled. Then it wa$ @s invisible ye
intensely heated finger were drawn through the Hegabetween me and the Martians, and all alongrairngyu line
beyond the sand pits the dark ground smoked aruflexh Something fell with a crash far away to ldfé where th
road from Woking station opens out on the commamth-with the hissing and humming ceased, and the blimkg-
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like object sank slowly out of sight into the

All this had happened with such swiftness that d sgbod motionless, dumbfounded and dazzled byfléisaes c
light. Had that death swept through a full cirdtemust inevitably have slain me in my surpriset Bupassed ar
spared me, and left the night about me suddenk alad unfamiliar.

The undulating common seemed now dark almost ttkhiss, except where its roadways lay grey andyraler th
deep blue sky of the early night. It was dark, anddenly void of men. Overhead the stars were maogteand in th
west the sky was still a pale, bright, almost grgeiblue. The tops of the pine trees and the robfdorsell came ol
sharp and black against the western afterglow.Maeians and their appliances were altogether inssave for thi
thin mast upon which their restless mirror wobblBatches of bush and isolated trees here and sheoked an
glowed still, and the houses towards Woking stati@ne sending up spires of flame into the stillnesthe evenin
air.

Nothing was changed save for that and a territienahment. The little group of black specks witle flag of whit
had been swept out of existence, and the stilloedee evening, so it seemed to me, had scarcely beoken.

It came to me that | was upon this dark commorplass, unprotected, and alone. Suddenly, likeragtfalling upol
me from without, came--fear.

With an effort | turned and began a stumbling tumotigh the heather.

The fear | felt was no rational fear, but a paeicdr not only of the Martians, but of the dusk atitiness all abol
me. Such an extraordinary effect in unmanning nfead that | ran weeping silently as a child might @nce | ha
turned, | did not dare to look back.

| remember | felt an extraordinary persuasion thatas being played with, that presently, when | wasn the ver
verge of safety, this mysterious death--as swifthespassage of lightould leap after me from the pit about
cylinder and strike me down.

CHAPTER SIX

THE HEAT-RAY IN THE CHOBHAM ROAD

It is still a matter of wonder how the Martians atde to slay men so swiftly and so silently. Mahink that in som
way they are able to generate an intense heatiramber of practically absolute noonductivity. This intense he
they project in a parallel beam against any objleey choose, by means of a polished parabolic motfainknowr
composition, much as the parabolic mirror of atlgluse projects a beam of light. But no one haslatedy prove:
these details. However it is done, it is certaiat th beam of heat is the essence of the mattet, Hed invisible
instead of visible, light. Whatever is combustiilshes into flame at its touch, lead runs like exait softens irol
cracks and melts glass, and when it falls uponnyvateontinently that explodes into steam.

That night nearly forty people lay under the sggriiabout the pit, charred and distorted beyondgeition, and a
night long the common from Horsell to Maybury waserted and brightly ablaze.

The news of the massacre probably reached Chobiaorking, and Ottershaw about the same time. In Wapkire
shops had closed when the tragedy happened, amthlzen of people, shop people and so forth, attidayethe storie
they had heard, were walking over the Horsell Bzidgd along the road between the hedges that uiret tast upo
the common. You may imagine the young people baisipeafter the labours of the day, and making niogelty, a
they would make any novelty, the excuse for walkiogether and enjoying a trivial flirtation. You ynéigure tc
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yourself the hum of voices along the road in tleagling. . .

As yet, of course, few people in Woking even knéat the cylinder had opened, though poor Hendehsoinsent
messenger on a bicycle to the post office withexsp wire to an evening paper.

As these folks came out by twos and threes uporopies, they found little knots of people talkingcigdly anc
peering at the spinning mirror over the sand pitsl the newcomers were, no doubt, soon infectatdogxcitement «
the occasion.

By half past eight, when the Deputation was destipyhere may have been a crowd of three hundreplgper mor
at this place, besides those who had left the toagproach the Martians nearer. There were thoéegmen too, or
of whom was mounted, doing their best, under insions from Stent, to keep the people back andrdetn fron
approaching the cylinder. There was some booing filtose more thoughtless and excitable souls torwd@rowd i
always an occasion for noise and horse-play.

Stent and Ogilvy, anticipating some possibilitiégaollision, had telegraphed from Horsell to beeracks as soon
the Martians emerged, for the help of a compansotdiers to protect these strange creatures frahemnte. After the
they returned to lead that fikted advance. The description of their deatht asas seen by the crowd, tallies v
closely with my own impressions: the three puffggen smoke, the deep humming note, and the Hasftitame.

But that crowd of people had a far narrower esdfya® mine. Only the fact that a hummock of heathsag
intercepted the lower part of the Hddy saved them. Had the elevation of the paralmircor been a few yar
higher, none could have lived to tell the tale. yeaw the flashes and the men falling and an iblagiand, as it wer
lit the bushes as it hurried towards them throdnghtwvilight. Then, with a whistling note that rcsgove the droning
the pit, the beam swung close over their headstitig the tops of the beech trees that line the,raad splitting th
bricks, smashing the windows, firing the windownfies, and bringing down in crumbling ruin a portadrthe gable ¢
the house nearest the corner.

In the sudden thud, hiss, and glare of the ignitiegs, the panistricken crowd seems to have swayed hesitating
some moments. Sparks and burning twigs began ltanfal the road, and single leaves like puffs @inile. Hats ar
dresses caught fire. Then came a crying from tmenoon. There were shrieks and shouts, and suddemguate:
policeman came galloping through the confusion Wwithhands clasped over his head, screaming.

"They're coming!" a woman shrieked, and incontiheateryone was turning and pushing at those bemmdrder t
clear their way to Woking again. They must havadibls blindly as a flock of sheep. Where the mradvs narrov
and black between the high banks the crowd jamiauedi a desperate struggle occurred. All that cromchdt escap:
three persons at least, two women and a little n@ye crushed and trampled there, and left to whiel ahe terror an
the darkness.

CHAPTER SEVEN

HOW | REACHED HOME

For my own part, | remember nothing of my flighttept the stress of blundering against trees amdiding throug!
the heather. All about me gathered the invisibieots of the Martians; that pitiless sword of heaémed whirling 1
and fro, flourishing overhead before it descendstisanote me out of life. | came into the road betnwthe crossroa
and Horsell, and ran along this to the crossroads.

At last | could go no further; | was exhausted with violence of my emotion and of my flight, anstdggered and fi
by the wayside. That was near the bridge that esogee canal by the gasworks. | fell and lay
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| must have remained there some t

| sat up, strangely perplexed. For a moment, pexhiapould not clearly understand how | came thihe.terror ha
fallen from me like a garment. My hat had gone, arydcollar had burst away from its fastener. A femutes befor:
there had only been three real things before timeimmensity of the night and space and naturepwmy feeblene:
and anguish, and the near approach of death. Nevastas if something turned over, and the pointieiv altere:
abruptly. There was no sensible transition from stage of mind to the other. | was immediately $b# of every da
again-a decent, ordinary citizen. The silent common,itheulse of my flight, the starting flames, wereifathey hac
been in a dream. | asked myself had these lattggghndeed happened? | could not credit it.

| rose and walked unsteadily up the steep inclinthe bridge. My mind was blank wonder. My muscéesl nerve
seemed drained of their strength. | dare say Igstagl drunkenly. A head rose over the arch, andiguee of ¢
workman carrying a basket appeared. Beside hinadétie boy. He passed me, wishing me good niphas minde
to speak to him, but did not. | answered his gngetvith a meaningless mumble and went on over tiokg®.

Over the Maybury arch a train, a billowing tumuttwehite, firelit smoke, and a long caterpillar ajhted windows
went flying south-latter, clatter, clap, rap, and it had gone. A diraup of people talked in the gate of one of
houses in the pretty little row of gables that walled Oriental Terrace. It was all so real andasuiliar. And tha
behind me! It was frantic, fantastic! Such thingmld myself, could not be.

Perhaps | am a man of exceptional moods. | do mowkhow far my experience is common. At times Fesufrom the
strangest sense of detachment from myself and thvéd vabout me; | seem to watch it all from the aés fron
somewhere inconceivably remote, out of time, owpeEce, out of the stress and tragedy of it alils Téeling was vet
strong upon me that night. Here was another sideytdream.

But the trouble was the blank incongruity of thesenity and the swift death flying yonder, not tmdes away. Thel
was a noise of business from the gasworks, andléuric lamps were all alight. | stopped at theugr of people.

"What news from the common?" said I.

There were two men and a woman at the gate.

"Eh?" said one of the men, turning.

"What news from the common?" | said.

"Ain't yer justbeenthere?" asked the men.

"People seem fair silly about the common,"” saidvbbenan over the gate. "What's it all abart?"
"Haven't you heard of the men from Mars?" saidHg"creatures from Mars?"

"Quite enough," said the woman over the gate. "kb&rand all three of them laughed.

| felt foolish and angry. | tried and found | coutadt tell them what | had seen. They laughed agaimy broke
sentences.

"You'll hear more yet," | said, and went on to nonte.
| startled my wife at the doorway, so haggard wdsaent into the dining room, sat down, drank somee, and s
soon as | could collect myself sufficiently | tofher the things | had seen. The dinner, which wasld one, ha

already been served, and remained neglected dalifeewhile | told my story.

"There is one thing," | said, to allay the featsad aroused; "they are the most sluggish thing®id saw crawl. The
may keep the pit and kill people who come near tHarhthey cannot get out of it. . . . But the lbomf them?!

9/4/201:



Pagel4 of 86
"Don't, dear!" said my wife, knitting her brows apdtting her hand on mir

"Poor Ogilvy!" | said. "To think he may be lying al& there!"

My wife at least did not find my experience inctddi When | saw how deadly white her face wasaked abruptly.
"They may come here," she said again and again.

| pressed her to take wine, and tried to reasserre h

"They can scarcely move," | said.

| began to comfort her and myself by repeatingtladit Ogilvy had told me of the impossibility of tidartians
establishing themselves on the earth. In partidukaid stress on the gravitational difficulty. @me surface of the ea
the force of gravity is three times what it is twe surface of Mars. A Martian, therefore, would gheihree times mo
than on Mars, albeit his muscular strength wouldh#esame. His own body would be a cope of leakirta That
indeed, was the general opinion. Batie Timesnd theDaily Telegraph for instance, insisted on it the next morn
and both overlooked, just as | did, two obvious ifyaag influences.

The atmosphere of the earth, we now know, confainsiore oxygen or far less argon (whichever wag lites to pL
it) than does Mars. The invigorating influencestlué excess of oxygen upon the Martians indispytaid much t
counterbalance the increased weight of their bodMasl, in the second place, we all overlooked thet that suc
mechanical intelligence as the Martian possessedwiie able to dispense with muscular exertica @hch.

But | did not consider these points at the tima& sm my reasoning was dead against the chancs afvaders. Wit
wine and food, the confidence of my own table, #rednecessity of reassuring my wife, | grew by nssigle degree
courageous and secure.

"They have done a foolish thing," said I, fingerimg wineglass. "They are dangerous because, na,dbely are me
with terror. Perhaps they expected to find no bvihings--certainly no intelligent living things."

"A shell in the pit" said |, "if the worst comesttee worst will kill them all.”

The intense excitement of the events had no daibtrly perceptive powers in a state of erethismeniember thi
dinner table with extraordinary vividness even ndly. dear wife's sweet anxious face peering at mmfunder th
pink lamp shade, the white cloth with its silvedaglass table furniturder in those days even philosophical wri
had many little luxuries--the crimsgurple wine in my glass, are photographically didti At the end of it | se
tempering nuts with a cigarette, regretting Oggwgshness, and denouncing the shortsighted tinatlthe Martians.

So some respectable dodo in the Mauritius migheHarded it in his nest, and discussed the aro¥ahat shipful o
pitiless sailors in want of animal food. "We wikgk them to death tomorrow, my dear."

| did not know it, but that was the last civilisdishner | was to eat for very many strange andlikrdays.

CHAPTER EIGHT

FRIDAY NIGHT

The most extraordinary thing to my mind, of all #teange and wonderful things that happened upainRhday, wa
the dovetailing of the commonplace habits of owiaoorder with the first beginnings of the seredsevents that w:
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to topple that social order headlong. If on Fricéght you had taken a pair of compasses and dravircke with ¢
radius of five miles round the Woking sand pitsloubt if you would have had one human being outgjdenless |
were some relation of Stent or of the three or foyrlists or London people lying dead on the commehost
emotions or habits were at all affected by the wemers. Many people had heard of the cylinderpafse, and talke
about it in their leisure, but it certainly did nobke the sensation that an ultimatum to Germanyidvaave done.

In London that night poor Henderson's telegram ril@sg the gradual unscrewing of the shot was jadge be .
canard, and his evening paper, after wiring fohaatication from him and receiving no reply--themvaas killed--
decided not to print a special edition.

Even within the fivemile circle the great majority of people were inérhave already described the behaviour o
men and women to whom | spoke. All over the distpeople were dining and supping; working men wgaedenin
after the labours of the day, children were being tp bed, young people were wandering throughlahes love-
making, students sat over their books.

Maybe there was a murmur in the village streetg\eel and dominant topic in the pubhouses, and here and the
messenger, or even an eyiéness of the later occurrences, caused a whigixoftement, a shouting, and a runnin
and fro; but for the most part the daily routinevedrking, eating, drinking, sleeping, went on asdd done fc
countless yearsas though no planet Mars existed in the sky. ExéWeaking station and Horsell and Chobham
was the case.

In Woking junction, until a late hour, trains weséopping and going on, others were shunting onsidengs
passengers were alighting and waiting, and evergthias proceeding in the most ordinary way. A boynfthe towr
trenching on Smith's monopoly, was selling papeith the afternoon's news. The ringing impact otksj the shal
whistle of the engines from the junction, mingledhwtheir shouts of "Men from Mars!" Excited mennoa into th
station about nine o'clock with incredible tidings\d caused no more disturbance than drunkardst tayle done
People rattling Londonwards peered into the dakmedside the carriage windows, and saw only a fack&ering,
vanishing spark dance up from the direction of ldibys red glow and a thin veil of smoke driving@ss the stars, a
thought that nothing more serious than a heathafas happening. It was only round the edge of trengon that ar
disturbance was perceptible. There were half amdeikas burning on the Woking border. There weghts in all th
houses on the common side of the three villagabitapeople there kept awake till dawn.

A curious crowd lingered restlessly, people comamgl going but the crowd remaining, both on the Glaob an
Horsell bridges. One or two adventurous souls as &fterwards found, went into the darkness andledaquite nee
the Martians; but they never returned, for now agdin a lightray, like the beam of a warship's searchlight swie¢
common, and the He&ay was ready to follow. Save for such, that bigganf common was silent and desolate,
the charred bodies lay about on it all night urtlerstars, and all the next day. A noise of hammgefriom the pit we
heard by many people.

So you have the state of things on Friday nightthie centre, sticking into the skin of our old @artarth like
poisoned dart, was this cylinder. But the poisors wearcely working yet. Around it was a patch ¢érgi commor
smouldering in places, and with a few dark, dimd#rs objects lying in contorted attitudes here dedet Here ar
there was a burning bush or tree. Beyond was gdrof excitement, and farther than that fringeitifiiemmation ha
not crept as yet. In the rest of the world theastref life still flowed as it had flowed for immemal years. The fevi
of war that would presently clog vein and arteyaden nerve and destroy brain, had still to develop

All night long the Martians were hammering andrstg, sleepless, indefatigable, at work upon theres they wel
making ready, and ever and again a puff of greewtsite smoke whirled up to the starlit sky.

About eleven a company of soldiers came throughsélbrand deployed along the edge of the commoaiono
cordon. Later a second company marched through l@&mhto deploy on the north side of the common. &d
officers from the Inkerman barracks had been orctdmmon earlier in the day, and one, Major Eders weported t
be missing. The colonel of the regiment came taGhebham bridge and was busy questioning the cetwdidnight
The military authorities were certainly alive taetkeriousness of the business. About eleven, tktenm@ning's pape
were able to say, a squadron of hussars, two Maxamgd about four hundred men of the Cardigan regirsgrte:
from Aldershot
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A few seconds after midnight the crowd in the Céeytroad, Woking, saw a star fall from heaven the®opine wooc
to the northwest. It had a greenish colour, andedta silent brightness like summer lightning. Thés the secot
cylinder.

CHAPTER NINE

THE FIGHTING BEGINS

Saturday lives in my memory as a day of suspensgas a day of lassitude too, hot and close, Witiwn told, :
rapidly fluctuating barometer. | had slept butditftthough my wife had succeeded in sleeping, ande early. | wel
into my garden before breakfast and stood listerbagtowards the common there was nothing stirbaga lark.

The milkman came as usual. | heard the rattle ®thariot and | went round to the side gate totlhsKkatest news. t
told me that during the night the Martians had beemounded by troops, and that guns were expedieen-a
familiar, reassuring note--1 heard a train runrniomyards Woking.

"They aren't to be killed," said the milkman, 'hiat can possibly be avoided.”

| saw my neighbour gardening, chatted with him &rime, and then strolled in to breakfast. It wasnas
unexceptional morning. My neighbour was of opinitvat the troops would be able to capture or tordgsthe
Martians during the day.

"It's a pity they make themselves so unapproactiab&esaid. "It would be curious to know how thexelon anothe
planet; we might learn a thing or two."

He came up to the fence and extended a handfulraiviserries, for his gardening was as generoust agas
enthusiastic. At the same time he told me of thmibg of the pine woods about the Byfleet Golf Lsnk

"They say," said he, "that there's another of tHuessed things fallen theraeimber two. But one's enough, sur
This lot'll cost the insurance people a pretty pebefore everything's settled.” He laughed withaanof the greate
good humour as he said this. The woods, he saig st#l burning, and pointed out a haze of smakme. "They wil
be hot under foot for days, on account of the tlsgk of pine needles and turf," he said, and thesw serious ovi
"poor Ogilvy."

After breakfast, instead of working, | decided talkvdown towards the common. Under the railway deidl found .
group of soldierssappers, | think, men in small round caps, dirtyjeekets unbuttoned, and showing their blue §
dark trousers, and boots coming to the calf. Tléy me no one was allowed over the canal, and,ihgo&long th
road towards the bridge, | saw one of the Cardigan standing sentinel there. | talked with theddisis for a time;
told them of my sight of the Martians on the presevening. None of them had seen the Martianstredhad bt
the vaguest ideas of them, so that they plied ntle guestions. They said that they did not know \Wwhd authorise
the movements of the troops; their idea was thdispute had arisen at the Horse Guards. The oxdseuper is
great deal better educated than the common soler they discussed the peculiar conditions ofpibesible figh
with some acuteness. | described the Heat-Rayetn tand they began to argue among themselves.

"Craw! up under cover and rush 'em, say |," saiel on

"Get aht!" said another. "What's cover against '#ns 'eat? Sticks to cook yer! What we got togdtmigo as near as-
ground'll let us, and then drive a trench."”

"Blow yer trenches! You always want trenches; yagld to ha' been born a rabbit Snip
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"Ain't they got any necks, then?" said a third ugby--a little, contemplative, dark man, smoking a

| repeated my description.

"Octopuses,"” said he, "that's what | calls ‘'emk™Bdlout fishers of men--fighters of fish it is thise!"

"It ain't no murder killing beasts like that,” sdfte first speaker.

"Why not shell the darned things strite off anddin'em?" said the little dark man. "You carn veliat they might do.”
"Where's your shells?" said the first speaker. Y&l@@n't no time. Do it in a rush, that's my tipdado it at once."

So they discussed it. After a while | left themdament on to the railway station to get as manynimgy papers as
could.

But | will not weary the reader with a descriptiofthat long morning and of the longer afternoodid not succeed
getting a glimpse of the common, for even Horsalll £hobham church towers were in the hands of tiigam
authorities. The soldiers | addressed didn't knoyitlang; the officers were mysterious as well asybu found peopl
in the town quite secure again in the presencehefmilitary, and | heard for the first time from Mahall, the
tobacconist, that his son was among the dead oedhmemon. The soldiers had made the people on ttekids o
Horsell lock up and leave their houses.

| got back to lunch about two, very tired for, dsave said, the day was extremely hot and dull;iaratder to refres
myself | took a cold bath in the afternoon. Aboalftpast four | went up to the railway station tt @n evening pap:
for the morning papers had contained only a veagcenrate description of the killing of Stent, Hersda, Ogilvy, an
the others. But there was little 1 didn't know. THartians did not show an inch of themselves. Teegmed busy
their pit, and there was a sound of hammering analmost continuous streamer of smoke. Apparehty tvere bus
getting ready for a struggle. "Fresh attempts Hasen made to signal, but without success," wasstheeotype
formula of the papers. A sapper told me it was doyne@ man in a ditch with a flag on a long polee artians too
as much notice of such advances as we should ¢dwheg of a cow.

| must confess the sight of all this armament, thit preparation, greatly excited me. My imaginatioecam
belligerent, and defeated the invaders in a doxeking ways; something of my schoolboy dreams aftle an:
heroism came back. It hardly seemed a fair fighhéoat that time. They seemed very helpless ingihaff theirs.

About three o'clock there began the thud of a dunemsured intervals from Chertsey or Addlestohearned that tt
smouldering pine wood into which the second cylindad fallen was being shelled, in the hope ofrdgsig tha
object before it opened. It was only about fivewhwer, that a field gun reached Chobham for usénagthe firs
body of Martians.

About six in the evening, as | sat at tea with mfewn the summerhouse talking vigorously about lbagle that we
lowering upon us, | heard a muffled detonation frim® common, and immediately after a gust of firi@tpse on th
heels of that came a violent rattling crash, qualtse to us, that shook the ground; and, startirigupon the lawn,
saw the tops of the trees about the Oriental Cellmgst into smoky red flame, and the tower oflittle church besid
it slide down into ruin. The pinnacle of the mosdnael vanished, and the roof line of the collegelfitooked as if
hundredton gun had been at work upon it. One of our chiysreracked as if a shot had hit it, flew, and a@ief i
came clattering down the tiles and made a heaposde red fragments upon the flower bed by my stushgdow.

| and my wife stood amazed. Then | realised thatctiest of Maybury Hill must be within range of tdartians' Heat-
Ray now that the college was cleared out of the. way

At that | gripped my wife's arm, and without cerempaan her out into the road. Then | fetched oatgarvant, tellin
her | would go upstairs myself for the box she wlasnouring for.

"We can't possibly stay here,” | said; and as kepbe firing reopened for a moment upon the com
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"But where are we to go?" said my wife in ter

| thought perplexed. Then | remembered her cowstiheatherhead.

"Leatherhead!" | shouted above the sudden noise.

She looked away from me downhill. The people wemiag out of their houses, astonished.
"How are we to get to Leatherhead?" she said.

Down the hill | saw a bevy of hussars ride under tailway bridge; three galloped through the opateg of th
Oriental College; two others dismounted, and beganing from house to house. The sun, shining tiindhe smok
that drove up from the tops of the trees, seemeaidaled, and threw an unfamiliar lurid light uporesything.

"Stop here,” said I; "you are safe here"; and itsthoff at once for the Spotted Dog, for | knew thndlord had
horse and dog cart. | ran, for | perceived thad moment everyone upon this side of the hill wdaddnoving. | foun
him in his bar, quite unaware of what was goindgehind his house. A man stood with his back totalking to him.

"I must have a pound,” said the landlord, "and Heeone to drive it."
"Il give you two," said I, over the stranger'ssider.

"What for?"

"And I'll bring it back by midnight," | said.

"Lord!" said the landlord; "what's the hurry? I'mll;ng my bit of a pig. Two pounds, and you bringack? What
going on now?"

| explained hastily that | had to leave my home] an secured the dog cart. At the time it did eeins to me nearly
urgent that the landlord should leave his. | toakecto have the cart there and then, drove it offrdthe road, an
leaving it in charge of my wife and servant, rusiv@d my house and packed a few valuables, sude plawe ha
and so forth. The beech trees below the house lmareng while | did this, and the palings up thadaylowed re«
While | was occupied in this way, one of the dismied hussars came running up. He was going frorséhtahous:
warning people to leave. He was going on as | caoteof my front door, lugging my treasures, doneinige
tablecloth. | shouted after him:

"What news?"

He turned, stared, bawled something about "crawdingin a thing like a dish cover,” and ran onhe gate of tr
house at the crest. A sudden whirl of black smokeirdy across the road hid him for a moment. | tanmy
neighbour's door and rapped to satisfy myself chtwhalready knew, that his wife had gone to Londoth him anc
had locked up their house. | went in again, acogrdo my promise, to get my servant's box, luggemi, clapped
beside her on the tail of the dog cart, and themglectithe reins and jumped up into the driver's beatde my wife. |
another moment we were clear of the smoke and namgkespanking down the opposite slope of Maybuhytéivards
Old Woking.

In front was a quiet sunny landscape, a wheat fi¢ldad on either side of the road, and the Maybumywith its
swinging sign. | saw the doctor's cart ahead of Atehe bottom of the hill | turned my head to loakthe hillside
was leaving. Thick streamers of black smoke shah whreads of red fire were driving up into thdl sdir, anc
throwing dark shadows upon the green treetops eastwhe smoke already extended far away to theaeaswvest+o
the Byfleet pine woods eastward, and to Woking les west. The road was dotted with people runnimgatds us
And very faint now, but very distinct through thethquiet air, one heard the whirr of a machgus that was presen
stilled, and an intermittent cracking of rifles. pgrently the Martians were setting fire to evenmythwithin range ¢
their Hea-Ray
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| am not an expert driver, and | had immediatelyutm my attention to the horse. When | looked bagé&in the secol
hill had hidden the black smoke. | slashed the énargh the whip, and gave him a loose rein untilkiig and Sen
lay between us and that quivering tumult. | ovektand passed the doctor between Woking and Send.

CHAPTER TEN

IN THE STORM

Leatherhead is about twelve miles from Maybury .Hilhe scent of hay was in the air through the losadow
beyond Pyrford, and the hedges on either side swet and gay with multitudes of dogses. The heavy firing tt
had broken out while we were driving down Mayburyl ideased as abruptly as it began, leaving theniegevery
peaceful and still. We got to Leatherhead withoigadventure about nine o'clock, and the horse Inadoar's re:
while | took supper with my cousins and commendgdaife to their care.

My wife was curiously silent throughout the drivamd seemed oppressed with forebodings of evillketato he
reassuringly, pointing out that the Martians weee to the Pit by sheer heaviness, and at the wtooosd but crawl
little out of it; but she answered only in monoaplies. Had it not been for my promise to the inpkegshe would,
think, have urged me to stay in Leatherhead thgtitnMWould that | had! Her face, | remember, wa/ wehite as w
parted.

For my own part, | had been feverishly exciteddaly. Something very like the war fever that ocaaaily run:
through a civilised community had got into my blpathd in my heart | was not so very sorry thatd kareturn t
Maybury that night. | was even afraid that that fasillade | had heard might mean the extermimatbour invadel
from Mars. | can best express my state of minddyyrg that | wanted to be in at the death.

It was nearly eleven when | started to return. Tilght was unexpectedly dark; to me, walking outtled lightec
passage of my cousins' house, it seemed indeekl, lalad it was as hot and close as the day. Overtheaclouds wel
driving fast, albeit not a breath stirred the sisrabout us. My cousins' man lit both lamps. Happilknew the roa
intimately. My wife stood in the light of the dooay, and watched me until | jumped up into the dag.cThel
abruptly she turned and went in, leaving my cousids by side wishing me good hap.

| was a little depressed at first with the contagaf my wife's fears, but very soon my thoughtseréad to th
Martians. At that time | was absolutely in the daskto the course of the evening's fighting. | md know even tt
circumstances that had precipitated the conflist.| Aame through Ockham (for that was the way urretd, and ni
through Send and Old Woking) | saw along the wesherizon a blooded glow, which as | drew nearer, crept slc
up the sky. The driving clouds of the gatheringidherstorm mingled there with masses of black addsneoke.

Ripley Street was deserted, and except for a llghi@dow or so the village showed not a sign a;libut | narrowl
escaped an accident at the corner of the roadrforidywhere a knot of people stood with their stk me. They sa
nothing to me as | passed. | do not know what #rew of the things happening beyond the hill, noi &now if the
silent houses | passed on my way were sleepingagcor deserted and empty, or harassed and wat@gainst tr
terror of the night.

From Ripley until | came through Pyrford | was hetvalley of the Wey, and the red glare was hiddem me. As
ascended the little hill beyond Pyrford Church gfere came into view again, and the trees aboushmered with th
first intimation of the storm that was upon me. ithdeard midnight pealing out from Pyrford Chuthind me, ar
then came the silhouette of Maybury Hill, withtitse-tops and roofs black and sharp against the red

Even as | beheld this a lurid green glare lit th&drabout me and showed the distant woods towadtdiestone. | felt
tug at the reins. | saw that the driving clouds badn pierced as it were by a thread of greendirddenly lightin
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their confusion and falling into the field to myftldt was the third falling sta

Close on its apparition, and blindingly violet byntrast, danced out the first lightning of the gaittg storm, and tt
thunder burst like a rocket overhead. The horsk tloe bit between his teeth and bolted.

A moderate incline runs towards the foot of MaybHiilf, and down this we clattered. Once the lighthhad begun,
went on in as rapid a succession of flashes asd bhaer seen. The thunderclaps, treading one oheéks of anoth
and with a strange crackling accompaniment, soumdexk like the working of a gigantic electric mawhithan th
usual detonating reverberations. The flickerindnligzas blinding and confusing, and a thin hail ssngastily at m
face as | drove down the slope.

At first | regarded little but the road before naad then abruptly my attention was arrested by sunge that wa
moving rapidly down the opposite slope of Maybumjl.Ht first | took it for the wet roof of a housdut one flas
following another showed it to be in swift rollingovement. It was an elusive visioa-moment of bewilderir
darkness, and then, in a flash like daylight, gk masses of the Orphanage near the crest oflththdigreen tops !
the pine trees, and this problematical object cautelear and sharp and bright.

And this Thing | saw! How can | describe it? A mwooss tripod, higher than many houses, stridingr dkie youn:
pine trees, and smashing them aside in its ca@sessglking engine of glittering metal, striding n@aeross the heath
articulate ropes of steel dangling from it, and ¢kadtering tumult of its passage mingling with tha of the thunde
A flash, and it came out vividly, heeling over omay with two feet in the air, to vanish and reapp®eost instantl
as it seemed, with the next flash, a hundred yaedser. Can you imagine a milking stool tilted &avlied violentl
along the ground? That was the impression thoganhfiashes gave. But instead of a milking stomdgine it a gre.
body of machinery on a tripod stand.

Then suddenly the trees in the pine wood ahead eofvere parted, as brittle reeds are parted by a thrasting
through them; they were snapped off and driven loaggd and a second huge tripod appeared, rushing,seeme
headlong towards me. And | was galloping hard teetmg At the sight of the second monster my newwen
altogether. Not stopping to look again, | wrenclieel horse's head hard round to the right and ithenanoment tr
dog cart had heeled over upon the horse; the staished noisily, and | was flung sideways andhfedlvily into i
shallow pool of water.

| crawled out almost immediately, and crouched, fewst still in the water, under a clump of furze.eThorse la
motionless (his neck was broken, poor brute!) apdhle lightning flashes | saw the black bulk of theerturned dc
cart and the silhouette of the wheel still spinnghgwly. In another moment the colossal mechanisntwtriding b
me, and passed uphill towards Pyrford.

Seen nearer, the Thing was incredibly stranget feas no mere insensate machine driving on its.Wwégchine it wa:s
with a ringing metallic pace, and long, flexibldittgring tentacles (one of which gripped a youmgeptree) swingin
and rattling about its strange body. It pickedritad as it went striding along, and the brazen hbatlsurmounted
moved to and fro with the inevitable suggestioradfead looking about. Behind the main body wasgehuass «
white metal like a gigantic fisherman's basket, pofls of green smoke squirted out from the jowftshe limbs as tt
monster swept by me. And in an instant it was gone.

So much | saw then, all vaguely for the flickerwighe lightning, in blinding highlights and densack shadows.

As it passed it set up an exultant deafening htvat trowned the thunder--"Aloo! Aloo!and in another minute
was with its companion, half a mile away, stoopavgr something in the field. I have no doubt thisng in the fielc
was the third of the ten cylinders they had firedsafrom Mars.

For some minutes | lay there in the rain and daskneatching, by the intermittent light, these momst beings «
metal moving about in the distance over the hedgs.tA thin hail was now beginning, and as it camé went the
figures grew misty and then flashed into clearreegain. Now and then came a gap in the lightningl, #we nigh
swallowed them up.

| was soaked with hail above and puddle water belowas some time before my blank astonishmentladvéat me
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struggle up the bank to a drier position, or thamlkall of my imminent peri

Not far from me was a little o-roomed squatter's hut of wood, surrounded by ahpaftpotato garden. | strugglec
my feet at last, and, crouching and making usevefyechance of cover, | made a run for this. | hared at the doc
but | could not make the people hear (if there wamg people inside), and after a time | desistad, availing myse
of a ditch for the greater part of the way, suceeled crawling, unobserved by these monstrous mashinto the pir
woods towards Maybury.

Under cover of this | pushed on, wet and shivenogy, towards my own house. | walked among the ttgasg tc
find the footpath. It was very dark indeed in theod, for the lightning was now becoming infrequeamtd the hai
which was pouring down in a torrent, fell in colusrthrough the gaps in the heavy foliage.

If I had fully realised the meaning of all the thel had seen | should have immediately worked ray mund throug
Byfleet to Street Cobham, and so gone back torrajoy wife at Leatherhead. But that night the stearggs of thing
about me, and my physical wretchedness, prevengedanl was bruised, weary, wet to the skin, deafeand blinde
by the storm.

| had a vague idea of going on to my own house,thatiwas as much motive as | had. | staggeredigffirthe tree
fell into a ditch and bruised my knees againstamlp| and finally splashed out into the lane thatdawn from th
College Arms. | say splashed, for the storm wates sweeping the sand down the hill in a muddy mbriEnere in th
darkness a man blundered into me and sent me gdwdick.

He gave a cry of terror, sprang sideways, and disinebefore | could gather my wits sufficientlygpeak to him. £
heavy was the stress of the storm just at thisepilaat | had the hardest task to win my way uphiliel went close u
to the fence on the left and worked my way alosg@dlings.

Near the top | stumbled upon something soft, aydalflash of lightning, saw between my feet a heélack
broadcloth and a pair of boots. Before | couldidgiish clearly how the man lay, the flicker ofHighad passed
stood over him waiting for the next flash. Whercaime, | saw that he was a sturdy man, cheaply dtusmabbil
dressed; his head was bent under his body, andyherlimpled up close to the fence, as though hebkad flun
violently against it.

Overcoming the repugnance natural to one who hadrrigefore touched a dead body, | stooped anddunima ove
to feel for his heart. He was quite dead. Appayehit neck had been broken. The lightning flasherdaf third time
and his face leaped upon me. | sprang to my feetas the landlord of the Spotted Dog, whose coameg | ha
taken.

| stepped over him gingerly and pushed on up tHelhnade my way by the police station and thel€yp Arm:
towards my own house. Nothing was burning on thisitke, though from the common there still camea@ glare an
a rolling tumult of ruddy smoke beating up agaih& drenching hail. So far as | could see by thshiés, the hous
about me were mostly uninjured. By the College Amntiark heap lay in the road.

Down the road towards Maybury Bridge there wereesiand the sound of feet, but | had not the ceutraghout ¢
to go to them. | let myself in with my latchkeypskd, locked and bolted the door, staggered ttotiteof the staircas
and sat down. My imagination was full of thosedtrg metallic monsters, and of the dead body snthalgainst th
fence.

| crouched at the foot of the staircase with mykidacthe wall, shivering violently.

CHAPTER ELEVEN
AT THE WINDOW
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| have already said that my storms of emotion haweck of exhausting themselves. After a timedcdivered that
was cold and wet, and with little pools of watepabme on the stair carpet. | got up almost medadigi went int
the dining room and drank some whiskey, and th@ad moved to change my clothes.

After | had done that | went upstairs to my stuolyt why | did so | do not know. The window of mydy looks ove
the trees and the railway towards Horsell Commorthé hurry of our departure this window had bedhdpen. Th
passage was dark, and, by contrast with the pidiueewindow frame enclosed, the side of the roomnss
impenetrably dark. | stopped short in the doorway.

The thunderstorm had passed. The towers of thenfati€ollege and the pine trees about it had gand,very fa
away, lit by a vivid red glare, the common about #and pits was visible. Across the light huge lblskape:
grotesque and strange, moved busily to and fro.

It seemed indeed as if the whole country in thegaion was on firea broad hillside set with minute tongues of fle
swaying and writhing with the gusts of the dyingrst, and throwing a red reflection upon the cleadd abov:
Every now and then a haze of smoke from some neardtagration drove across the window and hid Maatiar
shapes. | could not see what they were doing, m®rctear form of them, nor recognise the black abj¢hey wer
busied upon. Neither could | see the nearer fireygh the reflections of it danced on the wall aeiling of the stud
A sharp, resinous tang of burning was in the air.

| closed the door noiselessly and crept towardsvindow. As | did so, the view opened out until, thie one hand,
reached to the houses about Woking station, anth@rother to the charred and blackened pine wobdyfheet.
There was a light down below the hill, on the raijyvnear the arch, and several of the houses #enljlaybury roa
and the streets near the station were glowing rdihs light upon the railway puzzled me at firere were a blas
heap and a vivid glare, and to the right of thadva of yellow oblongs. Then | perceived this wasracked train, tr
fore part smashed and on fire, the hinder carriagksipon the rails.

Between these three main centres of light--the émuthe train, and the burning county towards Chobhkstretche
irregular patches of dark country, broken here thede by intervals of dimly glowing and smoking gnd. It was th
strangest spectacle, that black expanse set withlfireminded me, more than anything else, ofRbtteries at nigr
At first | could distinguish no people at all, tighul peered intently for them. Later | saw agathst light of Woking
station a number of black figures hurrying oneratte other across the line.

And this was the little world in which | had beewvirg securely for years, this fiery chaos! What lreappened in tl
last seven hours | still did not know; nor did lokm though | was beginning to guess, the relatietwben thes
mechanical colossi and the sluggish lumps | had gesgorged from the cylinder. With a queer feelaigmpersone
interest | turned my desk chair to the window, datvn, and stared at the blackened country, andcpkatly at the
three gigantic black things that were going to findn the glare about the sand pits.

They seemed amazingly busy. | began to ask mydwdt whey could be. Were they intelligent mechan®&i@ach
thing | felt was impossible. Or did a Martian siithin each, ruling, directing, using, much as a mdmain sits ar
rules in his body? | began to compare the thingsutman machines, to ask myself for the first timeniy life how al
ironclad or a steam engine would seem to an igsgili lower animal.

The storm had left the sky clear, and over the smadkhe burning land the little fading pinpointMérs was droppir
into the west, when a soldier came into my gardiéeard a slight scraping at the fence, and rousiggelf from th
lethargy that had fallen upon me, | looked down aad/ him dimly, clambering over the palings. At sight o
another human being my torpor passed, and | leantdf the window eagerly.

"Hist!" said |, in a whisper.

He stopped astride of the fence in doubt. Thenamecover and across the lawn to the corner of thusdr He be
down and stepped softly.

"Who's there?" he said, also whispering, standimdeuthe window and peering
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"Where are you going?" | ask

"God knows."

"Are you trying to hide?"
"That's it."

"Come into the house," | said.

| went down, unfastened the door, and let him nd Ebcked the door again. | could not see his falmewas hatles
and his coat was unbuttoned.

"My God!" he said, as | drew him in.
"What has happened?” | asked.

"What hasn't?" In the obscurity | could see he madesture of despair. "They wiped us @itrply wiped us out," t
repeated again and again.

He followed me, almost mechanically, into the dghmoom.
"Take some whiskey," | said, pouring out a stifdo

He drank it. Then abruptly he sat down before #i#et, put his head on his arms, and began to sblwaep like
little boy, in a perfect passion of emotion, wHilevith a curious forgetfulness of my own recensjolr, stood besi
him, wondering.

It was a long time before he could steady his reteeanswer my questions, and then he answeredtepegly anc
brokenly. He was a driver in the artillery, and fwady come into action about seven. At that timandj was going o
across the common, and it was said the first paftiartians were crawling slowly towards their sedacylinde
under cover of a metal shield.

Later this shield staggered up on tripod legs athine the first of the fightingrachines | had seen. The gun he d
had been unlimbered near Horsell, in order to contrthe sand pits, and its arrival it was that hegtipitated th
action. As the limber gunners went to the rear,Husse trod in a rabbit hole and came down, thrgwimm into ¢
depression of the ground. At the same moment tineegploded behind him, the ammunition blew up, éheas fir¢
all about him, and he found himself lying undereajn of charred dead men and dead horses.

"I lay still," he said, "scared out of my wits, withe fore quarter of a horse atop of me. We'd lvdgpad out. And th
smell--good God! Like burnt meat! | was hurt across thekday the fall of the horse, and there | had tauliil | felt
better. Just like parade it had been a minute bethen stumble, bang, swish!"

"Wiped out!" he said.

He had hid under the dead horse for a long timepipg out furtively across the common. The Cardigem had trie
a rush, in skirmishing order, at the pit, simplyb swept out of existence. Then the monster Ismh rto its feet ar
had begun to walk leisurely to and fro across thmon among the few fugitives, with its headlikeotddurning
about exactly like the head of a cowled human hefngind of arm carried a complicated metallic Gasleout whic
green flashes scintillated, and out of the funii¢his there smoked the Heat-Ray.

In a few minutes there was, so far as the soldialdcsee, not a living thing left upon the commamnd every bush a
tree upon it that was not already a blackened skeleras burning. The hussars had been on the regontd th:
curvature of the ground, and he saw nothing of thdenheard the Martians rattle for a time and thecome still. Th
giant saved Woking station and its cluster of heus#il the last; then in a moment the F-Ray was brought to be
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and the town became a heap of fiery ruins. ThenTimeag shut off the He-Ray, and turning its back upon
artilleryman, began to waddle away towards the ddesing pine woods that sheltered the second cgtindls it did s
a second glittering Titan built itself up out ottpit.

The second monster followed the first, and at thatartilleryman began to crawl very cautiouslyogssrthe hot heatr
ash towards Horsell. He managed to get alive imoditch by the side of the road, and so escap&daking. Ther:
his story became ejaculatory. The place was impésskh seems there were a few people alive tHeaatic for the
most part and many burned and scalded. He wasdaside by the fire, and hid among some almosthany heag
of broken wall as one of the Martian giants retdrnige saw this one pursue a man, catch him up énodrits steel
tentacles, and knock his head against the trurgkphe tree. At last, after nightfall, the artijtaxan made a rush foi
and got over the railway embankment.

Since then he had been skulking along towards Mgybn the hope of getting out of danger Londonwdpdopl
were hiding in trenches and cellars, and many efstirvivors had made off towards Woking village &wshd. He he
been consumed with thirst until he found one ofwla¢éer mains near the railway arch smashed, andditer bubblin
out like a spring upon the road.

That was the story | got from him, bit by bit. Heegy calmer telling me and trying to make me seethimgys he ha
seen. He had eaten no food since midday, he toldarlg in his narrative, and | found some muttod aread in th
pantry and brought it into the room. We lit no lafop fear of attracting the Martians, and ever agdin our hant
would touch upon bread or meat. As he talked, ghialgout us came darkly out of the darkness, andrémeplec
bushes and broken rose trees outside the window distinct. It would seem that a number of men wimals ha
rushed across the lawn. | began to see his famekdthed and haggard, as no doubt mine was also.

When we had finished eating we went softly upstaireny study, and | looked again out of the opendew. In on
night the valley had become a valley of ashes. firee had dwindled now. Where flames had been tihene nov
streamers of smoke; but the countless ruins oftesteat and gutted houses and blasted and blackesesl that tr
night had hidden stood out now gaunt and terriblthe pitiless light of dawn. Yet here and thermembject had h:
the luck to escapea-white railway signal here, the end of a greenbdbsre, white and fresh amid the wreck
Never before in the history of warfare had destomcbeen so indiscriminate and so universal. Andisy with the
growing light of the east, three of the metalli@args stood about the pit, their cowls rotating lrmugh they wel
surveying the desolation they had made.

It seemed to me that the pit had been enlargedeasdand again puffs of vivid green vapour streaoqe and out of
towards the brightening dawn--streamed up, whifedke, and vanished.

Beyond were the pillars of fire about Chobham. Thegame pillars of bloodshot smoke at the firsthoof day.

CHAPTER TWELVE

WHAT | SAW OF THE DESTRUCTION OF WEYBRIDGE AND SHEPPERTON

As the dawn grew brighter we withdrew from the wamdfrom which we had watched the Martians, and vwemy,
quietly downstairs.

The artilleryman agreed with me that the house m@agplace to stay in. He proposed, he said, to nrakevay
Londonward, and thence rejoin his battekp- 12, of the Horse Artillery. My plan was to ratuat once t
Leatherhead; and so greatly had the strength oMigians impressed me that | had determined te tai wife tc
Newhaven, and go with her out of the country forthwFor | already perceived clearly that the coymtbout Londo
must inevitably be the scene of a disastrous skeuggfore such creatures as these could be dedi
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Between us and Leatherhead, however, lay the tyilidder, with its guarding giants. Had | been a&ph think |
should have taken my chance and struck across rgouBt the artilleryman dissuaded me: "It's nodkiass to tr
right sort of wife," he said, "to make her a widowhd in the end | agreed to go with him, underecaf the wood:
northward as far as Street Cobham before | pariéd him. Thence | would make a big detour by Epgonmeacl
Leatherhead.

| should have started at once, but my companionblege in active service and he knew better than femade
ransack the house for a flask, which he filled withiskey; and we lined every available pocket wptckets c
biscuits and slices of meat. Then we crept ouhefftouse, and ran as quickly as we could downlltmeade road &
which | had come overnight. The houses seemed tddsdn the road lay a group of three charred l®dies:
together, struck dead by the Heat-Ray; and heretlzar@ were things that people had dropmedieck, a slipper,
silver spoon, and the like poor valuables. At thener turning up towards the post office a litttcfilled with boxe
and furniture, and horseless, heeled over on aebrokheel. A cash box had been hastily smashed aperthrow!
under the debris.

Except the lodge at the Orphanage, which wasostifire, none of the houses had suffered very yréatre. The Heat-
Ray had shaved the chimney tops and passed. ¥et,ossselves, there did not seem to be a living souMaybury
Hill. The majority of the inhabitants had escapkeduppose, by way of the Old Woking rodte road | had tak
when | drove to Leatherhead--or they had hidden.

We went down the lane, by the body of the man acll sodden now from the overnight hail, and broke the
woods at the foot of the hill. We pushed througesthtowards the railway without meeting a soul. Wioeds acros
the line were but the scarred and blackened ruingomds; for the most part the trees had fallen, dicertail
proportion still stood, dismal grey stems, withldarown foliage instead of green.

On our side the fire had done no more than scdremearer trees; it had failed to secure its fgotin one place tt
woodmen had been at work on Saturday; trees, faledfreshly trimmed, lay in a clearing, with heapsawdust b
the sawingmachine and its engine. Hard by was a temporary degerted. There was not a breath of wind
morning, and everything was strangely still. Eviea Ibirds were hushed, and as we hurried along trendrtilleryma
talked in whispers and looked now and again ovesshaulders. Once or twice we stopped to listen.

After a time we drew near the road, and as we dide heard the clatter of hoofs and saw throughréeestems thri
cavalry soldiers riding slowly towards Woking. Wailed them, and they halted while we hurried towareem. It wa
a lieutenant and a couple of privates of the 8tkddts, with a stand like a theodolite, which thélemyman told m:
was a heliograph.

"You are the first men I've seen coming this wag thorning," said the lieutenant. "What's brewing?"

His voice and face were eager. The men behind taned curiously. The artilleryman jumped down tlaalinto thi
road and saluted.

"Gun destroyed last night, sir. Have been hidinging to rejoin battery, sir. You'll come in sigbt the Martians,
expect, about half a mile along this road."

"What the dickens are they like?" asked the lieaén

"Giants in armour, sir. Hundred feet high. Thregsland a body like 'luminium, with a mighty greatt in a hoo!
sir."

"Get out!" said the lieutenant. "What confoundedsense!"
"You'll see, sir. They carry a kind of box, sirattshoots fire and strikes you dead."

"What d'ye mea--a gun?
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"No, sir," and the artilleryman began a vivid acebaf the Hee-Ray. Halfway through, the lieutenant interrupteuh
and looked up at me. | was still standing on theklday the side of the road.

"It's perfectly true,” | said.

"Well," said the lieutenant, "I suppose it's my iness to see it too. Look here"--to the artillerymyave're detaile
here clearing people out of their houses. You'tebgb along and report yourself to Brigadi&eneral Marvin, and te
him all you know. He's at Weybridge. Know the way?"

"l do," | said; and he turned his horse southwayaira
"Half a mile, you say?" said he.

"At most," | answered, and pointed over the tregteputhward. He thanked me and rode on, and wetlsaw n(
more.

Farther along we came upon a group of three wonmehta&o children in the road, busy clearing out bolarer"
cottage. They had got hold of a little hand truakd were piling it up with uncledooking bundles and shak
furniture. They were all too assiduously engagetlfoto us as we passed.

By Byfleet station we emerged from the pine trems] found the country calm and peaceful under tloenimc
sunlight. We were far beyond the range of the HRat-there, and had it not been for the silent dieseof some ¢
the houses, the stirring movement of packing irehand the knot of soldiers standing on the lerioleer the railwe
and staring down the line towards Woking, the dayil have seemed very like any other Sunday.

Several farm waggons and carts were moving creakilgg the road to Addlestone, and suddenly thrahglgate of
field we saw, across a stretch of flat meadow twedvepounders standing neatly at equal distances pgimdiward:
Woking. The gunners stood by the guns waiting, tiedammunition waggons were at a busingssdistance. Th
men stood almost as if under inspection.

"That's good!" said I. "They will get one fair shat any rate."

The artilleryman hesitated at the gate.

"l shall go on," he said.

Farther on towards Weybridge, just over the bridigere were a number of men in white fatigue jexkletowing up
long rampart, and more guns behind.

"It's bows and arrows against the lightning, anyfi@aid the artilleryman. "They 'aven't seen tivatbeam yet."

The officers who were not actively engaged stood stared over the treetops southwestward, and #re digging
would stop every now and again to stare in the sgineetion.

Byfleet was in a tumult; people packing, and a sadrhussars, some of them dismounted, some omlbexck, wer
hunting them about. Three or four black governmeaggons, with crosses in white circles, and anatthibus
among other vehicles, were being loaded in thagdlstreet. There were scores of people, mosteaf gufficiently
sabbatical to have assumed their best clothessdlugers were having the greatest difficulty in nmgkthem realis
the gravity of their position. We saw one shrivéli@ld fellow with a huge box and a score or mordl@iver pot:
containing orchids, angrily expostulating with tb@poral who would leave them behind. | stopped @mpped hi
arm.

"Do you know what's over there?" | said, pointinghee pine tops that hid the Martians.

"Eh?" said he, turning. "l was explainin' thesgatlyble."
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"Death!" | shouted. "Death is coming! Death!" aedVing him to digest that if he could, | hurriedadter the artiller-
man. At the corner | looked back. The soldier hedtilim, and he was still standing by his box, wviite pots of orchic
on the lid of it, and staring vaguely over the $ree

No one in Weybridge could tell us where the headquswere established; the whole place was in saofusion as
had never seen in any town before. Carts, carriages/where, the most astonishing miscellany ofvegances ar
horseflesh. The respectable inhabitants of theeplaten in golf and boating costumes, wives prettilgssed, we
packing, riverside loafers energetically helping, children extitand, for the most part, highly delighted at
astonishing variation of their Sunday experienteshe midst of it all thevorthy vicar was very pluckily holding

early celebration, and his bell was jangling ou\abthe excitement.

| and the artilleryman, seated on the step of thiekishg fountain, made a very passable meal upoatwie ha
brought with us. Patrols of soldiers--here no lorfgessars, but grenadiers in whiteere warning people to move n
or to take refuge in their cellars as soon as itivegfbegan. We saw as we crossed the railway britigt a growin
crowd of people had assembled in and about theagiktation, and the swarming platform was pilethveioxes an
packages. The ordinary traffic had been stoppdzklieve, in order to allow of the passage of troapd guns t
Chertsey, and | have heard since that a savaggg#roccurred for places in the special trains Wmate put on at
later hour.

We remained at Weybridge until midday, and at twatr we found ourselves at the place near Sheppkdok wher:
the Wey and Thames join. Part of the time we spelging two old women to pack a little cart. The yWas a treb
mouth, and at this point boats are to be hired,thace was a ferry across the river. On the Shémpaide was an it
with a lawn, and beyond that the tower of Shepme@burch--it has been replaced by a spire--rosgatie trees.

Here we found an excited and noisy crowd of fugsivAs yet the flight had not grown to a panic, thare wer
already far more people than all the boats goingrid fro could enable to cross. People came paalmgg unde
heavy burdens; one husband and wife were eveniegray small outhouse door between them, with sofkhenr
household goods piled thereon. One man told usdantrio try to get away from Shepperton station.

There was a lot of shouting, and one man was esim@. The idea people seemed to have here wathéh®artian
were simply formidable human beings, who mightcttand sack the town, to be certainly destroyetiénend. Ever
now and then people would glance nervously acilos3Ney, at the meadows towards Chertsey, but duagybve
there was still.

Across the Thames, except just where the boatsthrelerything was quiet, in vivid contrast witke tBurrey sids
The people who landed there from the boats wemignag off down the lane. The big ferryboat had jostde
journey. Three or four soldiers stood on the ladthe inn, staring and jesting at the fugitivesthout offering to hely
The inn was closed, as it was now within prohibhedrs.

"What's that?" cried a boatman, and "Shut up, ymi!'f said a man near me to a yelping dog. Thensthend canmr
again, this time from the direction of Chertseyaffled thud--the sound of a gun.

The fighting was beginning. Almost immediately ueiséatteries across the river to our right, unsemrause of tf
trees, took up the chorus, firing heavily one affiter other. A woman screamed. Everyone stood addst the sudde
stir of battle, near us and yet invisible to usttilog was to be seen save flat meadows, cows fgadiooncerned
for the most part, and silvery pollard willows nastiess in the warm sunlight.

"The sojers'll stop 'em,” said a woman beside mabtfully. A haziness rose over the treetops.

Then suddenly we saw a rush of smoke far away eipivier, a puff of smoke that jerked up into theaad hung; ar
forthwith the ground heaved under foot and a heaxplosion shook the air, smashing two or three il in the
houses near, and leaving us astonished.

"Here they are!" shouted a man in a blue jersepntiér! D'yer see them? Yonder!"

Quickly, one after the other, one, two, three, fotithe armoured Martians appeared, far away dwetlittle trees
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across the flat meadows that stretched towardst§#herand striding hurriedly towards the river tleitcowled figure
they seemed at first, going with a rolling motiordas fast as flying birds.

Then, advancing obliquely towards us, came a fiftieir armoured bodies glittered in the sun as thegpt swiftly
forward upon the guns, growing rapidly larger asytlidrew nearer. One on the extreme left, the reshdlat is
flourished a huge case high in the air, and thestijhoterrible HeaRay | had already seen on Friday night si
towards Chertsey, and struck the town.

At sight of these strange, swift, and terrible tmeas the crowd near the water's edge seemed to beefor a mome
horror-struck. There was no screaming or shouting,a silence. Then a hoarse murmur and a moveaideet-2
splashing from the water. A man, too frightenedtop the portmanteau he carried on his shoulderngwound an
sent me staggering with a blow from the cornerisfdurden. A woman thrust at me with her hand asthied past m
| turned with the rush of the people, but | was toat terrified for thought. The terrible HeRay was in my mind. T
get under water! That was it!

"Get under water!" | shouted, unheeded.

| faced about again, and rushed towards the appirmg@®lartian, rushed right down the gravelly beackl headlon
into the water. Others did the same. A boatloageafple putting back came leaping out as | rushatl phe stone
under my feet were muddy and slippery, and ther nvas so low that | ran perhaps twenty feet scgreglistdeep
Then, as the Martian towered overhead scarcelyuplecof hundred yards away, | flung myself forwamider th
surface. The splashes of the people in the boapsng into the river sounded like thunderclaps inears. People we
landing hastily on both sides of the river. But Martian machine took no more notice for the monwdrihe peopl
running this way and that than a man would of tiefasion of ants in a nest against which his fa kicked. Whe
half suffocated, | raised my head above waterMbdian's hood pointed at the batteries that welldigng across th
river, and as it advanced it swung loose what rhagé been the generator of the Heat-Ray.

In another moment it was on the bank, and in destnading halfway across. The knees of its foreregs bent at tf
farther bank, and in another moment it had raiseelfito its full height again, close to the vilag@f Shepperto
Forthwith the six guns which, unknown to anyonetba right bank, had been hidden behind the ousskifttha
village, fired simultaneously. The sudden near assmn, the last close upon the first, made mytheamp. The
monster was already raising the case generatingehéRay as the first shell burst six yards alibeehood.

| gave a cry of astonishment. | saw and thoughhingtof the other four Martian monsters; my attemtwas rivete
upon the nearer incident. Simultaneously two o#tlells burst in the air near the body as the haastéd round i
time to receive, but not in time to dodge, the towhell.

The shell burst clean in the face of the Thing. Tibed bulged, flashed, was whirled off in a dozatteted fragmen
of red flesh and glittering metal.

"Hit!" shouted I, with something between a screard a cheer.

| heard answering shouts from the people in theewabout me. | could have leaped out of the waléh tha
momentary exultation.

The decapitated colossus reeled like a drunkert;dgian it did not fall over. It recovered its batenby a miracle, an
no longer heeding its steps and with the camerafiteml the HeaRay now rigidly upheld, it reeled swiftly up
Shepperton. The living intelligence, the Martiarthivi the hood, was slain and splashed to the fandsvof heavel
and the Thing was now but a mere intricate deviceetal whirling to destruction. It drove along anstraight line
incapable of guidance. It struck the tower of Skeefgm Church, smashing it down as the impact oatseling rar
might have done, swerved aside, blundered on allapsed with tremendous force into the river outrgf sight.

A violent explosion shook the air, and a spout afer, steam, mud, and shattered metal shot fantaghe sky. As tt
camera of the Hed®ay hit the water, the latter had immediately fesimto steam. In another moment a huge v
like a muddy tidal bore but almost scaldingly hzame sweeping round the bend upstream. | saw pstpiggling
shorewards, and heard their screaming and shofaiimigy above the seething and roar of the Marsi@ollapse
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For a moment | heeded nothing of the heat, foret patent need of s-preservation. | splashed through
tumultuous water, pushing aside a man in blackotea until |1 could see round the bend. Half a dazeserted boe
pitched aimlessly upon the confusion of the wavdge fallen Martian came into sight downstream, dyacross tr
river, and for the most part submerged.

Thick clouds of steam were pouring off the wreckaged through the tumultuously whirling wisps | see
intermittently and vaguely, the gigantic limbs aming the water and flinging a splash and spray ol rand froth int
the air. The tentacles swayed and struck like ¢jverms, and, save for the helpless purposelessfesises:
movements, it was as if some wounded thing werggting for its life amid the waves. Enormous qitéag of ¢
ruddy-brown fluid were spurting up in noisy jets ofithe machine.

My attention was diverted from this death flurry hyfurious yelling, like that of the thing calleds&en in ou
manufacturing towns. A man, kneleep near the towing path, shouted inaudibly toamt pointed. Looking back
saw the other Martians advancing with giganticdstsi down the riverbank from the direction of CheyrtsThe
Shepperton guns spoke this time unavailingly.

At that | ducked at once under water, and, holamygbreath until movement was an agony, blunderéufydly ahear
under the surface as long as | could. The waterinvagumult about me, and rapidly growing hotter.

When for a moment | raised my head to take breadhtlarow the hair and water from my eyes, the steasrising il
a whirling white fog that at first hid the Martianftogether. The noise was deafening. Then | samttiimly, coloss:i
figures of grey, magnified by the mist. They hadgs by me, and two were stooping over the frothungultuou
ruins of their comrade.

The third and fourth stood beside him in the watsre perhaps two hundred yards from me, the oth&ard:
Laleham. The generators of the Heat-Rays waved higththe hissing beams smote down this way arid tha

The air was full of sound, a deafening and confysionflict of noisesthe clangorous din of the Martians, the cras
falling houses, the thud of trees, fences, sheshiihg into flame, and the crackling and roarindiref. Dense blac
smoke was leaping up to mingle with the steam ftloenriver, and as the HeRiay went to and fro over Weybridge
impact was marked by flashes of incandescent wttitd, gave place at once to a smoky dance of flaides. Th
nearer houses still stood intact, awaiting theie fgshadowy, faint and pallid in the steam, with fite behind thei
going to and fro.

For a moment perhaps | stood there, bréagt-in the almost boiling water, dumbfounded at pogition, hopeless
escape. Through the reek | could see the peoplehatidoeen with me in the river scrambling out ef water throug
the reeds, like little frogs hurrying through grdéissn the advance of a man, or running to and firatter dismay c
the towing path.

Then suddenly the white flashes of the HRai came leaping towards me. The houses cavedtirepslissolved at i
touch, and darted out flames; the trees changdidetovith a roar. The Ray flickered up and down tbe/ing path
licking off the people who ran this way and thaigd aame down to the water's edge not fifty yardefivhere | stoo
It swept across the river to Shepperton, and thiemnwa its track rose in a boiling weal crestedhasteam. | turne
shoreward.

In another moment the huge wave, well-nigh at thiérig-point had rushed upon me. | screamed aloud, aridest
half blinded, agonised, | staggered through th@itep hissing water towards the shore. Had my &iambled, i
would have been the end. | fell helplessly, in &ight of the Martians, upon the broad, bare ghawadit that run
down to mark the angle of the Wey and Thames. éetgul nothing but death.

| have a dim memory of the foot of a Martian comdayvn within a score of yards of my head, drivitigight into th
loose gravel, whirling it this way and that andii§ again; of a long suspense, and then of thedatrying the debr
of their comrade between them, now clear and thesemtly faint through a veil of smoke, recedingiminably, as
seemed to me, across a vast space of river andomedhd then, very slowly, | realised that by a acie | ha
escape(
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN

HOW I FELL INWITH THE CURATE

After getting this sudden lesson in the power ofetgrial weapons, the Martians retreated to thaginal positior
upon Horsell Common; and in their haste, and enematbwith the debris of their smashed companiay tio douk
overlooked many such a stray and negligible viagsnmyself. Had they left their comrade and pushedbahwith
there was nothing at that time between them andddorbut batteries of twelyeeunder guns, and they wo
certainly have reached the capital in advance etittings of their approach; as sudden, dreadhd, destructive the
advent would have been as the earthquake thabgedtt.isbon a century ago.

But they were in no hurry. Cylinder followed cyledon its interplanetary flight; every twenfigur hours brougl|
them reinforcement. And meanwhile the military araal authorities, now fully alive to the tremendquower ¢
their antagonists, worked with furious energy. Bv@inute a fresh gun came into position until, beftwilight, ever
copse, every row of suburban villas on the hillgpgls about Kingston and Richmond, masked an exgebtact
muzzle. And through the charred and desolated -pedaps twenty square miles altogethbkat encircled tF
Martian encampment on Horsell Common, through e@thand ruined villages among the green trees, dihrdie
blackened and smoking arcades that had been bal agb pine spinneys, crawled the devoted scouts the
heliographs that were presently to warn the gunoéthe Martian approach. But the Martians now ustb®d ou
command of artillery and the danger of human pratyinand not a man ventured within a mile of eithglinder, sav
at the price of his life.

It would seem that these giants spent the eardigrqd the afternoon in going to and fro, transfegreverything fror
the second and third cylinders--the second in Astdlee Golf Links and the third at Pyrford-their original pit o
Horsell Common. Over that, above the blackenedheeand ruined buildings that stretched far andewstiood one |
sentinel, while the rest abandoned their vast ingfthachines and descended into the pit. They were dtawdorl
there far into the night, and the towering pilldrdense green smoke that rose therefrom could &e fsem the hill
about Merrow, and even, it is said, from Banste#tlBpsom Downs.

And while the Martians behind me were thus pregafor their next sally, and in front of me Humangsgthered fc
the battle, | made my way with infinite pains amdbdur from the fire and smoke of burning Weybridgeard:
London.

| saw an abandoned boat, very small and remotéindridownstream; and throwing off the most of my soc
clothes, | went after it, gained it, and so escamédof that destruction. There were no oars inbiba&t, but | contrive
to paddle, as well as my parboiled hands wouldwalldown the river towards Halliford and Walton, ggivery
tediously and continually looking behind me, as yoay well understand. | followed the river, becalsensidere
that the water gave me my best chance of escapddsth@se giants return.

The hot water from the Martian's overthrow drifgimvnstream with me, so that for the best part wiila | could se
little of either bank. Once, however, | made oustang of black figures hurrying across the meaddresn the
direction of Weybridge. Halliford, it seemed, wassdrted, and several of the houses facing the weee on fire. |
was strange to see the place quite tranquil, glesolate under the hot blue sky, with the smokelitthel threads c
flame going straight up into the heat of the aftemm Never before had | seen houses burning withbe
accompaniment of an obstructive crowd. A littlettiar on the dry reeds up the bank were smokinggéowling, and
line of fire inland was marching steadily acrodata field of hay.

For a long time | drifted, so painful and weary Wadter the violence | had been through, and senise the heat up
the water. Then my fears got the better of me agaid | resumed my paddling. The sun scorched mg lback. A
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last, as the bridge at Walton was coming into siglind the bend, my fever and faintness overcamédeimg, and

landed on the Middlesex bank and lay down, deadk; amid the long grass. | suppose the time was #bout fot
or five o'clock. | got up presently, walked perhduadf a mile without meeting a soul, and then layvd again in th
shadow of a hedge. | seem to remember talking, eramgly, to myself during that last spurt. | wasabery thirsty
and bitterly regretful | had drunk no more wateisla curious thing that | felt angry with my wifecannot account fi
it, but my impotent desire to reach Leatherheadiedme excessively.

| do not clearly remember the arrival of the curatethat probably | dozed. | became aware of tsra seated figure
soot-smudged shirt sleeves, and with his upturoleginshaven face staring at a faint flickering that dahover th
sky. The sky was what is called a mackerel sky-srand rows of faint dowplumes of cloud, just tinted with t
midsummer sunset.

| sat up, and at the rustle of my motion he loo&tnhe quickly.

"Have you any water?" | asked abruptly.

He shook his head.

"You have been asking for water for the last holbe'said.

For a moment we were silent, taking stock of eatiero | dare say he found me a strange enoughefiguaked, sa
for my watersoaked trousers and socks, scalded, and my facehandiders blackened by the smoke. His face \
fair weakness, his chin retreated, and his haiidagrisp, almost flaxen curls on his low forehehis; eyes were ratr
large, pale blue, and blankly staring. He spokeiptiy, looking vacantly away from me.

"What does it mean?" he said. "What do these thingan?"

| stared at him and made no answer.

He extended a thin white hand and spoke in almostiglaining tone.

"Why are these things permitted? What sins havelevee? The morning service was over, | was walkimgugh th
roads to clear my brain for the afternoon, and e, earthquake, death! As if it were Sodom anan@orah! All oul
work undone, all the work---- What are these Masi2l

"What are we?" | answered, clearing my throat.

He gripped his knees and turned to look at me ag@inhalf a minute, perhaps, he stared silently.

"l was walking through the roads to clear my bralg said. "And suddenly--fire, earthquake, death!"

He relapsed into silence, with his chin now sun&emost to his knees.

Presently he began waving his hand.

"All the work--all the Sunday schools--What have dane--what has Weybridge done? Everything gewerything
destroyed. The church! We rebuilt it only threergesgo. Gone! Swept out of existence! Why?"

Another pause, and he broke out again like one dade

"The smoke of her burning goeth up for ever and!&we shouted.

His eyes flamed, and he pointed a lean fingereéndirection of Weybridge.

By this time | was beginning to take his measuree Tremendous tragedy in which he had been inv--it was
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evident he was a fugitive from Weybric--had driven him to the very verge of his rea

"Are we far from Sunbury?" | said, in a matter-atf tone.

"What are we to do?" he asked. "Are these creakwes/where? Has the earth been given over to them?
"Are we far from Sunbury?"

"Only this morning | officiated at early celebratie--"

"Things have changed," | said, quietly. "You must¢j your head. There is still hope."

"Hope!"

"Yes. Plentiful hope--for all this destruction!"

| began to explain my view of our position. Hediséd at first, but as | went on the interest dagmmnhis eyes ga
place to their former stare, and his regard warthfmn me.

"This must be the beginning of the end," he saiterrupting me. "The end! The great and terriblg diathe Lord
When men shall call upon the mountains and thesréaiall upon them and hide theimide them from the face
Him that sitteth upon the throne!"

| began to understand the position. | ceased myuliaal reasoning, struggled to my feet, and, stgnduer him, lai
my hand on his shoulder.

"Be a man!" said I. "You are scared out of yoursivMVhat good is religion if it collapses under caiy? Think o
what earthquakes and floods, wars and volcanoes Hane before to men! Did you think God had exet
Weybridge? He is not an insurance agent.”

For a time he sat in blank silence.

"But how can we escape?" he asked, suddenly. "aheinvulnerable, they are pitiless."

"Neither the one nor, perhaps, the other,” | anedi€tAnd the mightier they are the more sane ang slaould we b
One of them was killed yonder not three hours ago."

"Killed!" he said, staring about him. "How can Gadinisters be killed?"

"l saw it happen." | proceeded to tell him. "We éahanced to come in for the thick of it," saitiid that is all.”
"What is that flicker in the sky?" he asked abryptl

| told him it was the heliograph signalling--theiias the sign of human help and effort in the sky.

"We are in the midst of it," | said, "quiet asst That flicker in the sky tells of the gatherinigrsn. Yonder, | take it a
the Martians, and Londonward, where those hille dout Richmond and Kingston and the trees giweer
earthworks are being thrown up and guns are bdaggg. Presently the Martians will be coming thesspvagain.”
And even as | spoke he sprang to his feet and stbpye by a gesture.

"Listen!" he said.

From beyond the low hills across the water camedtiieresonance of distant guns and a remote wayithg. Thel
everything was still. A cockchafer came droningroe hedge and past us. High in the west the en¢ésnoon hun
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faint and pale above the smoke of Weybridge ang@on and the hot, still splendour of the su

"We had better follow this path," | said, "northwar

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

IN LONDON

My younger brother was in London when the Martidgls at Woking. He was a medical student working &v
imminent examination, and he heard nothing of thieva until Saturday morning. The morning papers Saturda
contained, in addition to lengthy special artictesthe planet Mars, on life in the planets, andasth, a brief an
vaguely worded telegram, all the more strikingitstbrevity.

The Martians, alarmed by the approach of a crowad, Killed a number of people with a quitkng gun, so the sto
ran. The telegram concluded with the words: "Foahld as they seem to be, the Martians have not dnfoem the pi
into which they have fallen, and, indeed, seempabée of doing so. Probably this is due to thetiredastrength of tr
earth's gravitational energy." On that last terirtheader-writer expanded very comfortingly.

Of course all the students in the crammer's bioldggs, to which my brother went that day, werensely intereste
but there were no signs of any unusual excitemetiia streets. The afternoon papers puffed scrapsves under bi
headlines. They had nothing to tell beyond the mmams of troops about the common, and the burnireo pine
woods between Woking and Weybridge, until eightefMhthe St. James's Gazeftéen an extraspecial editior
announced the bare fact of the interruption ofgielphic communication. This was thought to be authé falling o
burning pine trees across the line. Nothing morehef fighting was known that night, the night of rdyive tc
Leatherhead and back.

My brother felt no anxiety about us, as he knewnfrine description in the papers that the cylindas & good tw
miles from my house. He made up his mind to runmdvat night to me, in order, as he says, to sed tings befor
they were killed. He dispatched a telegram, whiekien reached me, about four o'clock, and spentvieaing at
music hall.

In London, also, on Saturday night there was a dbtstorm, and my brother reached Waterloo in a €ab.the
platform from which the midnight train usually d&ahe learned, after some waiting, that an accigentented trair
from reaching Woking that night. The nature of #teident he could not ascertain; indeed, the rgilaghorities di
not clearly know at that time. There was veryditdxcitement in the station, as the officials,irigilto realise thi
anything further than a breakdown between Byfleet ¥/ oking junction had occurred, were running thesatre train
which usually passed through Woking round by VimgiiVater or Guildford. They were busy making theessar
arrangements to alter the route of the SouthamgmanPortsmouth Sunday League excursions. A nodtnevespape
reporter, mistaking my brother for the traffic mgag to whom he bears a slight resemblance, wagaditried t
interview him. Few people, excepting the railwafjaidls, connected the breakdown with the Martians.

| have read, in another account of these everds,atfh Sunday morning "all London was electrifiedtbg news fror
Woking." As a matter of fact, there was nothingustify that very extravagant phrase. Plenty of damers did nc
hear of the Martians until the panic of Monday miogn Those who did took some time to realise &t tine hastil
worded telegrams in the Sunday papers conveyedmBjarity of people in London do not read Sundaygra.

The habit of personal security, moreover, is s@ijexed in the Londoner's mind, and startlingeifigence so much
matter of course in the papers, that they could keigthout any personal tremors: "About seven oklast night th
Martians came out of the cylinder, and, moving @ahmder an armour of metallic shields, have conebetvrecke:
Woking station with the adjacent houses, and masdaan entire battalion of the Cardigan Regimeit.dstails ar
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known. Maxims have been absolutely useless agtiastarmour; the field guns have been disabledheyn. Flying
hussars have been galloping into Chertsey. Theidhartappear to be moving slowly towards ChertseWordsor
Great anxiety prevails in West Surrey, and earthw@re being thrown up to check the advance LondotwW Tha
was how the SundaSunput it, and a clever and remarkably prompt "hamdbarticle in theRefereecompared tr
affair to a menagerie suddenly let loose in a gédla

No one in London knew positively of the nature loé armoured Martians, and there was still a fbdahithat the:
monsters must be sluggish: "crawling,” "creepinopfadly”-- such expressions occurred in almost all the eadigorts
None of the telegrams could have been written bgyawitness of their advance. The Sunday papentedrsepara
editions as further news came to hand, some evdafault of it. But there was practically nothingma to tell peopl
until late in the afternoon, when the authoritievegthe press agencies the news in their posse#swas stated th
the people of Walton and Weybridge, and all théridiswere pouring along the roads Londonward, drad was all.

My brother went to church at the Foundling Hospitathe morning, still in ignorance of what had paped on tt
previous night. There he heard allusions madedarthasion, and a special prayer for peace. Comirighe bought
Refere. He became alarmed at the news in this, and wgnhdo Waterloo station to find out if communiceatiwert
restored. The omnibuses, carriages, cyclists, andnmerable people walking in their best clothesrssk scarcel
affected by the strange intelligence that the nearalers were disseminating. People were interestedf, alarmec
alarmed only on account of the local residentsth&tstation he heard for the first time that thendigor and Cherts
lines were now interrupted. The porters told hirattbeveral remarkable telegrams had been receaivdteimornin
from Byfleet and Chertsey stations, but that tHese abruptly ceased. My brother could get verielirecise dete
out of them.

"There's fighting going on about Weybridge" was ¢xéent of their information.

The train service was now very much disorganisadteCa number of people who had been expectingdseron
places on the South-Western network were standooytathe station. One grdyeaded old gentleman came
abused the South-Western Company bitterly to mghlero”It wants showing up,” he said.

One or two trains came in from Richmond, Putney] Kmgston, containing people who had gone outaatay"
boating and found the locks closed and a feelingaofic in the air. A man in a blue and white blaaédressed n
brother, full of strange tidings.

"There's hosts of people driving into Kingston liaps and carts and things, with boxes of valuadtesall that,” h
said. "They come from Molesey and Weybridge andtialand they say there's been guns heard at Ejpehsav
firing, and that mounted soldiers have told thengét off at once because the Martians are coming.héard gur
firing at Hampton Court station, but we thoughivdas thunder. What the dickens does it all mean?Mé&tians can
get out of their pit, can they?"

My brother could not tell him.

Afterwards he found that the vague feeling of aldéwan spread to the clients of the underground agilvand that tt
Sunday excursionists began to return from all dlier South-Western "lung'Barnes, Wimbledon, Richmond Pz
Kew, and so forthat unnaturally early hours; but not a soul had lasingt more than vague hearsay to tell of. Ever
connected with the terminus seemed ill-tempered.

About five o'clock the gathering crowd in the statiwas immensely excited by the opening of the loi
communication, which is almost invariably closedivieen the South-Eastern and the Sau#stern stations, and 1
passage of carriage trucks bearing huge guns amidgzs crammed with soldiers. These were the dhiats wer:
brought up from Woolwich and Chatham to cover Kings There was an exchange of pleasantries: "Ygetleaten!
"We're the beadamers!" and so forth. A little while after thatsquad of police came into the station and beg
clear the public off the platforms, and my brotivent out into the street again.

The church bells were ringing for evensong, anquad of Salvation Army lassies came singing downétao Roac
On the bridge a number of loafers were watchingraoas brown scum that came drifting down the stré@a patche:
The sun was just setting, and the Clock Tower hedHouses of Parliament rose against one of thé peaseful skie
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it is possible to imagine, a sky of gold, barrethmong transverse stripes of redc-purple cloud. There was talk ¢
floating body. One of the men there, a reservistdid he was, told my brother he had seen thedraloh flickering ii
the west.

In Wellington Street my brother met a couple ofdyuroughs who had just been rushed out of FleeteSwvith still-
wet newspapers and staring placards. "Dreadfuktaghe!” they bawled one to the other down WetbngStree
"Fighting at Weybridge! Full description! Repulsitioe Martians! London in Danger!" He had to giteeepence for
copy of that paper.

Then it was, and then only, that he realised soimgtbf the full power and terror of these monstéfs.learned th.
they were not merely a handful of small sluggiskatures, but that they were minds swaying vast ar@cal bodie:
and that they could move swiftly and smite withtspower that even the mightiest guns could notdstayainst them.

They were described as "vast spiderlike machinestly a hundred feet high, capable of the speeah@xpress trai
and able to shoot out a beam of intense heat." &thbktteries, chiefly of field guns, had been @dnh the countt
about Horsell Common, and especially between thé&ikgodistrict and London. Five of the machines hagn see
moving towards the Thames, and one, by a happycehdiad been destroyed. In the other cases this blael misse:
and the batteries had been at once annihilateéifeatRays. Heavy losses of soldiers were mentioned{Hauton:
of the dispatch was optimistic.

The Martians had been repulsed; they were not imerable. They had retreated to their triangle dihders again, i
the circle about Woking. Signallers with heliographere pushing forward upon them from all sidesnGwere i
rapid transit from Windsor, Portsmouth, Aldershdolwich--even from the north; among others, longewguns o
ninetyfive tons from Woolwich. Altogether one hundred aixteen were in position or being hastily placetigfly
covering London. Never before in England had theren such a vast or rapid concentration of militaagerial.

Any further cylinders that fell, it was hoped, cdide destroyed at once by high explosives, whicteweing rapidl
manufactured and distributed. No doubt, ran thentephe situation was of the strangest and gragestription, bt
the public was exhorted to avoid and discouragécp&lo doubt the Martians were strange and teriiiibldne extrem
but at the outside there could not be more thantyvef them against our millions.

The authorities had reason to suppose, from tleedfizhe cylinders, that at the outside there cowtibe more the
five in each cylinder--fifteen altogether. And oakleast was disposed qferhaps more. The public would be fe
warned of the approach of danger, and elaboratesunes were being taken for the protection of thepfeein the
threatened southwestern suburbs. And so, withregeed assurances of the safety of London and tigyadl the
authorities to cope with the difficulty, this qugsobclamation closed.

This was printed in enormous type on paper so ftleahit was still wet, and there had been no timadd a word ¢
comment. It was curious, my brother said, to seg hdhlessly the usual contents of the paper hash hexcked ar
taken out to give this place.

All down Wellington Street people could be seertdiing out the pink sheets and reading, and than8twa
suddenly noisy with the voices of an army of hawkilowing these pioneers. Men came scramblingboffes t
secure copies. Certainly this news excited peapensely, whatever their previous apathy. The shaittf a map shu
in the Strand were being taken down, my brothett,sand a man in his Sunday raiment, lerngefftew gloves evel
was visible inside the window hastily fastening sap Surrey to the glass.

Going on along the Strand to Trafalgar Squarep#yer in his hand, my brother saw some of the iftegitfrom Wes
Surrey. There was a man with his wife and two bmys some articles of furniture in a cart such asiggrocers us
He was driving from the direction of Westminsteidgje; and close behind him came a hay waggon withdr si
respectabléeoking people in it, and some boxes and bundlés. faces of these people were haggard, and thigie
appearance contrasted conspicuously with the Sablest appearance of the people on the omnibusegleP
fashionable clothing peeped at them out of cabsy®topped at the Square as if undecided whichtwagke, an
finally turned eastward along the Strand. Some hetyind these came a man in workday clothes, ridimg of thos
old-fashioned tricycles with a small front wheel. Hesvairty and white in the fac
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My brother turned down towards Victoria, and metumber of such people. He had a vague idea thatiglet se
something of me. He noticed an unusual number ég@oegulating the traffic. Some of the refugeessavexchangir
news with the people on the omnibuses. One waegsofg to have seen the Martians. "Boilers orssiiltell you
striding along like men." Most of them were exciteti animated by their strange experience.

Beyond Victoria the publittouses were doing a lively trade with these arsivalt all the street corners groups
people were reading papers, talking excitedly,tarirsy at these unusual Sunday visitors. They sdaméncrease
night drew on, until at last the roads, my brothaid, were like Epsom High Street on a Derby Day. othe
addressed several of these fugitives and got whaetibry answers from most.

None of them could tell him any news of Woking ecene man, who assured him that Woking had beé&reky
destroyed on the previous night.

"I come from Byfleet," he said; "man on a bicyckare through the place in the early morning, andfn@m door t
door warning us to come away. Then came soldieeswéht out to look, and there were clouds of sntokbe south-
-nothing but smoke, and not a soul coming that Widen we heard the guns at Chertsey, and folks aprinom
Weybridge. So I've locked up my house and come on."

At the time there was a strong feeling in the strélgat the authorities were to blame for theiaecity to dispose
the invaders without all this inconvenience.

About eight o'clock a noise of heavy firing wastitdistly audible all over the south of London. Myobirer could nc
hear it for the traffic in the main thoroughfarbst by striking through the quiet back streets® iver he was able
distinguish it quite plainly.

He walked from Westminster to his apartments neageRt's Park, about two. He was now very anxiousng
account, and disturbed at the evident magnitudbefrouble. His mind was inclined to run, evermase had run c
Saturday, on military details. He thought of albsk silent, expectant guns, of the suddenly nomaaliatryside; h
tried to imagine "boilers on stilts" a hundred fligth.

There were one or two cartloads of refugees pasdoyy Oxford Street, and several in the MarylebBoad, but s
slowly was the news spreading that Regent Stredt Rortland Place were full of their usual Sundayhi
promenaders, albeit they talked in groups, andgaltve edge of Regent's Park there were as mamnyt sitiple
"walking out" together under the scattered gas kmagpever there had been. The night was warm dindust a little
oppressive; the sound of guns continued interntifteand after midnight there seemed to be shegétring in th
south.

He read and reead the paper, fearing the worst had happenedetoHa was restless, and after supper prowle
again aimlessly. He returned and tried in vainited his attention to his examination notes. Hantnte bed a littl
after midnight, and was awakened from lurid dreamthe small hours of Monday by the sound of dawwdkers, fee
running in the street, distant drumming, and a olanof bells. Red reflections danced on the ceillhgy a moment |
lay astonished, wondering whether day had com&emiorld gone mad. Then he jumped out of bed andaahe
window.

His room was an attic and as he thrust his headupudnd down the street there were a dozen et¢bdks noise of h
window sash, and heads in every kind of night disaappeared. Enquiries were being shouted. "Theyaming!
bawled a policeman, hammering at the door; "thetilias are coming!" and hurried to the next door.

The sound of drumming and trumpeting came fromAhmany Street Barracks, and every church withirskar wa
hard at work killing sleep with a vehement disolgléocsin. There was a noise of doors opening, \@imtlow afte
window in the houses opposite flashed from darkirgssyellow illumination.

Up the street came galloping a closed carriagestimgr abruptly into noise at the corner, risingatolattering clima
under the window, and dying away slowly in the aliste. Close on the rear of this came a couple lo$, cti
forerunners of a long procession of flying vehigclgsing for the most part to Chalk Farm stationgewehthe North-
Western special trains were loading up, insteazbafing down the gradient into Eust
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For a long time my brother stared out of the windowlank astonishment, watching the policemen hanmg at doc
after door, and delivering their incomprehensibkssage. Then the door behind him opened, and thevina lodge
across the landing came in, dressed only in stoysers, and slippers, his braces loose aboutvaist, his ha
disordered from his pillow.

"What the devil is it?" he asked. "A fire? Whatevi of a row!"

They both craned their heads out of the windowgisitng to hear what the policemen were shoutinghpRewer:
coming out of the side streets, and standing inggat the corners talking.

"What the devil is it all about?" said my brothdeBow lodger.

My brother answered him vaguely and began to dmess)ing with each garment to the window in ordemtis:
nothing of the growing excitement. And presentlynnselling unnaturally early newspapers came bawimg the
street:

"London in danger of suffocation! The Kingston aRtthmond defences forced! Fearful massacres inltreame
Valley!

And all about him4n the rooms below, in the houses on each sideaaraks the road, and behind in the Park Ter
and in the hundred other streets of that part ofyMaone, and the Westbourne Park district andP&hcras, ar
westward and northward in Kilburn and St. John'ss&and Hampstead, and eastward in Shoreditch agtabdiy an
Haggerston and Hoxton, and, indeed, through allvigtness of London from Ealing to East Hgmaeple wer
rubbing their eyes, and opening windows to stateaod ask aimless questions, dressing hastily eéirgt breath ¢
the coming storm of Fear blew through the strdetsas the dawn of the great panic. London, whiad gone to be
on Sunday night oblivious and inert, was awakemethe small hours of Monday morning, to a vivishse of danger.

Unable from his window to learn what was happenmg, brother went down and out into the street, assthe sk
between the parapets of the houses grew pink hétlearly dawn. The flying people on foot and inigkels grew mor
numerous every moment. "Black Smoke!" he heard lpeaping, and again "Black Smoke!" The contagidrsuach :
unanimous fear was inevitable. As my brother hesitan the doostep, he saw another news vender approachin
got a paper forthwith. The man was running away e rest, and selling his papers for a shilliagheas he rare-
grotesque mingling of profit and panic.

And from this paper my brother read that catastiogispatch of the Commander-in-Chief:

"The Martians are able to discharge enormous clofidsblack and poisonous vapour by means of rgcKétey hav
smothered our batteries, destroyed Richmond, Kamysind Wimbledon, and are advancing slowly towémisdon
destroying everything on the way. It is impossildestop them. There is no safety from the Black Eerout in instar
flight.”

That was all, but it was enough. The whole popotanf the great sixnillion city was stirring, slipping, runnin
presently it would be pouringn massaorthward.

"Black Smoke!" the voices cried. "Fire!"
The bells of the neighbouring church made a jaggiimult, a cart carelessly driven smashed, amiglshand curse
against the water trough up the street. Sicklyoyelights went to and fro in the houses, and sofrtee passing ca

flaunted unextinguished lamps. And overhead thendaas growing brighter, clear and steady and calm.

He heard footsteps running to and fro in the roaamns, up and down stairs behind him. His landladye#o the doo
loosely wrapped in dressing gown and shawl; heb&wd followed ejaculating.

As my brother began to realise the import of adlsén things, he turned hastily to his own room,ghuhis availabl
money--some ten pounds altoget--into his pockets, and went out again into the &
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN

WHAT HAD HAPPENED IN SURREY

It was while the curate had sat and talked so wiidime under the hedge in the flat meadows nebifétd, and while
my brother was watching the fugitives stream ovesstinster Bridge, that the Martians had resumedffensive
So far as one can ascertain from the conflictingpants that have been put forth, the majority ehthremained busi
with preparations in the Horsell pit until nine thmaght, hurrying on some operation that disengagysge volumes
green smoke.

But three certainly came out about eight o'cloctl, advancing slowly and cautiously, made their Wapugh Byflee
and Pyrford towards Ripley and Weybridge, and soecan sight of the expectant batteries againsts#tang sur
These Martians did not advance in a body, butlingg each perhaps a mile and a half from his retdedlow. The!
communicated with one another by means of siretldwls, running up and down the scale from one twtnother.

It was this howling and firing of the guns at Ripland St. George's Hill that we had heard at Upeadliford. The
Ripley gunners, unseasoned artillery volunteers adrght never to have been placed in such a posfired one wild
premature, ineffectual volley, and bolted on haasd foot through the deserted village, while thertia, withou
using his HeaRay, walked serenely over their guns, stepped gwngenong them, passed in front of them, an
came unexpectedly upon the guns in Painshill Renich he destroyed.

The St. George's Hill men, however, were betterdedf a better mettle. Hidden by a pine wood &y tvere, the
seem to have been quite unsuspected by the Marti@rest to them. They laid their guns as delibraeif they ha
been on parade, and fired at about a thousand'yardge.

The shells flashed all round him, and he was seeadvance a few paces, stagger, and go down. Eoayyyellec
together, and the guns were reloaded in frantitehaGhe overthrown Martian set up a prolonged g anc
immediately a second glittering giant, answering,happeared over the trees to the south. It woeddnsthat a leg
the tripod had been smashed by one of the shdils.vihole of the second volley flew wide of the Namrton th
ground, and, simultaneously, both his companiomgidint their HeaRays to bear on the battery. The ammun
blew up, the pine trees all about the guns flaghexdfire, and only one or two of the men who waheady runnin
over the crest of the hill escaped.

After this it would seem that the three took colinsgether and halted, and the scouts who werehwvegdhem repo
that they remained absolutely stationary for thetr®alf hour. The Martian who had been overthrowawtec
tediously out of his hood, a small brown figuredlydsuggestive from that distance of a speck ajttliand apparent
engaged in the repair of his support. About ninddm finished, for his cowl was then seen abovértes again.

It was a few minutes past nine that night whendltbgsee sentinels were joined by four other Magjaach carrying
thick black tube. A similar tube was handed to eatcthe three, and the seven proceeded to distrithamselves
equal distances along a curved line between StggsoHill, Weybridge, and the village of Send,tbaest of Ripley.

A dozen rockets sprang out of the hills before trsensoon as they began to move, and warned thengvbiatterie
about Ditton and Esher. At the same time four efrthghting machines, similarly armed with tubesyssed the rive
and two of them, black against the western sky,ecaro sight of myself and the curate as we hurviearily anc
painfully along the road that runs northward ouHalliford. They moved, as it seemed to us, upatoad, for a milk
mist covered the fields and rose to a third ofrtheight.

At this sight the curate cried faintly in his thtpand began running; but | knew it was no goodig from a Martiar
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and | turned aside and crawled through dewy ne#ttes brambles into the broad ditch by the sidehefrbad. H
looked back, saw what | was doing, and turned itonjee.

The two halted, the nearer to us standing and gaSuanbury, the remoter being a grey indistinctrtesgrds th
evening star, away towards Staines.

The occasional howling of the Martians had ceasieely took up their positions in the huge crescditua thei
cylinders in absolute silence. It was a crescenh wivelve miles between its horns. Never since dbeising o
gunpowder was the beginning of a battle so stdlL§ and to an observer about Ripley it would Heaak precisely tr
same effectthe Martians seemed in solitary possession of #nklidg night, lit only as it was by the slenderanothe
stars, the afterglow of the daylight, and the rudtdye from St. George's Hill and the woods of Blaiih

But facing that crescent everywhegg-Staines, Hounslow, Ditton, Esher, Ockham, behilisland woods south of t
river, and across the flat grass meadows to thth rodrit, wherever a cluster of trees or villageubes gave sufficie
cover-the guns were waiting. The signal rockets burstraimted their sparks through the night and vanished th
spirit of all those watching batteries rose to resseeexpectation. The Martians had but to advartoetie line of fire
and instantly those motionless black forms of nthnse guns glittering so darkly in the early nighguld explod
into a thunderous fury of battle.

No doubt the thought that was uppermost in a thudisd those vigilant minds, even as it was uppetrmomine, wa
the riddle-how much they understood of us. Did they grasp Watin our millions were organized, disciplin
working together? Or did they interpret our spuftdire, the sudden stinging of our shells, ouradieinvestment «
their encampment, as we should the furious unayiofionslaught in a disturbed hive of bees? Did/tteeam the
might exterminate us? (At that time no one knewtbad they needed.) A hundred such questions gledgogethe
in my mind as | watched that vast sentinel shapel i the back of my mind was the sense of allhihge unknow
and hidden forces Londonward. Had they preparddllgi? Were the powder mills at Hounslow ready asnare
Would the Londoners have the heart and courageate@ra greater Moscow of their mighty province ofi$es?

Then, after an interminable time, as it seemedstoctouching and peering through the hedge, caswuad like th
distant concussion of a gun. Another nearer, aad #nother. And then the Martian beside us raisetube on hig
and discharged it, gunwise, with a heavy report thade the ground heave. The one towards Stairsgeaed hirr
There was no flash, no smoke, simply that load¢on@ion.

| was so excited by these heavy mingters following one another that | so far forgot pgrsonal safety and r
scalded hands as to clamber up into the hedgetaraltewards Sunbury. As | did so a second remtidvied, and
big projectile hurtled overhead towards Hounsloexpected at least to see smoke or fire, or somie evidence of i
work. But all | saw was the deep blue sky abovehwne solitary star, and the white mist spreadunde and lov
beneath. And there had been no crash, no answexplgsion. The silence was restored; the minutgthamed t
three.

"What has happened?" said the curate, standingsigéme.
"Heaven knows!" said I.

A bat flickered by and vanished. A distant tumdlsbouting began and ceased. | looked again ditréian, and sa
he was now moving eastward along the riverbanky) aiswift, rolling motion.

Every moment | expected the fire of some hiddetebato spring upon him; but the evening calm walsraken. Th
figure of the Martian grew smaller as he receded,@esently the mist and the gathering night eallewed him ug
By a common impulse we clambered higher. Towardsh8ty was a dark appearance, as though a conitdido
suddenly come into being there, hiding our vievihaf farther country; and then, remoter acrossities, rover Waltor
we saw another such summit. These hill-like formesaglower and broader even as we stared.

Moved by a sudden thought, | looked northward, thiede | perceived a third of these cloudy blackjgsad risen.

Everything had suddenly become very still. Far aw@yhe southeast, marking the quiet, we heardMhaetians
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hooting to one another, and then the air quivegadnawith the distant thud of their guns. But tlagtlely artillery mad
no reply.

Now at the time we could not understand these #ihgt later | was to learn the meaning of thesaous kopjes thi
gathered in the twilight. Each of the Martiansnsiiag in the great crescent | have described, sahdrged, by mea
of the gunlike tube he carried, a huge canister et®tever hill, copse, cluster of houses, or offwssible cover f
guns, chanced to be in front of him. Some firedyanle of these, some twas in the case of the one we had seel
one at Ripley is said to have discharged no feten five at that time. These canisters smashedri&ing the ground-
-they did not explodeand incontinently disengaged an enormous volumigealy, inky vapour, coiling and pour
upward in a huge and ebony cumulus cloud, a gaseduthat sank and spread itself slowly over thergunding
country. And the touch of that vapour, the inhalifigts pungent wisps, was death to all that bresith

It was heavy, this vapour, heavier than the dersmaske, so that, after the first tumultuous uprast outflow of it
impact, it sank down through the air and poured tive ground in a manner rather liquid than gasealosndoning tt
hills, and streaming into the valleys and ditched watercourses even as | have heard the carlagidogas that pou
from volcanic clefts is wont to do. And where ithoa upon water some chemical action occurred, aadstinfac
would be instantly covered with a powdery scum 8@tk slowly and made way for more. The scum waslately
insoluble, and it is a strange thing, seeing tiséaint effect of the gas, that one could drink withiourt the water fro
which it had been strained. The vapour did notudif as a true gas would do. It hung together irkyahowing
sluggishly down the slope of the land and drivietuctantly before the wind, and very slowly it camdd with the
mist and moisture of the air, and sank to the aarthe form of dust. Save that an unknown elengénnhg a group c
four lines in the blue of the spectrum is concerneglare still entirely ignorant of the nature lnstsubstance.

Once the tumultuous upheaval of its dispersion aes, the black smoke clung so closely to the gdo@ven befol
its precipitation, that fifty feet up in the aim ¢he roofs and upper stories of high houses argtest trees, there wa
chance of escaping its poison altogether, as wasgdreven that night at Street Cobham and Ditton.

The man who escaped at the former place tells aderfui story of the strangeness of its coiling fleaand how h
looked down from the church spire and saw the hoo$éhe village rising like ghosts out of its inkgthingness. F
a day and a half he remained there, weary, staranthsurnscorched, the earth under the blue sky and agtie
prospect of the distant hills a velvet-black exgamngth red roofs, green trees, and, later, blagked shrubs and gat
barns, outhouses, and walls, rising here and thevghe sunlight.

But that was at Street Cobham, where the black wapas allowed to remain until it sank of its owstard into th
ground. As a rule the Martians, when it had seiteedurpose, cleared the air of it again by wadirtg it and directin
a jet of steam upon it.

This they did with the vapour banks near us, asawve in the starlight from the window of a desettedse at Upp:
Halliford, whither we had returned. From there wmild see the searchlights on Richmond Hill and King Hill
going to and fro, and about eleven the windowdedgtiand we heard the sound of the huge siege thah$ad bee
put in position there. These continued intermitiefdr the space of a quarter of an hour, sendimgnce shots at t
invisible Martians at Hampton and Ditton, and thiee pale beams of the electric light vanished, &mack replaced t
a bright red glow.

Then the fourth cylinder fell--a brilliant green teer-as | learned afterwards, in Bushey Park. Beforegthes on th
Richmond and Kingston line of hills began, thereswaafitful cannonade far away in the southwest, dielieve, ti
guns being fired haphazard before the black vapould overwhelm the gunners.

So, setting about it as methodically as men mighbke out a wasps' nest, the Martians spread trasge stifling
vapour over the Londonward country. The horns ef ¢hescent slowly moved apart, until at last thaynied a lin
from Hanwell to Coombe and Malden. All night thrbutheir destructive tubes advanced. Never oncey dlfix
Martian at St. George's Hill was brought down, tthely give the artillery the ghost of a chance agjaimem. Wherev
there was a possibility of guns being laid for thenseen, a fresh canister of the black vapour issharged, ar
where the guns were openly displayed the Heat-Res/lwought to bear.

By midnight the blazing trees along the slopesiochRiond Park and the glare of Kingston Hill thréweit light upon
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network of black smoke, blotting out the whole gglbf the Thames and extending as far as the ayld ceach. An
through this two Martians slowly waded, and turtieslr hissing steam jets this way and that.

They were sparing of the HeRy that night, either because they had but a duongupply of material for i
production or because they did not wish to destin@ycountry but only to crush and overawe the opiposthey ha
aroused. In the latter aim they certainly succee@uhday night was the end of the organised opposib thei
movements. After that no body of men would starairagj them, so hopeless was the enterprise. Eecréws of th
torpedo-boats and destroyers that had brought theakfirers up the Thames refused to stop, mutinied, \wead
down again. The only offensive operation men vesdwpon after that night was the preparation ofesiand pitfall
and even in that their energies were frantic ardgspdic.

One has to imagine, as well as one may, the fatbasfe batteries towards Esher, waiting so tensetiie twilight
Survivors there were none. One may picture therbrdxpectation, the officers alert and watchfak gunners reac
the ammunition piled to hand, the limber gunnerthwineir horses and waggons, the groups of civiipactatot
standing as near as they were permitted, the eyestitness, the ambulances and hospital tents thghburned ar
wounded from Weybridge; then the dull resonancthefshots the Martians fired, and the clumsy ptdgwhirling
over the trees and houses and smashing amid thlelb@eiring fields.

One may picture, too, the sudden shifting of therditon, the swiftly spreading coils and bellyingfsthat blacknes
advancing headlong, towering heavenward, turning tihilight to a palpable darkness, a strange andilthe
antagonist of vapour striding upon its victims, nagm horses near it seen dimly, running, shriekialjng headlonc
shouts of dismay, the guns suddenly abandonedcim@king and writhing on the ground, and the swiftdaleningeult
of the opaque cone of smoke. And then night anmh&xin-nothing but a silent mass of impenetrable vapoding
its dead.

Before dawn the black vapour was pouring through shreets of Richmond, and the disintegrating asgarof
government was, with a last expiring effort, rogsihe population of London to the necessity oftilig

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

THE EXODUSFROM LONDON

So you understand the roaring wave of fear thatpswierough the greatest city in the world just asnday wa
dawning-the stream of flight rising swiftly to a torrengshing in a foaming tumult round the railway stasiobanke
up into a horrible struggle about the shippingha Thames, and hurrying by every available chanoghward an
eastward. By ten o'clock the police organisatiow by midday even the railway organisations, wesilg coherenc
losing shape and efficiency, guttering, softenmigning at last in that swift liquefaction of thecgal body.

All the railway lines north of the Thames and tlwi®-Eastern people at Cannon Street had been warneddoyght
on Sunday, and trains were being filled. Peopleawigihting savagely for standimgom in the carriages even at 1
o'clock. By three, people were being trampled angled even in Bishopsgate Street, a couple ofredngards ¢
more from Liverpool Street station; revolvers wéred, people stabbed, and the policemen who hah Isent t
direct the traffic, exhausted and infuriated, wereaking the heads of the people they were callkdogorotect.

And as the day advanced and the engine driverstakdrs refused to return to London, the pressitieedflight drove
the people in an ever-thickening multitude awayrfribie stations and along the northwaundning roads. By midday
Martian had been seen at Barnes, and a cloud wfyskinking black vapour drove along the Thames aabss th
flats of Lambeth, cutting off all escape over th@des in its sluggish advance. Another bank drower Ealing, an
surrounded a little island of survivors on Castli, ldlive, but unable to esca)
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After a fruitless struggle to get aboard a N-Western train at Chalk Fa--the engines of the trains that had loade
the goods yard thengloughedthrough shrieking people, and a dozen stalwart foeght to keep the crowd frc
crushing the driver against his furnacey- brother emerged upon the Chalk Farm road, dodgedss through
hurrying swarm of vehicles, and had the luck tddremost in the sack of a cycle shop. The fromt ¢if the machir
he got was punctured in dragging it through thedeu, but he got up and off, notwithstanding, withfarther injun
than a cut wrist. The steep foot of Haverstock tels impassable owing to several overturned hoesesmy brothe
struck into Belsize Road.

So he got out of the fury of the panic, and, skgtthe Edgware Road, reached Edgware about seastimd an
wearied, but well ahead of the crowd. Along thedrpaople were standing in the roadway, curious,dedng. He we
passed by a number of cyclists, some horsemenvwancotor cars. A mile from Edgware the rim of thieeel broke
and the machine became unridable. He left it byrtiaelside and trudged through the village. Thereevedops ha
opened in the main street of the place, and pewpleded on the pavement and in the doorways andomis, starin
astonished at this extraordinary procession oftiftgg that was beginning. He succeeded in gettomgesfood at &
inn.

For a time he remained in Edgware not knowing wiett to do. The flying people increased in numibéany of
them, like my brother, seemed inclined to loitethia place. There was no fresh news of the invadens Mars.

At that time the road was crowded, but as yet famfcongested. Most of the fugitives at that hoereMmounted ¢
cycles, but there were soon motor cars, hansom ealdscarriages hurrying along, and the dust hartgeavy clouc
along the road to St. Albans.

It was perhaps a vague idea of making his way tel@sford, where some friends of his lived, thalaat induced m
brother to strike into a quiet lane running eastlv&®resently he came upon a stile, and, crossifgjlitwed a footpat
northeastward. He passed near several farmhousgesoame little places whose names he did not |ddensaw fey
fugitives until, in a grass lane towards High Basie happened upon two ladies who became hisaetivellers. H
came upon them just in time to save them.

He heard their screams, and, hurrying round thaezpisaw a couple of men struggling to drag theimobthe little
pony-<chaise in which they had been driving, while adhirth difficulty held the frightened pony's heddne of thi
ladies, a short woman dressed in white, was sim@igaming; the other, a dark, slender figure, skt the man wt
gripped her arm with a whip she held in her disgegehand.

My brother immediately grasped the situation, sedutand hurried towards the struggle. One of the desisted ar
turned towards him, and my brother, realising frbis antagonist's face that a fight was unavoidaduhel, being &
expert boxer, went into him forthwith and sent ldown against the wheel of the chaise.

It was no time for pugilistic chivalry and my brethlaid him quiet with a kick, and gripped the eolbf the man wr
pulled at the slender lady's arm. He heard theeclaf hoofs, the whip stung across his face, @ tantagonist stru
him between the eyes, and the man he held wrenainesklf free and made off down the lane in thedio& fromn
which he had come.

Partly stunned, he found himself facing the man \kad held the horse's head, and became aware afhtis
receding from him down the lane, swaying from smlside, and with the women in it looking back. Than befor
him, a burly rough, tried to close, and he stopipiea with a blow in the face. Then, realising thatwas deserted,
dodged round and made off down the lane after ltlagse, with the sturdy man close behind him, aedulitive, whc
had turned now, following remotely.

Suddenly he stumbled and fell; his immediate pursuent headlong, and he rose to his feet to fimdskif with ¢
couple of antagonists again. He would have hdd littance against them had not the slender ladyplackily pullec
up and returned to his help. It seems she had lmadadver all this time, but it had been under seat when she a
her companion were attacked. She fired at six yaidsance, narrowly missing my brother. The lessrageous of tt
robbers made off, and his companion followed hiorsing his cowardice. They both stopped in sighwrdehe lane
where the third man lay insensit
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"Take this!" said the slender lady, and she gavéorogher her revolve

"Go back to the chaise," said my brother, wiping ihood from his split lip.

She turned without a word--they were both pantiugd-they went back to where the lady in white gled to hol
back the frightened pony.

The robbers had evidently had enough of it. Wherbnoyher looked again they were retreating.
"I'll sit here,” said my brother, "if | may"; anaglgot upon the empty front seat. The lady lookest txer shoulder.

"Give me the reins,"” she said, and laid the whgnglthe pony's side. In another moment a benddrrdhd hid th
three men from my brother's eyes.

So, quite unexpectedly, my brother found himsedhtpg, with a cut mouth, a bruised jaw, and bléaided knuckle:
driving along an unknown lane with these two women.

He learned they were the wife and the youngerrsidta surgeon living at Stanmore, who had comtaénsmall houl
from a dangerous case at Pinner, and heard at solway station on his way of the Martian advande.had hurrie
home, roused the women--their servant had left ttveondays beforepacked some provisions, put his revolver u
the seat--luckily for my brotheand told them to drive on to Edgware, with the idégetting a train there. He stop
behind to tell the neighbours. He would overtakenthhe said, at about half past four in the mornamgl now it we
nearly nine and they had seen nothing of him. Té¢myd not stop in Edgware because of the growiaffi¢rthrougt
the place, and so they had come into this side lane

That was the story they told my brother in fragrsewhen presently they stopped again, nearer to Bawet. H:
promised to stay with them, at least until theyldodetermine what to do, or until the missing marnvad, an
professed to be an expert shot with the revolvaveapon strange to him--in order to give them amrice.

They made a sort of encampment by the waysidettagony became happy in the hedge. He told thehsobwr
escape out of London, and all that he knew of tihdadians and their ways. The sun crept highehengky, and aft
a time their talk died out and gave place to araapestate of anticipation. Several wayfarers calmegathe lane, ar
of these my brother gathered such news as he déuéty broken answer he had deepened his impressite gree
disaster that had come on humanity, deepened hssigmon of the immediate necessity for prosecutigyflight. He
urged the matter upon them.

"We have money," said the slender woman, and hedita
Her eyes met my brother's, and her hesitation ended
"So have |," said my brother.

She explained that they had as much as thirty poundold, besides a fivgeund note, and suggested that with
they might get upon a train at St. Albans or Newnga My brother thought that was hopeless, setiadgury of thi
Londoners to crowd upon the trains, and broachsdWwn idea of striking across Essex towards Hanaioth thenc
escaping from the country altogether.

Mrs. Elphinstone--that was the name of the womanvivite-would listen to no reasoning, and kept calling t
"George"; but her sister-ilmw was astonishingly quiet and deliberate, anldsitagreed to my brother's suggestion
designing to cross the Great North Road, they wartbwards Barnet, my brother leading the ponyateest as muc
as possible. As the sun crept up the sky the dagrbe excessively hot, and under foot a thick, sigand gre
burning and blinding, so that they travelled ongrywslowly. The hedges were grey with dust. Andh&y advance
towards Barnet a tumultuous murmuring grew stronger

They began to meet more people. For the most pasetwere staring before them, murmuring indistiuestions
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jaded, haggard, unclean. One man in evening dieessed them on foot, his eyes on the ground. Thasdh@s voice
and, looking back at him, saw one hand clutchddsrhair and the other beating invisible thingss plaroxysm of rag
over, he went on his way without once looking back.

As my brother's party went on towards the crossdadhe south of Barnet they saw a woman approgdhie roa
across some fields on their left, carrying a chidl with two other children; and then passed a imalirty black, witt
a thick stick in one hand and a small portmanteathé other. Then round the corner of the lananfletween tr
villas that guarded it at its confluence with thghhroad, came a little cart drawn by a sweatiragklpony and drive
by a sallow youth in a bowler hat, grey with dugtere were three girls, East End factory girls, armbuple of littl
children crowded in the cart.

"This'll tike us rahnd Edgware?" asked the drivald-eyed, whitefaced; and when my brother told him it would i
turned to the left, he whipped up at once withbetformality of thanks.

My brother noticed a pale grey smoke or haze risimgpng the houses in front of them, and veilingvthée facade ¢
a terrace beyond the road that appeared betweebatties of the villas. Mrs. Elphinstone suddenlyedrout at
number of tongues of smoky red flame leaping upvalibe houses in front of them against the hote Isky. Th
tumultuous noise resolved itself now into the digsly mingling of many voices, the gride of manyesls, th
creaking of waggons, and the staccato of hoofs.|&ie came round sharply not fifty yards from thessroads.

"Good heavens!" cried Mrs. Elphinstone. "What is §ou are driving us into?"
My brother stopped.

For the main road was a boiling stream of peopl&reent of human beings rushing northward, onesgng ol
another. A great bank of dust, white and luminguthe blaze of the sun, made everything within tywdeet of thi
ground grey and indistinct and was perpetually westeby the hurrying feet of a dense crowd of hoesebof men ar
women on foot, and by the wheels of vehicles ofgdescription.

"Way!" my brother heard voices crying. "Make way!"

It was like riding into the smoke of a fire to apach the meeting point of the lane and road; tbevdrroared like
fire, and the dust was hot and pungent. And, indeddtle way up the road a villa was burning amhding rolling
masses of black smoke across the road to add tmwtifasion.

Two men came past them. Then a dirty woman, cayrgirheavy bundle and weeping. A lost retriever deitf
hanging tongue, circled dubiously round them, stared wretched, and fled at my brother's threat.

So much as they could see of the road Londonwattdela® the houses to the right was a tumultuousistref dirty
hurrying people, pent in between the villas onegitside; the black heads, the crowded forms, gnéevdistinctness |
they rushed towards the corner, hurried past, aecyed their individuality again in a receding mtullie that we
swallowed up at last in a cloud of dust.

"Go on! Go on!" cried the voices. "Way! Way!"

One man's hands pressed on the back of anotherbrbther stood at the pony's head. Irresistiblyaated, h
advanced slowly, pace by pace, down the lane.

Edgware had been a scene of confusion, Chalk Faratcaus tumult, but this was a whole populationmiovement.
is hard to imagine that host. It had no charactetscown. The figures poured out past the coraed receded wi
their backs to the group in the lane. Along the gimarcame those who were on foot threatened by theels
stumbling in the ditches, blundering into one aroth

The carts and carriages crowded close upon onéhemanaking little way for those swifter and morepatien
vehicles that darted forward every now and thennndie opportunity showed itself of doing so, sendimg peopl

9/4/201:



Page4t of 86
scattering against the fences and gates of thees

"Push on!" was the cry. "Push on! They are coming!"

In one cart stood a blind man in the uniform of 8advation Army, gesticulating with his crookedders and bawlin
"Eternity! Eternity!" His voice was hoarse and vdoyd so that my brother could hear him long afterwas lost t
sight in the dust. Some of the people who crowdethé carts whipped stupidly at their horses anarrglied witl
other drivers; some sat motionless, staring atingttvith miserable eyes; some gnawed their hantls thirst, or la
prostrate in the bottoms of their conveyances. idrees' bits were covered with foam, their eyesdsbot.

There were cabs, carriages, shop cars, waggonsndepunting; a mail cart, a roattaner's cart marked "Vestry
St. Pancras,” a huge timber waggon crowded witlgheuA brewer's dray rumbled by with its two nedreei:
splashed with fresh blood.

"Clear the way!" cried the voices. "Clear the way!"
"Eter-nity! Eter-nity!" came echoing down the road.

There were sad, haggard women tramping by, welisge, with children that cried and stumbled, thainty clothe
smothered in dust, their weary faces smeared wéltst With many of these came men, sometimes hefafimetime
lowering and savage. Fighting side by side witmthmished some weary street outcast in faded béagk wideeyed
loud-voiced, and foulnouthed. There were sturdy workmen thrusting theay along, wretched, unkempt m
clothed like clerks or shopmen, struggling spasadtli; a wounded soldier my brother noticed, meesded in tr
clothes of railway porters, one wretched creatura mightshirt with a coat thrown over it.

But varied as its composition was, certain thingyghat host had in common. There were fear and paitheir face
and fear behind them. A tumult up the road, a eqhdor a place in a waggon, sent the whole hoshef quickenin
their pace; even a man so scared and broken th&nbes bent under him was galvanised for a momentenewe
activity. The heat and dust had already been akwpon this multitude. Their skins were dry, thigas black an
cracked. They were all thirsty, weary, and footsémed amid the various cries one heard disputggpezhes, groa
of weariness and fatigue; the voices of most ofntweere hoarse and weak. Through it all ran a mnefrai

"Way! Way! The Martians are coming!"

Few stopped and came aside from that flood. The ¢gened slantingly into the main road with a naropening, an
had a delusive appearance of coming from the dwedf London. Yet a kind of eddy of people drowoiits moutr
weaklings elbowed out of the stream, who for thesthpart rested but a moment before plunging inaméin. A little
way down the lane, with two friends bending ovenhliay a man with a bare leg, wrapped about witloty rags. H
was a lucky man to have friends.

A little old man, with a grey military moustachedaa filthy black frock coat, limped out and sat dgolbeside the tra
removed his boot--his sock was blood-staingibek out a pebble, and hobbled on again; andaHgtte girl of eigh
or nine, all alone, threw herself under the hedgsecby my brother, weeping.

"l can't go on! I can't go on!"

My brother woke from his torpor of astonishment difted her up, speaking gently to her, and caried to Mis:
Elphinstone. So soon as my brother touched hebsbame quite still, as if frightened.

"Ellen!" shrieked a woman in the crowd, with tearder voice-“Ellen!" And the child suddenly darted away from
brother, crying "Mother!"

"They are coming," said a man on horseback, rigagf along the lane.

"Out of the way, there!" bawled a coachman, towghigh; and my brother saw a closed carriage tgrimto the lane
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The people crushed back on one another to avoidhdnge. My brother pushed the pony and chaise bdokthe
hedge, and the man drove by and stopped at theotuhe way. It was a carriage, with a pole foraar pf horses, b
only one was in the traces. My brother saw dimisotigh the dust that two men lifted out somethingaowhite
stretcher and put it gently on the grass beneatiptivet hedge.

One of the men came running to my brother.

"Where is there any water?" he said. "He is dyamsg,fand very thirsty. It is Lord Garrick."

"Lord Garrick!" said my brother; "the Chief JustXe

"The water?" he said.

"There may be a tap," said my brother, "in somthefhouses. We have no water. | dare not leaveeaplp."
The man pushed against the crowd towards the géte corner house.

"Go on!" said the people, thrusting at him. "Theg eoming! Go on!"

Then my brother's attention was distracted by adeeh eagldaced man lugging a small handbag, which split eas
my brother's eyes rested on it and disgorged a wiassvereigns that seemed to break up into sepa@hs as
struck the ground. They rolled hither and thitheroag the struggling feet of men and horses. The stapped ar
looked stupidly at the heap, and the shaft of astalick his shoulder and sent him reeling. He gashriek an
dodged back, and a cartwheel shaved him narrowly.

"Way!" cried the men all about him. "Make way!"

So soon as the cab had passed, he flung himséif,beth hands open, upon the heap of coins, andnbdgustin
handfuls in his pocket. A horse rose close upon himd in another moment, half rising, he had beenddown undk
the horse's hoofs.

"Stop!" screamed my brother, and pushing a womarmblis way, tried to clutch the bit of the horse.

Before he could get to it, he heard a scream utidewheels, and saw through the dust the rim pgssrer the poc
wretch's back. The driver of the cart slashed Higovat my brother, who ran round behind the calne multitudinou
shouting confused his ears. The man was writhingpendust among his scattered money, unable tpfas¢he whee
had broken his back, and his lower limbs lay linmal @lead. My brother stood up and yelled at the daxer, and
man on a black horse came to his assistance.

"Get him out of the road," said he; and, clutchimg man's collar with his free hand, my brothegkd him sideway
But he still clutched after his money, and regardgdbrother fiercely, hammering at his arm withamtiful of gold
"Go on! Go on!" shouted angry voices behind.

"Way! Way!"

There was a smash as the pole of a carriage crasloetthe cart that the man on horseback stoppgdboidther looke
up, and the man with the gold twisted his head doamd bit the wrist that held his collar. There \®asoncussion, al
the black horse came staggering sideways, anddittkeocse pushed beside it. A hoof missed my brtheot by
hair's breadth. He released his grip on the fatlan and jumped back. He saw anger change to tamrtire face of tf
poor wretch on the ground, and in a moment he wadeh and my brother was borne backward and capaed th
entrance of the lane, and had to fight hard indnent to recover it.

He saw Miss Elphinstone covering her eyes, andtla khild, with all a child's want of sympathetimagination

staring with dilated eyes at a dusty something lhablack and still, ground and crushed undenrtiieng wheels. "Le
us go back!" he shouted, and began turning the paumyd. "We cannot cross t--hell,” he said and they went bac
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hundred yards the way they had come, until thetiighcrowd was hidden. As they passed the bentienlane m
brother saw the face of the dying man in the diicider the privet, deadly white and drawn, and siginivith
perspiration. The two women sat silent, crouchmtheir seat and shivering.

Then beyond the bend my brother stopped again. Highinstone was white and pale, and her sistéasnsa
weeping, too wretched even to call upon "Georgey' iviother was horrified and perplexed. So soonhay hau
retreated he realised how urgent and unavoidableag to attempt this crossing. He turned to MigshHistone
suddenly resolute.

"We must go that way," he said, and led the porymdoagain.

For the second time that day this girl proved heality. To force their way into the torrent of pémpmy brothe
plunged into the traffic and held back a cab hongele she drove the pony across its head. A wadgcked wheel
for a moment and ripped a long splinter from thaisé. In another moment they were caught and sfespard by th:
stream. My brother, with the cabman's whip markkaeross his face and hands, scrambled into thisechad too
the reins from her.

"Point the revolver at the man behind," he saidingi it to her, "if he presses us too hard. No'ipd at his horse.”

Then he began to look out for a chance of edgingeaight across the road. But once in the strearseemed to lo
volition, to become a part of that dusty rout. Tissyept through Chipping Barnet with the torrengythvere nearly
mile beyond the centre of the town before they faadjht across to the opposite side of the way. dswin an
confusion indescribable; but in and beyond the takanroad forks repeatedly, and this to some extgdved th
stress.

They struck eastward through Hadley, and thereithiereside of the road, and at another place farimethey cam
upon a great multitude of people drinking at thheat, some fighting to come at the water. And &rthn, from a lu
near East Barnet, they saw two trains running slawle after the other without signal or ordains swarming wit
people, with men even among the coals behind th@mes-going northward along the Great Northern Railway.
brother supposes they must have filled outside bantbr at that time the furious terror of the pledpad rendered t
central termini impossible.

Near this place they halted for the rest of therafton, for the violence of the day had alreadgriyttexhausted ¢
three of them. They began to suffer the beginnafdaunger; the night was cold, and none of thenedlao sleep. Ar
in the evening many people came hurrying alongtiael nearby their stopping place, fleeing from wwn dangel
before them, and going in the direction from whacei brother had come.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

THE " THUNDER CHILD"

Had the Martians aimed only at destruction, theghthbn Monday have annihilated the entire poputatbd London
as it spread itself slowly through the home couwntidot only along the road through Barnet, but gsough Edgwai
and Waltham Abbey, and along the roads eastwa&btahend and Shoeburyness, and south of the Thiani2sa
and Broadstairs, poured the same frantic routné could have hung that June morning in a ballaadhe blazing blu
above London every northward and eastward roadimgnout of the tangled maze of streets would haa@me:
stippled black with the streaming fugitives, eacl @ human agony of terror and physical distresmvie set forth

length in the last chapter my brother's accounthefroad through Chipping Barnet, in order that magders me
realise how that swarming of black dots appearesh® of those concerned. Never before in the lyistbthe worlc
had such a mass of human beings moved and suftegether. The legendary hosts of Goths and Humshtlyes
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armies Asia has ever seen, would have been bub@idrthat current. And this was no disciplined amarit was .
stampede--a stampede gigantic and terribi¢hout order and without a goal, six million peeplinarmed ar
unprovisioned, driving headlong. It was the begignof the rout of civilisation, of the massacrarankind.

Directly below him the balloonist would have seée network of streets far and wide, houses, chgrcbguare
crescents, gardens--already derelict--spread keilihuge map, and in the southwhalatted Over Ealing, Richmon
Wimbledon, it would have seemed as if some monstpan had flung ink upon the chart. Steadily, isaatly, eac
black splash grew and spread, shooting out raniics this way and that, now banking itself agamsihg grounc
now pouring swiftly over a crest into a ndéaund valley, exactly as a gout of ink would spréaelf upon blottin
paper.

And beyond, over the blue hills that rise southwafdhe river, the glittering Martians went to afrd, calmly an
methodically spreading their poison cloud over ffasch of country and then over that, laying itiageith their stear
jets when it had served its purpose, and takinggssson of the conquered country. They do not sedrave aimed
extermination so much as at complete demoralisati@hthe destruction of any opposition. They exgtbeny store
of powder they came upon, cut every telegraph, aretked the railways here and there. They were traigsg
mankind. They seemed in no hurry to extend thel féltheir operations, and did not come beyondctmral part ¢
London all that day. It is possible that a very siderable number of people in London stuck to theuses throu
Monday morning. Certain it is that many died at lessnffocated by the Black Smoke.

Until about midday the Pool of London was an asoimg scene. Steamboats and shipping of all sayt¢Here
tempted by the enormous sums of money offered biives, and it is said that many who swam outhtese vesse
were thrust off with boathooks and drowned. Abawg o'clock in the afternoon the thinning remnana afoud of th
black vapour appeared between the arches of BlackfBridge. At that the Pool became a scene of aoadusion
fighting, and collision, and for some time a muitie of boats and barges jammed in the northern clrte Towe
Bridge, and the sailors and lightermen had to figgatagely against the people who swarmed upon ftham the
riverfront. People were actually clambering dowa fhers of the bridge from above.

When, an hour later, a Martian appeared beyondCthek Tower and waded down the river, nothing bueéckag:
floated above Limehouse.

Of the falling of the fifth cylinder | have presénto tell. The sixth star fell at Wimbledon. Mydiher, keeping wat
beside the women in the chaise in a meadow, sagrdéen flash of it far beyond the hills. On Tuestiay little party
still set upon getting across the sea, made itstivaygh the swarming country towards Colchestbe fiews that tt
Martians were now in possession of the whole ofdamwas confirmed. They had been seen at Highgateeven,
was said, at Neasden. But they did not come intdrather's view until the morrow.

That day the scattered multitudes began to re#iisaurgent need of provisions. As they grew hurtgey rights ¢
property ceased to be regarded. Farmers were aidfémd their cattlsheds, granaries, and ripening root crops
arms in their hands. A number of people now, likebrother, had their faces eastward, and there s@ree despere
souls even going back towards London to get fodiesé€ were chiefly people from the northern subunisyse
knowledge of the Black Smoke came by hearsay. ldedhbat about half the members of the governmadtgathere
at Birmingham, and that enormous quantities of regplosives were being prepared to be used in attormine:
across the Midland counties.

He was also told that the Midland Railway Compaay heplaced the desertions of the first day's pdnad resume
traffic, and was running northward trains from Skbans to relieve the congestion of the home cegntirhere we
also a placard in Chipping Ongar announcing thajelatores of flour were available in the northewwns and thi
within twentyfour hours bread would be distributed among thevstg people in the neighbourhood. But
intelligence did not deter him from the plan of&se he had formed, and the three pressed eastivday aand heal
no more of the bread distribution than this promiéer, as a matter of fact, did anyone else heaembit. That nigt
fell the seventh star, falling upon Primrose Hillfell while Miss Elphinstone was watching, foreskook that dut
alternately with my brother. She saw it.

On Wednesday the three fugitives--they had passedight in a field of unripe wheateached Chelmsford, and th
a body of the inhabitants, calling itself the Cortieg of Public Supply, seized the pony as provisi@amd would giv
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nothing in exchange for it but the promise of argha it the next day. Here there were rumours aftldns at Eppin
and news of the destruction of Waltham Abbey Povidiéis in a vain attempt to blow up one of the ideass.

People were watching for Martians here from therchuowers. My brother, very luckily for him as dghancec
preferred to push on at once to the coast rattaer wait for food, although all three of them weesrwhungry. B
midday they passed through Tillingham, which, sieiy enough, seemed to be quite silent and deseséee for
few furtive plunderers hunting for food. Near Tiljham they suddenly came in sight of the sea, lamdibst amazir
crowd of shipping of all sorts that it is possibd@magine.

For after the sailors could no longer come up thanies, they came on to the Essex coast, to HaemdhWalton an
Clacton, and afterwards to Foulness and Shoebutying off the people. They lay in a huge sickleped curve th
vanished into mist at last towards the Naze. Cioskore was a multitude of fishing smacksglish, Scotch, Frenc
Dutch, and Swedish; steam launches from the Thayaehts, electric boats; and beyond were shipargkl burden,
multitude of filthy colliers, trim merchantmen, tdatships, passenger boats, petroleum tanks, cicaaps, an ol
white transport even, neat white and grey lineossnfiSouthampton and Hamburg; and along the blue ecasss th
Blackwater my brother could make out dimly a deswwarm of boats chaffering with the people on thachea swari
which also extended up the Blackwater almost toddial

About a couple of miles out lay an ironclad, veowlin the water, almost, to my brother's perceptitke a water-
logged ship. This was the rahmunder Child It was the only warship in sight, but far awayhe right over the smoc

surface of the sea--for that day there was a debud-4¢ay a serpent of black smoke to mark the next ilias of th

Channel Fleet, which hovered in an extended litegmns up and ready for action, across the Thamaargstiuring th

course of the Martian conquest, vigilant and yetgdess to prevent it.

At the sight of the sea, Mrs. Elphinstone, in spitehe assurances of her sistelam, gave way to panic. She |
never been out of England before, she would radieethan trust herself friendless in a foreign dogrand so fortt
She seemed, poor woman, to imagine that the Framdhhe Martians might prove very similar. She badn growin
increasingly hysterical, fearful, and depressednduthe two days' journeyings. Her great idea wageturn t
Stanmore. Things had been always well and safeaan®re. They would find George at Stanmore.

It was with the greatest difficulty they could detr down to the beach, where presently my brotheceeded i
attracting the attention of some men on a padéansér from the Thames. They sent a boat and drdaggain fo
thirty-six pounds for the three. The steamer wasgydhese men said, to Ostend.

It was about two o'clock when my brother, havingdpheir fares at the gangway, found himself safdhpard th
steamboat with his charges. There was food aba#dit at exorbitant prices, and the three of tloemtrived to eat
meal on one of the seats forward.

There were already a couple of score of passedpoard, some of whom had expended their last monsgcuring
passage, but the captain lay off the Blackwateit fime¢ in the afternoon, picking up passengersiuhe seated dec
were even dangerously crowded. He would probabWe mamained longer had it not been for the soungluois the
began about that hour in the south. As if in anster ironclad seaward fired a small gun and hdiatstring of flag:
A jet of smoke sprang out of her funnels.

Some of the passengers were of opinion that thisgficame from Shoeburyness, until it was notideat it wa:
growing louder. At the same time, far away in thatheast the masts and upperworks of three iroaclagk one aft
the other out of the sea, beneath clouds of blawks. But my brother's attention speedily revettethe distant firin
in the south. He fancied he saw a column of smiskeg out of the distant grey haze.

The little steamer was already flapping her wayvweasl of the big crescent of shipping, and the Esgex coast w
growing blue and hazy, when a Martian appeared|lsmd faint in the remote distance, advancing @ltre mudd
coast from the direction of Foulness. At that thptain on the bridge swore at the top of his veita fear and ang
at his own delay, and the paddles seemed infecitdhig terror. Every soul aboard stood at the lauks or on th
seats of the steamer and stared at that distapé shegher than the trees or church towers inland,advancing with
leisurely parody of a human stri
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It was the first Martian my brother had seen, aadstood, more amazed than terrified, watching Titsn advancin
deliberately towards the shipping, wading farthed darther into the water as the coast fell awdyer, far awa
beyond the Crouch, came another, striding over ssteted trees, and then yet another, still fartfér wading
deeply through a shiny mudflat that seemed to Heatigvay up between sea and sky. They were all isgl&eawar(
as if to intercept the escape of the multitudineessels that were crowded between Foulness ardabe. In spite (
the throbbing exertions of the engines of thedliihddleboat, and the pouring foam that her wheels flungrizeher
she receded with terrifying slowness from this armamadvance.

Glancing northwestward, my brother saw the largsaent of shipping already writhing with the apgioag terror
one ship passing behind another, another comingdrinom broadside to end on, steamships whistlmdy giving of
volumes of steam, sails being let out, launchekingshither and thither. He was so fascinated hy #md by th
creeping danger away to the left that he had ne fyeanything seaward. And then a swift moveménhe steambo
(she had suddenly come round to avoid being rumdléwng him headlong from the seat upon which las standing
There was a shouting all about him, a tramplinfeef, and a cheer that seemed to be answered/faiihté steambo
lurched and rolled him over upon his hands.

He sprang to his feet and saw to starboard, ana hoindred yards from their heeling, pitching beatast iron bul
like the blade of a plough tearing through the watessing it on either side in huge waves of fdaat leaped towar
the steamer, flinging her paddles helplessly indineand then sucking her deck down almost torthterline.

A douche of spray blinded my brother for a momé&ven his eyes were clear again he saw the monatepasse
and was rushing landward. Big iron upperworks rosé of this headlong structure, and from that tiunnels
projected and spat a smoking blast shot with fireias the torpedo ranthunder Child steaming headlong, coming
the rescue of the threatened shipping.

Keeping his footing on the heaving deck by clutghine bulwarks, my brother looked past this chaydeviathan ¢
the Martians again, and he saw the three of them ¢lose together, and standing so far out to satatkeir tripos
supports were almost entirely submerged. Thus syn&ed seen in remote perspective, they appearetkd:
formidable than the huge iron bulk in whose wake steamer was pitching so helplessly. It would sé®ey wer:
regarding this new antagonist with astonishmentthiar intelligence, it may be, the giant was egech another |
themselves. Th&hunder Childfired no gun, but simply drove full speed towatikdem. It was probably her not firi
that enabled her to get so near the enemy as ghé&tiy did not know what to make of her. One slaitl they woul
have sent her to the bottom forthwith with the Hieay.

She was steaming at such a pace that in a minetesedmed halfway between the steamboat and theahtar
diminishing black bulk against the receding horiabexpanse of the Essex coast.

Suddenly the foremost Martian lowered his tube disdharged a canister of the black gas at the lmdndt hit he
larboard side and glanced off in an inky jet thated away to seaward, an unfolding torrent of Rl&moke, fror
which the ironclad drove clear. To the watchersnfrithe steamer, low in the water and with the suthéir eyes,
seemed as though she were already among the Martian

They saw the gaunt figures separating and risirigobthe water as they retreated shoreward, andobtigem raise
the camera-like generator of the H&aty. He held it pointing obliquely downward, antdank of steam sprang frc
the water at its touch. It must have driven throtighiron of the ship's side like a white-hot irodl through paper.

A flicker of flame went up through the rising steaamd then the Martian reeled and staggered. Ithanonoment
was cut down, and a great body of water and stdash lsgh in the air. The guns of tAgunder Childsounde
through the reek, going off one after the othed ane shot splashed the water high close by tlanste ricochete
towards the other flying ships to the north, anésined a smack to matchwood.

But no one heeded that very much. At the sighhefNlartian's collapse the captain on the bridgkegeharticulately
and all the crowding passengers on the steameris shouted together. And then they yelled agamn, $urging ot
beyond the white tumult, drove something long alztiy the flames streaming from its middle pars,vientilator
and funnels spouting fir

9/4/201:



Page51 of 86

She was alive still; the steering gear, it seenas imtact and her engines working. She headedystréor a secor
Martian, and was within a hundred yards of him wtteHeatRay came to bear. Then with a violent thud, a Iitig
flash, her decks, her funnels, leaped upward. Theidh staggered with the violence of her explosard in anothe
moment the flaming wreckage, still driving forwasith the impetus of its pace, had struck him andnmpled him u
like a thing of cardboard. My brother shouted inwnghrily. A boiling tumult of steam hid everythiagain.

"Two!" yelled the captain.

Everyone was shouting. The whole steamer from ereht rang with frantic cheering that was takerfitgb by one
and then by all in the crowding multitude of shgpsl boats that was driving out to sea.

The steam hung upon the water for many minutesndpithe third Martian and the coast altogether. Atdhis time
the boat was paddling steadily out to sea and dway the fight; and when at last the confusion @dathe drifting
bank of black vapour intervened, and nothing of thender Childcould be made out, nor could the third Martia
seen. But the ironclads to seaward were now glogeand standing in towards shore past the stesimbo

The little vessel continued to beat its way seawardl the ironclads receded slowly towards the tcoasich wa:
hidden still by a marbled bank of vapour, part stepart black gas, eddying and combining in thangiest way. Tt
fleet of refugees was scattering to the northesssteral smacks were sailing between the ironcladglfze steambo:
After a time, and before they reached the sinkilogict bank, the warships turned northward, and gdamptly wen
about and passed into the thickening haze of egesouthward. The coast grew faint, and at lastsindjuishabl
amid the low banks of clouds that were gatheringuathe sinking sun.

Then suddenly out of the golden haze of the sure®e the vibration of guns, and a form of blackdsias movinc
Everyone struggled to the rail of the steamer agetgd into the blinding furnace of the west, buhimy was to b
distinguished clearly. A mass of smoke rose slgndind barred the face of the sun. The steambaailibd on its we
through an interminable suspense.

The sun sank into grey clouds, the sky flusheddaréiened, the evening star trembled into sightials deep twiligt
when the captain cried out and pointed. My brot#tesiined his eyes. Something rushed up into theoskyof the
greyness+ushed slantingly upward and very swiftly into fheninous clearness above the clouds in the wesley)

something flat and broad, and very large, that $wepnd in a vast curve, grew smaller, sank slowlyd vanishe
again into the grey mystery of the night. And dtei it rained down darkness upon the land.

BOOK TWO
THE EARTH UNDER THE MARTIANS

CHAPTER ONE

UNDER FOOT

In the first book | have wandered so much from nmn@dventures to tell of the experiences of myhepthat a
through the last two chapters | and the curate leen lurking in the empty house at Halliford whitlwe fled t
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escape the Black Smoke. There | will resume. Wppsd there all Sunday night and all the next--the day of th
panic-in a little island of daylight, cut off by the BlacSmoke from the rest of the world. We could dohinay bu
wait in aching inactivity during those two wearyyda

My mind was occupied by anxiety for my wife. | figaal her at Leatherhead, terrified, in danger, mogrme alread
as a dead man. | paced the rooms and cried aloet Wkhought of how | was cut off from her, of #tlat migh
happen to her in my absence. My cousin | knew wagebenough for any emergency, but he was notaftetman ti
realise danger quickly, to rise promptly. What wsseded now was not bravery, but circumspection. dvily
consolation was to believe that the Martians weoging Londonward and away from her. Such vague anxieties
the mind sensitive and painful. | grew very weangl arritable with the curate's perpetual ejaculadiol tired of th
sight of his selfish despair. After some ineffettiamonstrance | kept away from him, staying iroam--evidently ¢
children's schoolroomeentaining globes, forms, and copybooks. When Hevied me thither, | went to a box roon
the top of the house and, in order to be alone migraching miseries, locked myself in.

We were hopelessly hemmed in by the Black Smoké¢hali day and the morning of the next. There wegasso
people in the next house on Sunday evenmtpee at a window and moving lights, and laterdlaenming of a doc
But | do not know who these people were, nor wheatame of them. We saw nothing of them next day. Blaek
Smoke drifted slowly riverward all through Mondayming, creeping nearer and nearer to us, drivigsa along th
roadway outside the house that hid us.

A Martian came across the fields about midday nigyhe stuff with a jet of superheated steam tisseldl against tl
walls, smashed all the windows it touched, anddsththe curate's hand as he fled out of the frmoihr When at la
we crept across the sodden rooms and looked out,aba country northward was as though a blackvstarm ha
passed over it. Looking towards the river, we wastnished to see an unaccountable redness minglinghe blac!
of the scorched meadows.

For a time we did not see how this change affeotadposition, save that we were relieved of our t#fathe Blacl
Smoke. But later | perceived that we were no lorfggnmed in, that now we might get away. So sodrrealised the
the way of escape was open, my dream of actiomnetiu But the curate was lethargic, unreasonable.

"We are safe here," he repeated; "safe here."

| resolved to leave himacould that | had! Wiser now for the artillerymateésching, | sought out food and drink. |

found oil and rags for my burns, and | also todkatand a flannel shirt that | found in one of beglrooms. When
was clear to him that | meant to go alone--hadmeided myself to going alondie suddenly roused himself to co
And all being quiet throughout the afternoon, wartstd about five o'clock, as | should judge, altregblackened ro:
to Sunbury.

In Sunbury, and at intervals along the road, weraddbodies lying in contorted attitudes, horsesvels as mer
overturned carts and luggage, all covered thickih Wwlack dust. That pall of cindery powder madethmak of what
had read of the destruction of Pompeii. We got émidton Court without misadventure, our minds féilswange an
unfamiliar appearances, and at Hampton Court oas &yere relieved to find a patch of green that éschped tt
suffocating drift. We went through Bushey Park,haits deer going to and fro under the chestnutd,smme men at
women hurrying in the distance towards Hampton, smadve came to Twickenham. These were the firsplpewe
saw.

Away across the road the woods beyond Ham and dheter were still afire. Twickenham was uninjureddiel
HeatRay or Black Smoke, and there were more peopletdiere, though none could give us news. For the per
they were like ourselves, taking advantage of ladushift their quarters. | have an impressiort thany of the hous
here were still occupied by scared inhabitants fiigiitened even for flight. Here too the evidewa hasty rout we
abundant along the road. | remember most vividhgghsmashed bicycles in a heap, pounded into the log th
wheels of subsequent carts. We crossed Richmomfy@about half past eight. We hurried across tipesed bridge
of course, but | noticed floating down the streamuenber of red masses, some many feet across.nodikinow whe
these were--there was no time for scrutiagd | put a more horrible interpretation on themntthey deserved. He
again on the Surrey side were black dust that imee been smoke, and dead bodaeseap near the approach to
station; but we had no glimpse of the Martianslumé were some way towards Barr
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We saw in the blackened distance a group of theeplp running down a side street towards the rivatr otherwise
seemed deserted. Up the hill Richmond town wasibgroriskly; outside the town of Richmond there wastrace ¢
the Black Smoke.

Then suddenly, as we approached Kew, came a nuohlpeople running, and the upperworks of a Martighting-
machine loomed in sight over the housetops, notnaied yards away from us. We stood aghast atanget, and he
the Martian looked down we must immediately havesped. We were so terrified that we dared not igobait turne
aside and hid in a shed in a garden. There théecarauched, weeping silently, and refusing toasgiain.

But my fixed idea of reaching Leatherhead would lebtme rest, and in the twilight | ventured outig | wen
through a shrubbery, and along a passage besigehalse standing in its own grounds, and so endeugen the roe
towards Kew. The curate | left in the shed, butame hurrying after me.

That second start was the most foolhardy thingel elid. For it was manifest the Martians were ah@utNo soont
had the curate overtaken me than we saw eithelighng-machine we had seen before or another, far awass
the meadows in the direction of Kew Lodge. Foufiwe little black figures hurried before it acro®e greergrey o
the field, and in a moment it was evident this Nartpursued them. In three strides he was amony,thed they re
radiating from his feet in all directions. He used HeatRay to destroy them, but picked them up one by
Apparently he tossed them into the great metabicier which projected behind him, much as a wonkiswdaske
hangs over his shoulder.

It was the first time | realised that the Martianght have any other purpose than destruction defieated humanit
We stood for a moment petrified, then turned aed through a gate behind us into a walled gardshinto, rathe
than found, a fortunate ditch, and lay there, sedaring to whisper to each other until the stagsevout.

| suppose it was nearly eleven o'clock before wleagad courage to start again, no longer venturitaythe road, bt
sneaking along hedgerows and through plantatiorsweatching keenly through the darkness, he omigfi and | ol
the left, for the Martians, who seemed to be atiwahus. In one place we blundered upon a scorchddkackene
area, now cooling and ashen, and a number of sedttkead bodies of men, burned horribly about deak and trunl
but with their legs and boots mostly intact; andle&d horses, fifty feet, perhaps, behind a linwof ripped guns ar
smashed gun carriages.

Sheen, it seemed, had escaped destruction, bplabte was silent and deserted. Here we happenad dead, thou
the night was too dark for us to see into the std&ls of the place. In Sheen my companion suddmmtyplained ¢
faintness and thirst, and we decided to try ont@houses.

The first house we entered, after a little diffigulvith the window, was a small semétached villa, and | foul
nothing eatable left in the place but some mouldgese. There was, however, water to drink; aneh # hatche
which promised to be useful in our next house-hreak

We then crossed to a place where the road turnarttsMMortlake. Here there stood a white house withiwallec
garden, and in the pantry of this domicile we foanstore of foodtwo loaves of bread in a pan, an uncooked ¢
and the half of a ham. | give this catalogue s@ipedy because, as it happened, we were destingabiist upon th
store for the next fortnight. Bottled beer stoodlema shelf, and there were two bags of haricohdaad some lirr
lettuces. This pantry opened into a kind of waphkitchen, and in this was firewood; there wa® ascupboard,
which we found nearly a dozen of burgundy, tinnedgps and salmon, and two tins of biscuits.

We sat in the adjacent kitchen in the dark--fordaeed not strike a lightand ate bread and ham, and drank beer «
the same bottle. The curate, who was still timorand restless, was now, oddly enough, for pushmgaad | wa
urging him to keep up his strength by eating whenthing happened that was to imprison us.

"It can't be midnight yet," | said, and then cami@iading glare of vivid green light. Everything the kitchen leape
out, clearly visible in green and black, and vaeghgain. And then followed such a concussionhas/é never hea
before or since. So close on the heels of thi® &ém instantaneous came a thud behind me, adflgéss, a cra:
and rattle of falling masonry all about us, and phester of the ceiling came down upon us, smasimtoga multitud:
of fragments upon our heads. | was knocked headdmngss the floor against the oven handle and stinhwa:

9/4/201:



Page54 of 86

insensible for a long time, the curate told me, ahén | came to we were in darkness again, andavitie,a face we
as | found afterwards, with blood from a cut for@thewas dabbing water over me.

For some time | could not recollect what had hapdermhen things came to me slowly. A bruise on emple
asserted itself.

"Are you better?" asked the curate in a whisper.
At last | answered him. | sat up.

"Don't move," he said. "The floor is covered withashed crockery from the dresser. You can't pgssiolve withou
making a noise, and | fantlyeyare outside.”

We both sat quite silent, so that we could scarbelyr each other breathing. Everything seemed ylesill] but onc:
something near us, some plaster or broken brickwadidk down with a rumbling sound. Outside and veear was &
intermittent, metallic rattle.

"That!" said the curate, when presently it happesgain.

"Yes," | said. "But what is it?"

"A Martian!" said the curate.

| listened again.

"It was not like the Heat-Ray," | said, and forimé | was inclined to think one of the great figigimachines he
stumbled against the house, as | had seen onelstagdinst the tower of Shepperton Church.

Our situation was so strange and incomprehensitae for three or four hours, until the dawn came, searcel
moved. And then the light filtered in, not throutie window, which remained black, but through artgular apertu
between a beam and a heap of broken bricks in #lkeb&hind us. The interior of the kitchen we naawsgreyly fo
the first time.

The window had been burst in by a mass of gardamdnahich flowed over the table upon which we thagn sittini
and lay about our feet. Outside, the soil was badrkgh against the house. At the top of the wind@amne we coul
see an uprooted drainpipe. The floor was litterétl mashed hardware; the end of the kitchen tosvere house w.
broken into, and since the daylight shone in théreyas evident the greater part of the house halthgsec
Contrasting vividly with this ruin was the neat sier, stained in the fashion, pale green, and avithmber of copp
and tin vessels below it, the wallpaper imitatingeband white tiles, and a couple of coloured seimants flutterin
from the walls above the kitchen range.

As the dawn grew clearer, we saw through the gapdrwall the body of a Martian, standing sentihslippose, ov
the still glowing cylinder. At the sight of that veeawled as circumspectly as possible out of thigiw of the kitchel
into the darkness of the scullery.

Abruptly the right interpretation dawned upon mynahi

"The fifth cylinder,” | whispered, "the fifth shétom Mars, has struck this house and buried us uthgeruins!”

For a time the curate was silent, and then he \ehesp

"God have mercy upon us!"

| heard him presently whimpering to hims
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Save for that sound we lay quite still in the semylj | for my part scarce dared breathe, and st muy eyes fixed ¢
the faint light of the kitchen door. | could justesthe curate's face, a dim, oval shape, and H& emd cuffs. Outsic
there began a metallic hammering, then a violemitihg, and then again, after a quiet interval, ssing like th
hissing of an engine. These noises, for the mastgpablematical, continued intermittently, and eeel if anything t
increase in number as time wore on. Presently ssuned thudding and a vibration that made everytlabgut u
quiver and the vessels in the pantry ring and ,sbé@gan and continued. Once the light was eclipsed,the ghost
kitchen doorway became absolutely dark. For manysae must have crouched there, silent and shiyeuntil ou
tired attention failed. . . .

At last | found myself awake and very hungry. | entlined to believe we must have spent the grgadetion of a da
before that awakening. My hunger was at a strid@sistent that it moved me to action. | told theate | was going-
seek food, and felt my way towards the pantry. Helenme no answer, but so soon as | began eatirfgitiiaoise
made stirred him up and | heard him crawling after

CHAPTER TWO

WHAT WE SAW FROM THE RUINED HOUSE

After eating we crept back to the scullery, andé¢hemust have dozed again, for when presentlypkéad round | we
alone. The thudding vibration continued with weame persistence. | whispered for the curate sevienals, and :
last felt my way to the door of the kitchen. It wasl daylight, and | perceived him across thempdying against tr
triangular hole that looked out upon the Martidfis. shoulders were hunched, so that his head vaaehifrom me.

| could hear a number of noises almost like thesan engine shed; and the place rocked with thatirige thud
Through the aperture in the wall | could see thpedba tree touched with gold and the warm blua teinquil evenin
sky. For a minute or so | remained watching thatyrand then | advanced, crouching and steppitigexireme cai
amid the broken crockery that littered the floor.

| touched the curate's leg, and he started sontlgl¢hat a mass of plaster went sliding down algsand fell with
loud impact. | gripped his arm, fearing he might out, and for a long time we crouched motionld$sen | turned t
see how much of our rampart remained. The detachaf¢he plaster had left a vertical slit openhie debris, and |
raising myself cautiously across a beam | was &bteee out of this gap into what had been overragiiet suburb
roadway. Vast, indeed, was the change that we tiehel

The fifth cylinder must have fallen right into th@dst of the house we had first visited. The buidghad vanishe
completely smashed, pulverised, and dispersedépltw. The cylinder lay now far beneath the ordjifoundations--
deep in a hole, already vastly larger than the lpéd looked into at Woking. The earth all rountiad splashed unc
that tremendous impact--"splashed" is the only wartt lay in heaped piles that hid the masses ofathacer
houses. It had behaved exactly like mud under tblent blow of a hammer. Our house had collapsedkward; the
front portion, even on the ground floor, had beestwyed completely; by a chance the kitchen amdlesg hac
escaped, and stood buried now under soil and rainsed in by tons of earth on every side save tdsvthe cylinde
Over that aspect we hung now on the very edge efgtkat circular pit the Martians were engaged aking. The
heavy beating sound was evidently just behind ng,eaver and again a bright green vapour drovekegpdiveil acros
our peephole.

The cylinder was already opened in the centre efi, and on the farther edge of the pit, amid sheshed ar
gravel-heaped shrubbery, one of the great fightiraghines, deserted by its occupant, stood stifftaichgainst th
evening sky. At first | scarcely noticed the pidahe cylinder, although it has been conveniertescribe them firs
on account of the extraordinary glittering mechamissaw busy in the excavation, and on accounthef dtrang
creatures that were crawling slowly and painfultyass the heaped mould nee
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The mechanism it certainly was that held my attenfirst. It was one of those complicated fabricatthave sinc
been called handlingrachines, and the study of which has already gaweh an enormous impetus to terres
invention. As it dawned upon me first, it presengedort of metallic spider with five jointed, agikgs, and with ¢
extraordinary number of jointed levers, bars, aathing and clutching tentacles about its body.tMbgs arms wet
retracted, but with three long tentacles it wakifig out a number of rods, plates, and bars whigdlthe coverin
and apparently strengthened the walls of the cgliniihese, as it extracted them, were lifted odt@posited upon
level surface of earth behind it.

Its motion was so swift, complex, and perfect thiafirst | did not see it as a machine, in spitat®fmetallic glitter
The fightingmachines were coordinated and animated to an edtraoy pitch, but nothing to compare with t
People who have never seen these structures, ared drdy the illimagined efforts of artists or the impert
descriptions of such eye-witnesses as myself topgm, scarcely realise that living quality.

| recall particularly the illustration of one ofeHirst pamphlets to give a consecutive accouth@fwvar. The artist hi
evidently made a hasty study of one of the fightimachines, and there his knowledge ended. He pexbéném &
tilted, stiff tripods, without either flexibility osubtlety, and with an altogether misleading mongtof effect. Th
pamphlet containing these renderings had a coraitievogue, and | mention them here simply to whenreade
against the impression they may have created. Weeg no more like the Martians | saw in action taabutch doll i
like a human being. To my mind, the pamphlet wddde been much better without them.

At first, | say, the handlingrachine did not impress me as a machine, but asldike creature with a glitteri
integument, the controlling Martian whose delicé¢atacles actuated its movements seeming to belysithg
equivalent of the crab's cerebral portion. But theperceived the resemblance of its glegwn, shiny, leathe
integument to that of the other sprawling bodiegobe, and the true nature of this dexterous workaeanned upc
me. With that realisation my interest shifted togé other creatures, the real Martians. Alreadsd had a transie
impression of these, and the first nausea no lomdpsicured my observation. Moreover, | was concealec
motionless, and under no urgency of action.

They were, | now saw, the most unearthly creatitriegpossible to conceive. They were huge roundidss-or, rathet
heads--about four feet in diameter, each body lgawinfront of it a face. This face had no nostritedeed, th
Martians do not seem to have had any sense of sindllit had a pair of very large dackloured eyes, and |t
beneath this a kind of fleshy beak. In the bacthi head or body--1 scarcely know how to speak-efvas the singl
tight tympanic surface, since known to be anatoltyi@n ear, though it must have been almost usetessir dens
air. In a group round the mouth were sixteen sleralmost whiplike tentacles, arranged in two bueschf eight eac
These bunches have since been named rather aptlyatodistinguished anatomist, Professor Howesh#nds Ever
as | saw these Martians for the first time theynseg to be endeavouring to raise themselves on thesds, but (
course, with the increased weight of terrestriaditions, this was impossible. There is reasorufigpsse that on Ma
they may have progressed upon them with sometfacili

The internal anatomy, | may remark here, as digseb@as since shown, was almost equally simple.grbater part «
the structure was the brain, sending enormous sdovthe eyes, ear, and tactile tentacles. Besilesvere the bulk
lungs, into which the mouth opened, and the headt its vessels. The pulmonary distress caused &ydénse
atmosphere and greater gravitational attractionam@stoo evident in the convulsive movements ef dtluter skin.

And this was the sum of the Martian organs. Straamy@ may seem to a human being, all the compbgamatus ¢
digestion, which makes up the bulk of our bodiad, mbt exist in the Martians. They were head®rely head
Entrails they had none. They did not eat, much dégsst. Instead, they took the fresh, living bladdther creature
andinjectedit into their own veins. | have myself seen thisnlg done, as | shall mention in its place. Butiesmis|
as | may seem, | cannot bring myself to describatwltould not endure even to continue watchind.it.suffice tc
say, blood obtained from a still living animal,nmost cases from a human being, was run directlpnbgns of a littl
pipette into the recipient canal. . . .

The bare idea of this is no doubt horribly repudsie us, but at the same time | think that we sthoemember ho
repulsive our carnivorous habits would seem tonégiligent rabbit.

The physiological advantages of the practice oéatipn are undeniable, if one thinks of the trenoersdwaste (
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human time and energy occasioned by eating andigestive process. Our bodies are half made uparfdg an
tubes and organs, occupied in turning heterogentmasinto blood. The digestive processes and tiesiction upo
the nervous system sap our strength and colournonds. Men go happy or miserable as they have hheali
unhealthy livers, or sound gastric glands. Buthaatians were lifted above all these organic flations of mood ar
emotion.

Their undeniable preference for men as their soofceurishment is partly explained by the natur¢he remains ¢
the victims they had brought with them as provisifnom Mars. These creatures, to judge from thvsled remain
that have fallen into human hands, were bipeds Winfsy, silicious skeletons (almost like those tbg siliciou:
sponges) and feeble musculature, standing abodéesixhigh and having round, erect heads, and laygs in flinty
sockets. Two or three of these seem to have beemgbtin each cylinder, and all were killed befeegth was reache
It was just as well for them, for the mere attertgpstand upright upon our planet would have brokeery bone i
their bodies.

And while | am engaged in this description, | malgl an this place certain further details whichhaligh they wel
not all evident to us at the time, will enable thader who is unacquainted with them to form arelegicture of thes
offensive creatures.

In three other points their physiology differedasigely from ours. Their organisms did not sleepy, more than th
heart of man sleeps. Since they had no extensiveutar mechanism to recuperate, that periodicaheidn wa:
unknown to them. They had little or no sense agta, it would seem. On earth they could never mgeed withot
effort, yet even to the last they kept in actiontwenty-four hours they did twenfgur hours of work, as even on e:
is perhaps the case with the ants.

In the next place, wonderful as it seems in a dewwald, the Martians were absolutely without serd therefor
without any of the tumultuous emotions that arieenf that difference among men. A young Martianreéh@an now k
no dispute, was really born upon earth during the, &nd it was found attached to its parent, ghrtiauddedoft, just
as young lilybulbs bud off, or like the young anlsia the fresh-water polyp.

In man, in all the higher terrestrial animals, sacmethod of increase has disappeared; but evehioearth it wa
certainly the primitive method. Among the lowerraals, up even to those first cousins of the vedtelor animals, tt
Tunicates, the two processes occur side by siddjrally the sexual method superseded its compredittogether. C
Mars, however, just the reverse has apparently theeocase.

It is worthy of remark that a certain speculativatev of quasiscientific repute, writing long before the Mart
invasion, did forecast for man a final structure oolike the actual Martian condition. His prophetyemembe
appeared in November or December, 1893, in a |lafigrdt publication, th@all Mall Budget and | recall a caricat.
of it in a pre-Martian periodical calldéunch He pointed out--writing in a foolish, facetiowne-that the perfection
mechanical appliances must ultimately supersedestitine perfection of chemical devices, digesttbat such orgal
as hair, external nose, teeth, ears, and chin meefenger essential parts of the human being, hatthe tendency
natural selection would lie in the direction of itheteady diminution through the coming ages. Thairbalon
remained a cardinal necessity. Only one other gfathe body had a strong case for survival, andl \wees the han
"teacher and agent of the brain." While the reshefbody dwindled, the hands would grow larger.

There is many a true word written in jest, and heréhe Martians we have beyond dispute the a@oabmplishmel
of such a suppression of the animal side of tharasgn by the intelligence. To me it is quite créelithat the Martiar
may be descended from beings not unlike oursebyea,gradual development of brain and hands (tter lgiving rise
to the two bunches of delicate tentacles at ladt)eaexpense of the rest of the body. Withoutdhay the brain woul
of course, become a mere selfish intelligence,auitlany of the emotional substratum of the humangbe

The last salient point in which the systems of ¢he®atures differed from ours was in what one irigive thought
very trivial particular. Microerganisms, which cause so much disease and pagartim, have either never appe:
upon Mars or Martian sanitary science eliminatezhtrages ago. A hundred diseases, all the feversandgions ¢
human life, consumption, cancers, tumours and sumibidities, never enter the scheme of their Ked speaking ¢
the differences between the life on Mars and tare¢dife, | may allude here to the curious sugges of the re
weed
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Apparently the vegetable kingdom in Mars, instehtlaving green for a dominant colour, is of a vibidoc-red tint
At any rate, the seeds which the Martians (interatily or accidentally) brought with them gave risall cases to red-
coloured growths. Only that known popularly as tkd weed, however, gained any footing in competitiaith
terrestrial forms. The red creeper was quite asttary growth, and few people have seen it growiRgr a time
however, the red weed grew with astonishing vigaud luxuriance. It spread up the sides of the pithe third o
fourth day of our imprisonment, and its cacliks- branches formed a carmine fringe to the edgfesur triangula
window. And afterwards | found it broadcast throoghthe country, and especially wherever there avatream (¢
water.

The Martians had what appears to have been amayditgan, a single round drum at the back of #sdibody, an
eyes with a visual range not very different fromsoexcept that, according to Philips, blue andetialere as black
them. It is commonly supposed that they communitate sounds and tentacular gesticulations; thesgerted, fc
instance, in the able but hastily compiled pampleitten evidently by someone not an eygress of Martia
actions) to which | have already alluded, and whezhfar, has been the chief source of informati@mcerning ther
Now no surviving human being saw so much of thetias in action as | did. | take no credit to mydel ar
accident, but the fact is so. And | assert thaatcled them closely time after time, and that lehseen four, five, ai
(once) six of them sluggishly performing the mdsberately complicated operations together witheithier sound «
gesture. Their peculiar hooting invariably precefeseding; it had no modulation, and was, | beliemeno sense
signal, but merely the expiration of air prepargatty the suctional operation. | have a certainnclap at least &
elementary knowledge of psychology, and in thistemdtam convinced--as firmly as | am convincedaoything-thai
the Martians interchanged thoughts without any maysntermediation. And | have been convincedra$ in spite ¢
strong preconceptions. Before the Martian invasaaan occasional reader here or there may remeiriet writtel
with some little vehemence against the telepatieory.

The Martians wore no clothing. Their conception®ofament and decorum were necessarily differemh fours; an
not only were they evidently much less sensibleh@nges of temperature than we are, but change®séure do n
seem to have affected their health at all seriougt though they wore no clothing, it was in thithey artificia
additions to their bodily resources that their gsegeriority over man lay. We men, with our bi@ghnd roadkates
our Lilienthal soaringnachines, our guns and sticks and so forth, ateiputhe beginning of the evolution that
Martians have worked out. They have become prdlsticaere brains, wearing different bodies accordingthei
needs just as men wear suits of clothes and talkeyeale in a hurry or an umbrella in the wet. Arfdieeir appliance:
perhaps nothing is more wonderful to a man tharctim®us fact that what is the dominant featuralofost all huma
devices in mechanism is absent--thleeelis absent; among all the things they brought tohethere is no trace
suggestion of their use of wheels. One would havieast expected it in locomotion. And in this ceaotion it is
curious to remark that even on this earth Natusertever hit upon the wheel, or has preferred atikpedients to i
development. And not only did the Martians eithetr know of (which is incredible), or abstain frothe wheel, but i
their apparatus singularly little use is made ef filked pivot or relatively fixed pivot, with ciréar motions thereabao
confined to one plane. Almost all the joints of thachinery present a complicated system of sligaugs moving ove
small but beautifully curved friction bearings. Amdhile upon this matter of detail, it is remarkabiteat the lon
leverages of their machines are in most casestadtlgy a sort of sham musculature of the diskaielastic sheat
these disks become polarised and drawn closelypanerfully together when traversed by a currenglettricity. Ir
this way the curious parallelism to animal motiowsjch was so striking and disturbing to the hurbaholder, we
attained. Such quasi-muscles abounded in the keabAndlingmachine which, on my first peeping out of the §
watched unpacking the cylinder. It seemed infigitelore alive than the actual Martians lying beydnid the sunst
light, panting, stirring ineffectual tentacles, andving feebly after their vast journey across spac

While | was still watching their sluggish motiomsthe sunlight, and noting each strange detaieir torm, the cura
reminded me of his presence by pulling violentlyrat arm. | turned to a scowling face, and silefdgeent lips. H
wanted the slit, which permitted only one of ugézp through; and so | had to forego watching the@ma time while
he enjoyed that privilege.

When | looked again, the busy handlimgchine had already put together several of theepi®f apparatus it h
taken out of the cylinder into a shape having amigtakable likeness to its own; and down on thedebusy little
digging mechanism had come into view, emitting @tgreen vapour and working its way round the @xcavatin
and embanking in a methodical and discriminatingimea. This it was which had caused the regulainmgaibise, an
the rhythmic shocks that had kept our ruinous refggivering. It piped and whistled as it worked.f&obas | coul
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see, the thing was without a directing Martianlia

CHAPTER THREE

THE DAYSOF IMPRISONMENT

The arrival of a second fightingrachine drove us from our peephole into the soyllEr we feared that from
elevation the Martian might see down upon us bebindbarrier. At a later date we began to feel iestanger of the
eyes, for to an eye in the dazzle of the sunligliside our refuge must have been blank blacknegsatbfirst the
slightest suggestion of approach drove us intsthdlery in hearthrobbing retreat. Yet terrible as was the dange
incurred, the attraction of peeping was for botlu®frresistible. And | recall now with a sort obmder that, in spite
the infinite danger in which we were between staovaand a still more terrible death, we could g&tiggle bitterl
for that horrible privilege of sight. We would raeeross the kitchen in a grotesque way betweenreegge and tt
dread of making a noise, and strike each othertlamdt and kick, within a few inches of exposure.

The fact is that we had absolutely incompatiblgoasstions and habits of thought and action, and damger an
isolation only accentuated the incompatibility. Kalliford |1 had already come to hate the curatetktof helples
exclamation, his stupid rigidity of mind. His ensbemuttering monologue vitiated every effort | maolehink out
line of action, and drove me at times, thus penamg intensified, almost to the verge of crazineswas as lackir
in restraint as a silly woman. He would weep foutsotogether, and | verily believe that to the veng this spoile
child of life thought his weak tears in some wafjcacious. And | would sit in the darkness unalle&éep my min
off him by reason of his importunities. He ate mtiven | did, and it was in vain | pointed out tleatr only chance «
life was to stop in the house until the Martiand dane with their pit, that in that long patienceénae might present
come when we should need food. He ate and dranilgimely in heavy meals at long intervals. He slége.

As the days wore on, his utter carelessness otangideration so intensified our distress and datige | had, muc
as | loathed doing it, to resort to threats, anlsitto blows. That brought him to reason fomaeti But he was one
those weak creatures, void of pride, timorous, am@ehateful souls, full of shifty cunning, who &aaeither God ni
man, who face not even themselves.

It is disagreeable for me to recall and write th#éiegs, but | set them down that my story may lackhing. Thos
who have escaped the dark and terrible aspecitofill find my brutality, my flash of rage in odimal tragedy, eas
enough to blame; for they know what is wrong ad aglany, but not what is possible to tortured niart.those wh
have been under the shadow, who have gone dowastablelemental things, will have a wider charity.

And while within we fought out our dark, dim cortted whispers, snatched food and drink, and griggiands ar
blows, without, in the pitiless sunlight of thatrible June, was the strange wonder, the unfamibatine of th
Martians in the pit. Let me return to those firemnexperiences of mine. After a long time | venduback to th
peephole, to find that the new-comers had beeroreed by the occupants of no fewer than threeheffighting-
machines. These last had brought with them ceftagih appliances that stood in an orderly manneutthe cylinde
The second handlingrachine was now completed, and was busied in geime of the novel contrivances the
machine had brought. This was a body resemblinglaaan in its general form, above which oscillaeegearshape
receptacle, and from which a stream of white povildered into a circular basin below.

The oscillatory motion was imparted to this by daetacle of the handlingrachine. With two spatulate hands
handling-machine was digging out and flinging maseé clay into the peashaped receptacle above, while \
another arm it periodically opened a door and resdosusty and blackened clinkers from the middlet phrthe
machine. Another steely tentacle directed the povirden the basin along a ribbed channel towardsesmueiver thi
was hidden from me by the mound of bluish dust.nFibis unseen receiver a little thread of greenkemms:
vertically into the quiet air. As | looked, the li#ing-machine, with a faint and musical clinking, extethdielescopi
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fashion, a tentacle that had been a moment beforera blunt projection, until its end was hiddehibd the mound ¢
clay. In another second it had lifted a bar of latuminium into sight, untarnished as yet, andisfidazzlingly, an
deposited it in a growing stack of bars that stabdhe side of the pit. Between sunset and startigs dexteroL
machine must have made more than a hundred sushobarof the crude clay, and the mound of bluiskt das
steadily until it topped the side of the pit.

The contrast between the swift and complex movesneithese contrivances and the inert panting diuess of the
masters was acute, and for days | had to tell rhyspéatedly that these latter were indeed thadiwaf the two things.

The curate had possession of the slit when thé fiien were brought to the pit. | was sitting beldwgddled ug
listening with all my ears. He made a sudden movernackward, and I, fearful that we were obsereedyched in
spasm of terror. He came sliding down the rubbisth @ept beside me in the darkness, inarticulastigulating, an
for a moment | shared his panic. His gesture sugdesresignation of the slit, and after a littleil my curiosity gav
me courage, and | rose up, stepped across himglambered up to it. At first | could see no reasmnhis frantic
behaviour. The twilight had now come, the starsewigtle and faint, but the pit was illuminated the flickering gree
fire that came from the aluminiumaking. The whole picture was a flickering schemhgreen gleams and shifti
rusty black shadows, strangely trying to the ey&ser and through it all went the bats, heedingoit at all. Thi
sprawling Martians were no longer to be seen, tharmd of bluegreen powder had risen to cover them from sighd
a fightingmachine, with its legs contracted, crumpled, andredated, stood across the corner of the pit. fmh
amid the clangour of the machinery, came a drifsgpicion of human voices, that | entertainedirat bnly tc
dismiss.

| crouched, watching this fightingrachine closely, satisfying myself now for the tfitisne that the hood did inde
contain a Martian. As the green flames lifted Ildaaee the oily gleam of his integument and thghiriess of his eye
And suddenly | heard a yell, and saw a long teetaghching over the shoulder of the machine tditite cage the
hunched upon its back. Then something--somethimggling violently-was lifted high against the sky, a black, ve
enigma against the starlight; and as this blackaljame down again, | saw by the green brighttiegst was a ma
For an instant he was clearly visible. He was atstuddy, middleaged man, well dressed; three days before, he
have been walking the world, a man of considerablesequence. | could see his staring eyes and gle&fght or
his studs and watch chain. He vanished behind thendy and for a moment there was silence. And thesgan
shrieking and a sustained and cheerful hooting fiteerMartians.

| slid down the rubbish, struggled to my feet, plagp my hands over my ears, and bolted into thdesgulThe curat:
who had been crouching silently with his arms okisr head, looked up as | passed, cried out quiidlyoat my
desertion of him, and came running after me.

That night, as we lurked in the scullery, balanbetiveen our horror and the terrible fascinatiors {eeping ha
although | felt an urgent need of action | triedvain to conceive some plan of escape; but aftefsyaduring th
second day, | was able to consider our positior witeat clearness. The curate, | found, was quitapable ¢
discussion; this new and culminating atrocity haldbed him of all vestiges of reason or forethou@hactically h
had already sunk to the level of an animal. Buthassaying goes, | gripped myself with both haridgrew upon m
mind, once | could face the facts, that terribl@asposition was, there was as yet no justificafar absolute despe
Our chief chance lay in the possibility of the Mams making the pit nothing more than a temporagasmpment. C
even if they kept it permanently, they might nohsider it necessary to guard it, and a chance adpesmight b
afforded us. | also weighed very carefully the gty of our digging a way out in a direction aw&om the pit, bt
the chances of our emerging within sight of sonrmgisel fightingmachine seemed at first too great. And | should
had to do all the digging myself. The curate watgdtainly have failed me.

It was on the third day, if my memory serves mdtighat | saw the ladilled. It was the only occasion on whic
actually saw the Martians feed. After that expesehavoided the hole in the wall for the bettert pd a day. | wer
into the scullery, removed the door, and spent sbowgs digging with my hatchet as silently as gassibut when
had made a hole about a couple of feet deep ttse learth collapsed noisily, and | did not dare ioomet | lost hear
and lay down on the scullery floor for a long tirhaying no spirit even to move. And after that &iadboned altogeth
the idea of escaping by excavation.

It says much for the impression the Martians hadengon me that at first | entertained little orhope of our esca
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being brought about by their overthrow through hoynan effort. But on the fourth or fifth night Idrel a sound lik
heavy guns.

It was very late in the night, and the moon wasislgi brightly. The Martians had taken away the gatiag-nachine
and, save for a fighting-machine that stood inrdraoter bank of the pit and a handlimgchine that was buried out
my sight in a corner of the pit immediately beneaty peephole, the place was deserted by them. Exoethe pal
glow from the handlingnachine and the bars and patches of white moontghpit was in darkness, and, excep
the clinking of the handlingaachine, quite still. That night was a beautifulesgty; save for one planet, the mi
seemed to have the sky to herself. | heard a dadirigp and that familiar sound it was that made lrsten. Then
heard quite distinctly a booming exactly like theuisd of great guns. Six distinct reports | countaaj after a lor
interval six again. And that was all.

CHAPTER FOUR

THE DEATH OF THE CURATE

It was on the sixth day of our imprisonment thpeéped for the last time, and presently found niydehe. Instead
keeping close to me and trying to oust me fromdlitethe curate had gone back into the scullenyas struck by
sudden thought. | went back quickly and quietlpitite scullery. In the darkness | heard the cudatiing. | snatche
in the darkness, and my fingers caught a bottleuojundy.

For a few minutes there was a tussle. The bottielstthe floor and broke, and | desisted and rdge.stood pantir
and threatening each other. In the end | planteskethpetween him and the food, and told him of rayedmination t
begin a discipline. | divided the food in the paninto rations to last us ten days. | would notlien eat any more th
day. In the afternoon he made a feeble effort toagj¢he food. | had been dozing, but in an instamas awake. A
day and all night we sat face to face, | wearyrbsblute, and he weeping and complaining of hiseéhiate hunger.
was, | know, a night and a day, but to me it seentesbems now--an interminable length of time.

And so our widened incompatibility ended at lasbpen conflict. For two vast days we struggled maertones ar
wrestling contests. There were times when | bedtkatked him madly, times when | cajoled and pedsaiahim, an
once | tried to bribe him with the last bottle afrundy, for there was a rawater pump from which | could get wa
But neither force nor kindness availed; he wasaddeeyond reason. He would neither desist fromattecks on tr
food nor from his noisy babbling to himself. Thedimentary precautions to keep our imprisonment eadga hi
would not observe. Slowly | began to realise thenglete overthrow of his intelligence, to perceivatt my sol
companion in this close and sickly darkness wasa imsane.

From certain vague memories | am inclined to thimk own mind wandered at times. | had strange adédui
dreams whenever | slept. It sounds paradoxical] but inclined to think that the weakness and iitgaof the curat
warned me, braced me, and kept me a sane man.

On the eighth day he began to talk aloud insteadhagpering, and nothing | could do would modetagespeech.

"It is just, O God!" he would say, over and overiag "It is just. On me and mine be the punishniaitt We hav
sinned, we have fallen short. There was povertgrosg the poor were trodden in the dust, and | held peace.
preached acceptable folly--my God, what follwlhen | should have stood up, though | died foaitd called upc
them to repent—repent! . . . Oppressors of the padrneedy . . . ! The wine press of God!"

Then he would suddenly revert to the matter of fitwd | withheld from him, praying, begging, weepijreg las

threatening. He began to raise his voice--I prayetdnot to. He perceived a hold on nte-threatened he would sh
and bring the Martians upon us. For a time thatestane; but any concession would have shortenedtloamce ¢
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escape beyond estimating. | defied him, althouigit ho assurance that he might not do this thihg.that day, at ar
rate, he did not. He talked with his voice risingwdy, through the greater part of the eighth amtimdays-threats
entreaties, mingled with a torrent of haline and always frothy repentance for his vacarhshf God's service, sL
as made me pity him. Then he slept awhile, andrbegain with renewed strength, so loudly that | t/meeds mak
him desist.

"Be still'" I implored.
He rose to his knees, for he had been sittingerdtdrkness near the copper.

"I have been still too long," he said, in a tonattmust have reached the pit, "and now | must beawitness. Wo
unto this unfaithful city! Woe! Woe! Woe! Woe! Wo@&b the inhabitants of the earth by reason of therovoices ¢
the trumpet----"

"Shut up!" | said, rising to my feet, and in a terlest the Martians should hear us. "For God's-saK

"Nay," shouted the curate, at the top of his vogtanding likewise and extending his arms. "Spéd&did word of th
Lord is upon me!"

In three strides he was at the door leading ineckitchen.
"I must bear my witness! | go! It has already bemmlong delayed."

| put out my hand and felt the meat chopper hanginthe wall. In a flash | was after him. | wasrée with feai
Before he was halfway across the kitchen | hadtaken him. With one last touch of humanity | turriled blade bac
and struck him with the butt. He went headlong fanivand lay stretched on the ground. | stumbled bwe and stoo
panting. He lay still.

Suddenly | heard a noise without, the run and snedslipping plaster, and the triangular aperturghe wall wa
darkened. | looked up and saw the lower surfaca bandlingmachine coming slowly across the hole. One ¢
gripping limbs curled amid the debris; another liagpeared, feeling its way over the fallen beanssodd petrifiec
staring. Then | saw through a sort of glass plagr the edge of the body the face, as we maytcalhd the large da
eyes of a Martian, peering, and then a long metafiake of tentacle came feeling slowly throughhtbie.

| turned by an effort, stumbled over the curatel stopped at the scullery door. The tentacle was swmne way, tw
yards or more, in the room, and twisting and tugnwith queer sudden movements, this way and Bata while
stood fascinated by that slow, fitful advance. Theith a faint, hoarse cry, | forced myself acrdlss scullery.
trembled violently; | could scarcely stand uprightpened the door of the coal cellar, and stoedetlin the darkne
staring at the faintly lit doorway into the kitcheand listening. Had the Martian seen me? Whatitngd@ng now?

Something was moving to and fro there, very qujetlyery now and then it tapped against the walktarted on i
movements with a faint metallic ringing, like theowements of keys on a split-ring. Then a heavy bodynew toc
well what-was dragged across the floor of the kitchen towéndsopening. Irresistibly attracted, | crept te thoo
and peeped into the kitchen. In the triangle ofjtiriouter sunlight | saw the Martian, in its Briaseof a handling-
machine, scrutinizing the curate's head. | thoaghince that it would infer my presence from theka the blow
had given him,

| crept back to the coal cellar, shut the door, bagan to cover myself up as much as | could, andogselessly
possible in the darkness, among the firewood arad tteerein. Every now and then | paused, rigidhéar if the
Martian had thrust its tentacles through the opgaigain.

Then the faint metallic jingle returned. | tracedslowly feeling over the kitchen. Presently | leed@r nearer-n the
scullery, as | judged. | thought that its lengthghtibe insufficient to reach me. | prayed copioulllpassed, scrapi
faintly across the cellar door. An age of almosblerable suspense intervened; then | heard it fimglat the latch! |
had found the door! The Martians understood d
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It worried at the catch for a minute, perhaps, teth the door opene

In the darkness | could just see the thing--likeetaphant's trunk more than anything els@ving towards me ai
touching and examining the wall, coals, wood anlinge It was like a black worm swaying its bliné#&d to and fro.

Once, even, it touched the heel of my boot. | washe verge of screaming; | bit my hand. For a ttheetentacle wi
silent. | could have fancied it had been withdraRresently, with an abrupt click, it gripped sonmegh-|I thought i
had me!-and seemed to go out of the cellar again. For aitmihwas not sure. Apparently it had taken a lwhpoa
to examine.

| seized the opportunity of slightly shifting my gtion, which had become cramped, and then listehedhispere:
passionate prayers for safety.

Then | heard the slow, deliberate sound creepingutds me again. Slowly, slowly it drew near, sdnatg against tr
walls and tapping the furniture.

While | was still doubtful, it rapped smartly agstirthe cellar door and closed it. | heard it go itite pantry, and tl
biscuittins rattled and a bottle smashed, and then caneaay bump against the cellar door. Then silenaeghsse
into an infinity of suspense.

Had it gone?
At last | decided that it had.

It came into the scullery no more; but | lay ak tlenth day in the close darkness, buried amonig ena firewood, ne
daring even to crawl out for the drink for whicleraved. It was the eleventh day before | ventuedas from my
security.

CHAPTER FIVE

THE STILLNESS

My first act before | went into the pantry was &stien the door between the kitchen and the scuBariythe pantr
was empty; every scrap of food had gone. Apparentlg Martian had taken it all on the previous dAy.thai
discovery | despaired for the first time. | tookfoead, or no drink either, on the eleventh or theltth day.

At first my mouth and throat were parched, and tingrgth ebbed sensibly. | sat about in the darkn&#se scullery
in a state of despondent wretchedness. My min@magating. | thought | had become deaf, for thee®of moveme
| had been accustomed to hear from the pit hacedealssolutely. | did not feel strong enough to ¢nawiselessly t
the peephole, or | would have gone there.

On the twelfth day my throat was so painful thakitg the chance of alarming the Martians, | aalcthe creakir

rain-water pump that stood by the sink, and got a cooptgassfuls of blackened and tainted rain wdteras great!
refreshed by this, and emboldened by the factrtbanquiring tentacle followed the noise of my purgp

During these days, in a rambling, inconclusive waiipught much of the curate and of the manndriotieath.
On the thirteenth day | drank some more water,dombd and thought disjointedly of eating and ofueagnpossibl
plans of escape. Whenever | dozed | dreamt of hlerphantasms, of the death of the curate, or mipsuous dinner

but, asleep or awake, | felt a keen pain that urgedo drink again and again. The light that came the scullery wz
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no longer grey, but red. To my disordered imagorati seemed the colour of blo

On the fourteenth day | went into the kitchen, &ndas surprised to find that the fronds of the vezed had grow
right across the hole in the wall, turning the Higlht of the place into a crimson-coloured obstyuri

It was early on the fifteenth day that | heard aiams, familiar sequence of sounds in the kitchemd, listening
identified it as the snuffing and scratching ofaydGoing into the kitchen, | saw a dog's noseipgen through
break among the ruddy fronds. This greatly surdrise. At the scent of me he barked shortly.

| thought if | could induce him to come into thepé quietly | should be able, perhaps, to kill aathim; and in ar
case, it would be advisable to kill him, lest hiti@ns attracted the attention of the Martians.

| crept forward, saying "Good dog!" very softly;tthe suddenly withdrew his head and disappeared.

| listened--1 was not deabut certainly the pit was still. | heard a sourialthe flutter of a bird's wings, and a ho.
croaking, but that was all.

For a long while | lay close to the peephole, attaaring to move aside the red plants that obsciir©nce or twice
heard a faint pittepatter like the feet of the dog going hither anth#r on the sand far below me, and there were
birdlike sounds, but that was all. At length, enemged by the silence, | looked out.

Except in the corner, where a multitude of crowpgerl and fought over the skeletons of the deadvidugians ha
consumed, there was not a living thing in the pit.

| stared about me, scarcely believing my eyes.ti#dl machinery had gone. Save for the big moundreyighblue
powder in one corner, certain bars of aluminiunamother, the black birds, and the skeletons okilted, the plac
was merely an empty circular pit in the sand.

Slowly | thrust myself out through the red weed] atood upon the mound of rubble. | could see indirection sav
behind me, to the north, and neither Martians mgm sf Martians were to be seen. The pit droppeskdi from m
feet, but a little way along the rubbish affordegracticable slope to the summit of the ruins. Marce of escape +
come. | began to tremble.

| hesitated for some time, and then, in a gust egpdrate resolution, and with a heart that throbbekkntly, |
scrambled to the top of the mound in which | haebleuried so long.

| looked about again. To the northward, too, notMarwas visible.

When | had last seen this part of Sheen in theiglatyit had been a straggling street of comfortablete and re
houses, interspersed with abundant shady trees.INtvod on a mound of smashed brickwork, clay, gradel, ove
which spread a multitude of red cactus-shaped ql&meehigh, without a solitary terrestrial growth to dige thei
footing. The trees near me were dead and browrfubiiier a network of red thread scaled the stihp stems.

The neighbouring houses had all been wrecked, dng had been burned; their walls stood, sometiméiset secor
story, with smashed windows and shattered doors.rétd weed grew tumultuously in their roofless reoBelow m
was the great pit, with the crows struggling farreéfuse. A number of other birds hopped about agntbe ruins. F:
away | saw a gaunt cat slink crouchingly along #,Wat traces of men there were none.

The day seemed, by contrast with my recent confemgndazzlingly bright, the sky a glowing blue. Angle breez
kept the red weed that covered every scrap of wpded ground gently swaying. And oh! the sweetrdédke air!

CHAPTER SIX
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THE WORK OF FIFTEEN DAY S

For some time | stood tottering on the mound relgasdof my safety. Within that noisome den from ahhl hac
emerged | had thought with a narrow intensity oofyour immediate security. | had not realised whatl bee
happening to the world, had not anticipated thestlg vision of unfamiliar things. | had expectexlsee Sheen
ruins--1 found about me the landscape, weird and,lof another planet.

For that moment | touched an emotion beyond thencomrange of men, yet one that the poor brutes omeirthte
know only too well. | felt as a rabbit might feeturning to his burrow and suddenly confrontedhsywork of a doze
busy navvies digging the foundations of a houseltithe first inkling of a thing that presentlyegv quite clear in ir
mind, that oppressed me for many days, a sensetbfahement, a persuasion that | was no longersiemaut a
animal among the animals, under the Martian hedih s it would be as with them, to lurk and wattdyun an
hide; the fear and empire of man had passed away.

But so soon as this strangeness had been redlisaslsed, and my dominant motive became the hurigey long an
dismal fast. In the direction away from the pitals beyond a redevered wall, a patch of garden ground unbu
This gave me a hint, and | went knee-deep, and woee neckdeep, in the red weed. The density of the weed
me a reassuring sense of hiding. The wall was ssimfeet high, and when | attempted to clamberfd@und | coul
not lift my feet to the crest. So | went along by tside of it, and came to a corner and a rockwhak enabled me
get to the top, and tumble into the garden | calidttere | found some young onions, a couple ofiglad bulbs, and
guantity of immature carrots, all of which | sealirand, scrambling over a ruined wall, went on mgywhrougl|
scarlet and crimson trees towards Kew--it was \iledking through an avenue of gigantic blood drgpsssessed wi
two ideas: to get more food, and to limp, as sawh @ far as my strength permitted, out of thisuessd unearth
region of the pit.

Some way farther, in a grassy place, was a groupushrooms which also | devoured, and then | capos & brow
sheet of flowing shallow water, where meadows uselde. These fragments of nourishment served aniyhtet m»
hunger. At first | was surprised at this flood ih@t, dry summer, but afterwards | discovered thatis caused by tl
tropical exuberance of the red weed. Directly texdraordinary growth encountered water it straigiytvbbecam
gigantic and of unparalleled fecundity. Its see@sersimply poured down into the water of the Wegt @ahames, ar
its swiftly growing and Titanic water fronds spdgaihoked both those rivers.

At Putney, as | afterwards saw, the bridge was sirfast in a tangle of this weed, and at Richmdad, the Thame
water poured in a broad and shallow stream achessmeadows of Hampton and Twickenham. As the vegiiezad th
weed followed them, until the ruined villas of thiekames valley were for a time lost in this red sywamhose margin
explored, and much of the desolation the Martiaats daused was concealed.

In the end the red weed succumbed almost as quickiy had spread. A cankering disease, due bielisved, to th
action of certain bacteria, presently seized upoiNow by the action of natural selection, all éstrial plants hay
acquired a resisting power against bacterial desedlsey never succumb without a severe struggle, imired wee
rotted like a thing already dead. The fronds bechl®ached, and then shrivelled and brittle. Thekéroff at the lea
touch, and the waters that had stimulated thely g@owth carried their last vestiges out to sea.

My first act on coming to this water was, of course slake my thirst. | drank a great deal of idamoved by a
impulse, gnawed some fronds of red weed; but thengewatery, and had a sickly, metallic taste. hfibthe water wz
sufficiently shallow for me to wade securely, aligb the red weed impeded my feet a little; butftbed evidentl
got deeper towards the river, and | turned backltotlake. | managed to make out the road by me&mxcasione
ruins of its villas and fences and lamps, and ssemtly | got out of this spate and made my wathéohill going u|
towards Roehampton and came out on Putney Common.

Here the scenery changed from the strange and ui#ato the wreckage of the familiar: patches obund exhibite
the devastation of a cyclone, and in a few scordsyawould come upon perfectly undisturbed spabesses wit
their blinds trimly drawn and doors closed, ashéyt had been left for a day by the owners, or deiir inhabitani
slept within. The red weed was less abundant;ahérées along the lane were free from the reemee | hunted f
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food among the trees, finding nothing, and | alsded a couple of silent houses, but they had @yreaen broken in
and ransacked. | rested for the remainder of tiykghd in a shrubbery, being, in my enfeebled ctindi too fatigue
to push on.

All this time | saw no human beings, and no sighthe Martians. | encountered a couple of hunigoking dogs, bt
both hurried circuitously away from the advancesaldde them. Near Roehampton | had seen two humiat@ke-not
bodies, but skeletons, picked cleamd in the wood by me | found the crushed and exeattbones of several cats
rabbits and the skull of a sheep. But though | grthwarts of these in my mouth, there was nothinget@ot fron
them.

After sunset | struggled on along the road towd&dmey, where | think the HeRay must have been used for s
reason. And in the garden beyond Roehampton | gpiaatity of immature potatoes, sufficient to stay hungel
From this garden one looked down upon Putney aadritter. The aspect of the place in the dusk wagusarly
desolate: blackened trees, blackened, desolats, rammd down the hill the sheets of the floodedrrived{inged witt
the weed. And over alkHence. It filled me with indescribable terrorttonk how swiftly that desolating change |
come.

For a time | believed that mankind had been swapbbexistence, and that | stood there alonelasieman left alive
Hard by the top of Putney Hill | came upon anotsialeton, with the arms dislocated and removedrakyards fron
the rest of the body. As | proceeded | became rancemore convinced that the extermination of mashkias, sav
for such stragglers as myself, already accomplishekis part of the world. The Martians, | though&d gone on al
left the country desolated, seeking food elsewheeehaps even now they were destroying Berlin oisPar it migh
be they had gone northward.

CHAPTER SEVEN

THE MAN ON PUTNEY HILL

| spent that night in the inn that stands at thpeabPutney Hill, sleeping in a made bed for thstfiime since my fligt
to Leatherhead. | will not tell the needless treubhad breaking into that houssfterwards | found the front door v
on the latch-aor how | ransacked every room for food, until jostthe verge of despair, in what seemed to me t
servant's bedroom, | found a gtawed crust and two tins of pineapple. The plea# Ibeen already searched
emptied. In the bar | afterwards found some biscard sandwiches that had been overlooked. Thex latbuld nc
eat, they were too rotten, but the former not athyed my hunger, but filled my pockets. | lit monlps, fearing son
Martian might come beating that part of London food in the night. Before | went to bed | had atemal o
restlessness, and prowled from window to windoveripg out for some sign of these monsters. | digf#. As | lay
in bed | found myself thinking consecutivelg-thing | do not remember to have done since ntyal@giment with th
curate. During all the intervening time my mentahdition had been a hurrying succession of vaguetiermal state
or a sort of stupid receptivity. But in the nighy rorain, reinforced, | suppose, by the food | hatkr, grew clei
again, and | thought.

Three things struggled for possession of my mihd:Killing of the curate, the whereabouts of thertMas, and tr
possible fate of my wife. The former gave me nosaénon of horror or remorse to recall; | saw it giynas a thin
done, a memory infinitely disagreeable but quitthauit the quality of remorse. | saw myself ther sse myself nov
driven step by step towards that hasty blow, tleatare of a sequence of accidents leading ineyitabihat. 1 felt n
condemnation; yet the memory, static, unprogressiaeinted me. In the silence of the night, witht $ense of tr
nearness of God that sometimes comes into theestdll and the darkness, | stood my trial, my ond}, tfor tha
moment of wrath and fear. | retraced every stepunfconversation from the moment when | had fouina drouching
beside me, heedless of my thirst, and pointindgnécfire and smoke that streamed up from the ruineybridge. W
had been incapable of co-operatigmim chance had taken no heed of that. Had | fergeskeshould have left him
Halliford. But I did not foresee; and crime is trdsee and do. And | set this down as | have k#tialstory down, &
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it was. There were no witnes--all these things | might have concealed. But lisdbwn, and the reader must fc
his judgment as he will.

And when, by an effort, | had set aside that petira prostrate body, | faced the problem of thethns and the fa
of my wife. For the former | had no data; | couhdagine a hundred things, and so, unhappily, | céaldhe lattel
And suddenly that night became terrible. | foundseti/sitting up in bed, staring at the dark. | fdunyself prayin
that the HeaRay might have suddenly and painlessly struck hegrad being. Since the night of my return fr
Leatherhead | had not prayed. | had uttered prajetish prayers, had prayed as heathens muttemshahen | was |
extremity; but now | prayed indeed, pleading stesatlly and sanely, face to face with the darknesSad. Strang
night! Strangest in this, that so soon as dawndwae, |, who had talked with God, crept out of tloeise like a ri
leaving its hiding placea-creature scarcely larger, an inferior animahiag that for any passing whim of our mas
might be hunted and killed. Perhaps they also graymfidently to God. Surely, if we have learnedhnug else, thi
war has taught us pity--pity for those witless sdbhkt suffer our dominion.

The morning was bright and fine, and the easteyrgidwed pink, and was fretted with little golddouwds. In the roe
that runs from the top of Putney Hill to Wimbledaas a number of poor vestiges of the panic torfeait must hav
poured Londonward on the Sunday night after thetifiigg began. There was a little twdieeled cart inscribed w
the name of Thomas Lobb, Greengrocer, New Maldéh, av'smashed wheel and an abandoned tin trunie thas
straw hat trampled into the now hardened mud, dnitheatop of West Hill a lot of bloodtained glass about f
overturned water trough. My movements were languig plans of the vaguest. | had an idea of goinge@atherhea:
though | knew that there | had the poorest charicending my wife. Certainly, unless death had daken ther
suddenly, my cousins and she would have fled thelmgeit seemed to me | might find or learn thereitier the
Surrey people had fled. | knew | wanted to find wife, that my heart ached for her and the worldheh, but | had r
clear idea how the finding might be done. | wa® akarply aware now of my intense loneliness. Ftoencorner
went, under cover of a thicket of trees and budioethe edge of Wimbledon Common, stretching wicle far.

That dark expanse was lit in patches by yellow gg@arsd broom; there was no red weed to be seerasaahgrowlec
hesitating, on the verge of the open, the sun rft@ading it all with light and vitality. | came wm a busy swarm
little frogs in a swampy place among the treedoppsed to look at them, drawing a lesson from te®ut resolve |
live. And presently, turning suddenly, with an o@eling of being watched, | beheld something crangramid :
clump of bushes. | stood regarding this. | madeep ®wards it, and it rose up and became a maadwmith a cutlas
| approached him slowly. He stood silent and mdéss, regarding me.

As | drew nearer | perceived he was dressed itetoas dusty and filthy as my own; he looked, iddas though |
had been dragged through a culvert. Nearer, Ingjgished the green slime of ditches mixing with plade drab ¢
dried clay and shiny, coaly patches. His black Fallrover his eyes, and his face was dark and @ind sunken, ¢
that at first | did not recognise him. There was@cut across the lower part of his face.

"Stop!" he cried, when | was within ten yards ahhand | stopped. His voice was hoarse. "Whereadocpme from?
he said.

| thought, surveying him.

"I come from Mortlake," | said. "I was buried nd@e pit the Martians made about their cylinderaVvé worked m
way out and escaped.”

"There is no food about here," he said. "This isaoyntry. All this hill down to the river, and batk Clapham, and t
to the edge of the common. There is only food fog.dVhich way are you going?"”

| answered slowly.

"I don't know," | said. "I have been buried in thens of a house thirteen or fourteen days. | demiw what hs
happened.”

He looked at me doubtfully, then started, and |laok&th a changed expressi
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"I've no wish to stop about here,” said I. "I thinghall go to Leatherhead, for my wife was the

He shot out a pointing finger.

"It is you," said he; "the man from Woking. And yaeren't killed at Weybridge?"

| recognised him at the same moment.

"You are the artilleryman who came into my garden.”

"Good luck!" he said. "We are lucky ones! Fayoyl" He put out a hand, and | took it. "I crawled aiglrain,” he sai
"But they didn't kill everyone. And after they wesvay | got off towards Walton across the fieldsit-B- It's no
sixteen days altogetheand your hair is grey." He looked over his shoukletdenly. "Only a rook," he said. "One
to know that birds have shadows these days. Tldisopen. Let us crawl under those bushes dkd ta

"Have you seen any Martians?" | said. "Since | ¢eavout----"

"They've gone away across London,” he said. "l gubsy've got a bigger camp there. Of a nightoaér there
Hampstead way, the sky is alive with their light's. like a great city, and in the glare you cast jsee them movin
By daylight you can't. But nearer--I haven't seleem--' (he counted on his fingers) "five days. Thenwsacoupls
across Hammersmith way carrying something big. Amednight before last"--he stopped and spoke ingpreky--'it
was just a matter of lights, but it was somethipgruthe air. | believe they've built a flyingachine, and are learni
to fly."

| stopped, on hands and knees, for we had conietbushes.

"Fly!"

"Yes," he said, "fly."

| went on into a little bower, and sat down.

"It is all over with humanity," | said. "If they cado that they will simply go round the world."

He nodded.

"They will. But---- It will relieve things over hera bit. And besides----" He looked at me. "Argnt satisfied iis ug
with humanity? | am. We're down; we're beat."

| stared. Strange as it may seem, | had not ar@etis fact-a fact perfectly obvious so soon as he spoke. Istid
held a vague hope; rather, | had kept a lifelongithaf mind. He repeated his words, "We're beahéy carrie
absolute conviction.

"It's all over," he said. "They've loshe-justone And they've made their footing good and crippleel greatest pow
in the world. They've walked over us. The deatthat one at Weybridge was an accident. And thesery pioneer:
They kept on coming. These green stéike-seen none these five or six days, but I'vedoabt they're fallin
somewhere every night. Nothing's to be done. Waider! We're beat!"

| made him no answer. | sat staring before mengrym vain to devise some countervailing thought.

"This isn't a war," said the artilleryman. "It neweas a war, any more than there's war betweenandmants."
Suddenly I recalled the night in the observatory.

"After the tenth shot they fired no me-at least, until the first cylinder cam
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"How do you know?" said the artilleryman. | expkdh He thought. "Something wrong with the gun,"shel. "Bu
what if there is? They'll get it right again. Andea if there's a delay, how can it alter the en@?ust men and an
There's the ants builds their cities, live there§, have wars, revolutions, until the men wanintloeit of the way, ar
then they go out of the way. That's what we are-fast ants. Only----"

"Yes," | said.

"We're eatable ants."

We sat looking at each other.

"And what will they do with us?" | said.

"That's what I've been thinking," he said; "thatlgat I've been thinking. After Weybridge | went gotthinking. | sav
what was up. Most of the people were hard at ieatjog and exciting themselves. But I'm not so fohdquealing
I've been in sight of death once or twice; I'm aotornamental soldier, and at the best and wagsthelit's just deatt
And it's the man that keeps on thinking comes ttino saw everyone tracking away south. Says hdReon't las
this way," and | turned right back. | went for tartians like a sparrow goes for man. All rountié-waved a hand
the horizon--"they're starving in heaps, boltingating on each other. . . ."

He saw my face, and halted awkwardly.

"No doubt lots who had money have gone away tod&#drhe said. He seemed to hesitate whether tmgigel me
my eyes, and went on: "There's food all about h€emned things in shops; wines, spirits, mineraievga and th
water mains and drains are empty. Well, | wasrtglifou what | was thinking. 'Here's intelligentriys,’ | said, 'and
seems they want us for food. First, they'll smashiptships, machines, guns, cities, all the order agdrmsation. Al
that will go. If we were the size of ants we miglidl through. But we're not. It's all too bulky $top. That's the fir
certainty.' Eh?"

| assented.

"It is; I've thought it out. Very well, themext; at present we're caught as we're wanted. Aidtahas only to go a fe
miles to get a crowd on the run. And | saw one, dag, out by Wandsworth, picking houses to piegesb rauting
among the wreckage. But they won't keep on doiag o soon as they've settled all our guns anbshnd smash
our railways, and done all the things they are glawer there, they will begin catching us systematicking the be
and storing us in cages and things. That's whatwhi start doing in a bit. Lord! They haven't hegon us yet. Dor
you see that?"

"Not begun!" | exclaimed.

"Not begun. All that's happened so far is throughmot having the sense to keep quiebrying them with guns ai
such foolery. And losing our heads, and rushingimffrowds to where there wasn't any more safedy thhhere w
were. They don't want to bother us yet. They're intakheir things-making all the things they couldn't bring w
them, getting things ready for the rest of theiogde. Very likely that's why the cylinders havepgied for a bit, fc
fear of hitting those who are here. And insteadwf rushing about blind, on the howl, or gettinghamite on th
chance of busting them up, we've got to fix oursglup according to the new state of affairs. Tlmetis | figure it oui
It isn't quite according to what a man wants far $pecies, but it's about what the facts poinAtal that's the princip
| acted upon. Cities, nations, civilisation, praggeit's all over. That game's up. We're beat."

"But if that is so, what is there to live for?"
The artilleryman looked at me for a moment.

"There won't be any more blessed concerts for Bomiyears or so; there won't be any Royal Acadeimrts, and n
nice little feeds at restaurants. If it's amusenyenire after, | reckon the game is up. If you'e¢ gny drawin-roon
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manners or a dislike to eating peas with a knifdropping aitches, you'd better chuck ‘em awayyTdie't no furthe
use."

"You mean----"

"I mean that men like me are going on livirige-the sake of the breed. | tell you, I'm grim eetliving. And if I'm no
mistaken, you'll show what insidgsu'vegot, too, before long. We aren't going to be ewteated. And | don't me:
to be caught either, and tamed and fattened amblikeea thundering ox. Ugh! Fancy those brown pezg!"

"You don't mean to say----"

"l do. I'm going on, under their feet. I've goplanned; I've thought it out. We men are beat. \WWietcknow enougl|
We've got to learn before we've got a chance. Aavavgot to live and keep independent while wenle8ee! That
what has to be done."

| stared, astonished, and stirred profoundly byntla@'s resolution.

"Great God!" cried . "But you are a man indeedhdAsuddenly | gripped his hand.
"Eh!" he said, with his eyes shining. "I've thougtdut, eh?"

"Go on," | said.

"Well, those who mean to escape their catching rgastready. I'm getting ready. Mind you, it isrlta us that ar
made for wild beasts; and that's what it's gotaoThat's why | watched you. | had my doubts. Yeslender. | didr
know that it was you, you see, or just how you'drbburied. All thesethe sort of people that lived in these hot
and all those damn little clerks that used to tieevn that way--they'd be no good. They haven'tspisit in them-no
proud dreams and no proud lusts; and a man whdtlasnor the othertord! What is he but funk and precautio
They just used to skedaddle off to wotke seen hundreds of 'em, bit of breakfast in hamahing wild and shining
catch their little seasotieket train, for fear they'd get dismissed if thaign't; working at businesses they were a
to take the trouble to understand; skedaddling backear they wouldn't be in time for dinner; keepindoors afte
dinner for fear of the back streets, and sleepiitly the wives they married, not because they wattteth, but becau
they had a bit of money that would make for safatyheir one little miserable skedaddle through wweld. Lives
insured and a bit invested for fear of accidentsd An Sundaystear of the hereafter. As if hell was built for bts!
Well, the Martians will just be a godsend to thddiee roomy cages, fattening food, careful breedimgworry. Afte
a week or so chasing about the fields and landsnopty stomachs, they'll come and be caught cheérhdy'll be
quite glad after a bit. They'll wonder what peogid before there were Martians to take care of thand the be
loafers, and mashers, and singérsan imagine them. | can imagine them," he saith & sort of sombre gratificatic
"There'll be any amount of sentiment and religioaske among them. There's hundreds of things | séwmy eye
that I've only begun to see clearly these lastdeys. There's lots will take things as they da¢-and stupid; and Ic
will be worried by a sort of feeling that it's alkong, and that they ought to be doing somethirgyMhenever thing
are so that a lot of people feel they ought to bmg something, the weak, and those who go weak witot o
complicated thinking, always make for a sort ofraithing religion, very pious and superior, and siibhonpersecutio
and the will of the Lord. Very likely you've sedmetsame thing. It's energy in a gale of funk, amded clean insic
out. These cages will be full of psalms and hymms @iety. And those of a less simple sort will warla bit of-what
is it?--eroticism."

He paused.

"Very likely these Martians will make pets of somfethem; train them to do tricks--who knowsfet sentimental ov
the pet boy who grew up and had to be killed. Amths, maybe, they will train to hunt us."”

"No," | cried, "that's impossible! No human being--

"What's the good of going on with such lies?" gl artilleryman. "There's men who'd do it cheehat nonsen:
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to pretend there isn*

And | succumbed to his conviction.
"If they come after me," he said; "Lord, if theynge after me!" and subsided into a grim meditation.

| sat contemplating these things. | could find maghto bring against this man's reasoning. In thgsdbefore tF
invasion no one would have questioned my intelldctuperiority to hist; a professed and recognised writel
philosophical themes, and he, a common soldier;yaiche had already formulated a situation thaad kcarcel
realised.

"What are you doing?" | said presently. "What plaase you made?"
He hesitated.

"Well, it's like this," he said. "What have we todWe have to invent a sort of life where men oamand breed, ai
be sufficiently secure to bring the children ups¥eait a bit, and I'll make it clearer what | thinkight to be don
The tame ones will go like all tame beasts; inva generations they'll be big, beautiful, rich-bledd stupid-+ubbish
The risk is that we who keep wild will go savagiegenerate into a sort of big, savage rat. . .u ¥&e, how | mean
live is underground. I've been thinking about tihairts. Of course those who don't know drains thiakrible things
but under this London are miles and miles--hundoddsiles-and a few days rain and London empty will leaven
sweet and clean. The main drains are big enoughaape&nough for anyone. Then there's cellars,tsaatores, froi
which bolting passages may be made to the draind.tAe railway tunnels and subways. Eh? You begyisee? An
we form a band--able-bodied, cleanirded men. We're not going to pick up any rublbrsdt drifts in. Weaklings ¢
out again."

"As you meant me to go?"
"Well--I parleyed, didn't 1?"
"We won't quarrel about that. Go on."

"Those who stop obey orders. Able-bodied, cleandeush women we want alsoaeothers and teachers.
lackadaisical ladiesao blasted rolling eyes. We can't have any weakilly. Life is real again, and the useless
cumbersome and mischievous have to die. They dogtiie. They ought to be willing to die. It's a tsof disloyalty
after all, to live and taint the race. And they't@e happy. Moreover, dying's none so dreadfslilite funking make
it bad. And in all those places we shall gathen: @strict will be London. And we may even be atiekeep a watc
and run about in the open when the Martians keegyaflay cricket, perhaps. That's how we shall sheaace. Ef
It's a possible thing? But saving the race is mgthn itself. As | say, that's only being ratss Baving our knowled;
and adding to it is the thing. There men like yaume in. There's books, there's models. We must rgedat saf
places down deep, and get all the books we camawls and poetry swipes, but ideas, science bddiat's wher
men like you come in. We must go to the British Bw® and pick all those books through. Especiallynwst kee
up our sciencelearn more. We must watch these Martians. Somesafust go as spies. When it's all work
perhaps | will. Get caught, | mean. And the grbatg is, we must leave the Martians alone. We niustren steal.
we get in their way, we clear out. We must showrtlvee mean no harm. Yes, | know. But they're irgeltit things
and they won't hunt us down if they have all thenty and think we're just harmless vermin."

The artilleryman paused and laid a brown hand upgmarm.

"After all, it may not be so much we may have tarfebefore-Just imagine this: four or five of their fightingachine
suddenly starting off--Heat-Rays right and leftd aot a Martian in 'em. Not a Martian in 'em, bigmamen who hav
learned the way how. It may be in my time, evemsthmen. Fancy having one of them lovely thing$h vs Heat-
Ray wide and free! Fancy having it in control! Whkeduld it matter if you smashed to smithereenshatend of th
run, after a bust like that? | reckon the Martithrogden their beautiful eyes! Can't you see therapn®Can't you s
them hurrying, hurryingpuffing and blowing and hooting to their other macical affairs? Something out of gea
every case. And swish, bang, rattle, swish! Jusheg are fumbling over iswisl comes the He-Ray, and, behol
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man has come back to his ow

For a while the imaginative daring of the artillergn, and the tone of assurance and courage he edsaoompletel
dominated my mind. | believed unhesitatingly bathhis forecast of human destiny and in the prabiiita of his
astonishing scheme, and the reader who thinks seeptible and foolish must contrast his positi@ading steadi
with all his thoughts about his subject, and miomuching fearfully in the bushes and listeningstrdicted b
apprehension. We talked in this manner throughetimby morning time, and later crept out of the lasshand, aft
scanning the sky for Martians, hurried precipitatel the house on Putney Hill where he had maddahisit was th
coal cellar of the place, and when | saw the wagkhhd spent a week upabwas a burrow scarcely ten yards Ic
which he designed to reach to the main drain ond3uHill--1 had my first inkling of the gulf between his dnes an:
his powers. Such a hole | could have dug in a Bayl believed in him sufficiently to work with hirall that mornin
until past midday at his digging. We had a gardamdw and shot the earth we removed against thbeit range. W
refreshed ourselves with a tin of mottktle soup and wine from the neighbouring pantfpund a curious relief fro
the aching strangeness of the world in this stdaldgur. As we worked, | turned his project ovemiy mind, an
presently objections and doubts began to arisel Wworked there all the morning, so glad was litm fmyself with
purpose again. After working an hour | began tacafse on the distance one had to go before trecalavas reache
the chances we had of missing it altogether. My &diatte trouble was why we should dig this long ginwhen i
was possible to get into the drain at once downajdrtbe manholes, and work back to the house etngel to me, to
that the house was inconveniently chosen, and nedja needless length of tunnel. And just as | beggnning to fac
these things, the artilleryman stopped digging, laned at me.

"We're working well," he said. He put down his spadlLet us knock off a bit" he said. "l think ittsne we
reconnoitred from the roof of the house."”

| was for going on, and after a little hesitatiom tesumed his spade; and then suddenly | was syyiekthought.
stopped, and so did he at once.

"Why were you walking about the common," | saidistead of being here?"
"Taking the air," he said. "l was coming back. $&der by night."
"But the work?"

"Oh, one can't always work," he said, and in ahflasaw the man plain. He hesitated, holding hadsp "We ought 1
reconnoitre now," he said, "because if any come thesy may hear the spades and drop upon us unsare

| was no longer disposed to object. We went togethéhe roof and stood on a ladder peeping oth®foof door. N
Martians were to be seen, and we ventured out®tilds, and slipped down under shelter of the getra

From this position a shrubbery hid the greateriporof Putney, but we could see the river belowubbly mass of re
weed, and the low parts of Lambeth flooded and Tée. red creeper swarmed up the trees about thpatéde, an
their branches stretched gaunt and dead, and setstwivelled leaves, from amid its clusters. Itswarange ho
entirely dependent both these things were uponifigwvater for their propagation. About us neithed tgained

footing; laburnums, pink mays, snowballs, and treesrborvitae, rose out of laurels and hydrangeas, greel
brilliant into the sunlight. Beyond Kensington derssnoke was rising, and that and a blue haze biddhthward hills.

The artilleryman began to tell me of the sort abgle who still remained in London.

"One night last week," he said, "some fools gotdleetric light in order, and there was all Reggtneet and the Circ
ablaze, crowded with painted and ragged drunkaneés, and women, dancing and shouting till dawn. A& nvho wa
there told me. And as the day came they becameeawfaa fightingmachine standing near by the Langham
looking down at them. Heaven knows how long he lbeeh there. It must have given some of them a riasty He
came down the road towards them, and picked upgyn@dunundred too drunk or frightened to run away."

Grotesque gleam of a time no history will everyudescribe
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From that, in answer to my questions, he came raards grandiose plans again. He grew enthusiadtctalked s
eloquently of the possibility of capturing a figigimachine that | more than half believed in him agBut now that
was beginning to understand something of his gudlitould divine the stress he laid on doing noghprecipitately
And | noted that now there was no question thaidrsonally was to capture and fight the great nmechi

After a time we went down to the cellar. Neitherusf seemed disposed to resume digging, and whendgested
meal, | was nothing loath. He became suddenly generous, and when we had eaten he went away amdee witt
some excellent cigars. We lit these, and his ogtimglowed. He was inclined to regard my coming agyea
occasion.

"There's some champagne in the cellar,” he said.
"We can dig better on this Thames-side burgundid b

"No," said he; "I am host today. Champagne! Gread!GVe've a heavy enough task before us! Let us akest ar
gather strength while we may. Look at these bkstdrands!"

And pursuant to this idea of a holiday, he insistpdn playing cards after we had eaten. He taugheuochre, ar
after dividing London between us, | taking the herh side and he the southern, we played for pgr@hts
Grotesque and foolish as this will seem to the sob&der, it is absolutely true, and what is memarkable, | four
the card game and several others we played extyantetesting.

Strange mind of man! that, with our species upandtige of extermination or appalling degradatioith wo clea
prospect before us but the chance of a horribléhdese could sit following the chance of this pathfpasteboard, a
playing the "joker" with vivid delight. Afterwardse taught me poker, and | beat him at three tobglssgames. Wh
dark came we decided to take the risk, and lingla

After an interminable string of games, we supped, the artilleryman finished the champagne. We veensmokin
the cigars. He was no longer the energetic regtoreo his species | had encountered in the mornig was sti
optimistic, but it was a less kinetic, a more thatfigl optimism. | remember he wound up with my hieaproposed |
a speech of small variety and considerable intéemge. | took a cigar, and went upstairs to loothatlights of whic
he had spoken that blazed so greenly along thegdighills.

At first | stared unintelligently across the Londealley. The northern hills were shrouded in dads)ehe fires ne
Kensington glowed redly, and now and then an orardetongue of flame flashed up and vanished indéep blu
night. All the rest of London was black. Then, mgal perceived a strange light, a pale, vigletple fluorescent glo
quivering under the night breeze. For a space Idcoat understand it, and then | knew that it msstthe red wee
from which this faint irradiation proceeded. Withat realisation my dormant sense of wonder, my esaxisthe
proportion of things, awoke again. | glanced frdrattto Mars, red and clear, glowing high in the twasd then gaz:
long and earnestly at the darkness of Hampsteadimidjate.

| remained a very long time upon the roof, wondgn the grotesque changes of the day. | recallednental state
from the midnight prayer to the foolish captiying. | had a violent revulsion of feeling. hmember | flung away tt
cigar with a certain wasteful symbolism. My follgroe to me with glaring exaggeration. | seemeditotreo my wife
and to my kind; | was filled with remorse. | resedvto leave this strange undisciplined dreamenreétgthings to h
drink and gluttony, and to go on into London. Thateseemed to me, | had the best chance of leguwimat th
Martians and my fellowmen were doing. | was stdba the roof when the late moon rose.

CHAPTER EIGHT

DEAD LONDON
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After | had parted from the artilleryman, | wentwdothe hill, and by the High Street across thedwitb Fulham. Tt
red weed was tumultuous at that time, and nearbketh the bridge roadway; but its fronds were alyeatitened i
patches by the spreading disease that presentlyveshit so swiftly.

At the corner of the lane that runs to Putney Beidtation | found a man lying. He was as black aweep with th
black dust, alive, but helplessly and speechledsink. | could get nothing from him but curses &mdous lunges
my head. | think | should have stayed by him butle brutal expression of his face.

There was black dust along the roadway from thdgerionwards, and it grew thicker in Fulham. Theeds wer
horribly quiet. | got food--sour, hard, and moulbyt quite eatablers a baker's shop here. Some way towards We
Green the streets became clear of powder, andsegas white terrace of houses on fire; the noig@eburning we
an absolute relief. Going on towards Brompton dineets were quiet again.

Here | came once more upon the black powder irstieets and upon dead bodies. | saw altogetheit @bdozen i
the length of the Fulham Road. They had been dead/mays, so that | hurried quickly past them. Blaek powde
covered them over, and softened their outlines. @reo had been disturbed by dogs.

Where there was no black powder, it was curioukly & Sunday in the City, with the closed shops,hbuses locke
up and the blinds drawn, the desertion, and thleess. In some places plunderers had been at Wwatkarely at othe
than the provision and wine shops. A jeweller'sdein had been broken open in one place, but appatéetthief ha
been disturbed, and a number of gold chains andtehway scattered on the pavement. | did not tetdtouch then
Farther on was a tattered woman in a heap on atporthe hand that hung over her knee was gasttetled dow
her rusty brown dress, and a smashed magnum ofpatara formed a pool across the pavement. She sesstesy
but she was dead.

The farther | penetrated into London, the profourgtew the stillness. But it was not so much tlileness of deathit
was the stillness of suspense, of expectation.nkttane the destruction that had already singednibithwester
borders of the metropolis, and had annihilatedrigaind Kilburn, might strike among these houseslaade ther
smoking ruins. It was a city condemned and derelict

In South Kensington the streets were clear of @eatlof black powder. It was near South Kensingtan kfirst hear
the howling. It crept almost imperceptibly upon sgnses. It was a sobbing alternation of two ndtéiég, ulla, ulla
ulla," keeping on perpetually. When | passed strédedst ran northward it grew in volume, and housmes building
seemed to deaden and cut it off again. It came follatide down Exhibition Road. | stopped, staritgward:
Kensington Gardens, wondering at this strange, temailing. It was as if that mighty desert of hesidhad found
voice for its fear and solitude.

"Ulla, ulla, ulla, ulla,” wailed that superhumanteegreat waves of sound sweeping down the broad,tswaldway
between the tall buildings on each side. | turnedhwards, marvelling, towards the iron gates otlelyPark. | had he
a mind to break into the Natural History Museum &nd my way up to the summits of the towers, iderto se
across the park. But | decided to keep to the gipwhere quick hiding was possible, and so wenipthe Exhibitiol
Road. All the large mansions on each side of tlael nwere empty and still, and my footsteps echoaihagthe side
of the houses. At the top, near the park gatemlecapon a strange sighd-bus overturned, and the skeleton of a t
picked clean. | puzzled over this for a time, ahdnt went on to the bridge over the Serpentine. Vidiee grev
stronger and stronger, though | could see nothbaya the housetops on the north side of the panke & haze
smoke to the northwest.

"Ulla, ulla, ulla, ulla,” cried the voice, comings it seemed to me, from the district about Reg&atk. The desolati
cry worked upon my mind. The mood that had susthime passed. The wailing took possession of maund | wa
intensely weary, footsore, and now again hungrythmsty.

It was already past noon. Why was | wandering alartéis city of the dead? Why was | alone whenLalhdon wa
lying in state, and in its black shroud? | feltoletrably lonely. My mind ran on old friends thahad forgotten fc
years. | thought of the poisons in the chemistepshof the liquors the wine merchants stored;chlted the tw
sodden creatures of despair, who so far as | kekared the city with myself. .
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| came into Oxford Street by the Marble Arch, aretehagain were black powder and several bodiesaanevil
ominous smell from the gratings of the cellarsarhe of the houses. | grew very thirsty after thatlod my long walk
With infinite trouble | managed to break into a ficdhouse and get food and drink. | was weary aftengaand wer
into the parlour behind the bar, and slept on akblersehair sofa | found there.

| awoke to find that dismal howling still in my ear'Ulla, ulla, ulla, ulla." It was now dusk, anfieat | had routed ol
some biscuits and a cheese in the bar--there wasad safe, but it contained nothing but maggbtsandered o
through the silent residential squares to BakezebtrPortman Square is the only one | can nand-so came out
last upon Regent's Park. And as | emerged fronoih@f Baker Street, | saw far away over the tiedbe clearness
the sunset the hood of the Martian giant from whigh howling proceeded. | was not terrified. | @apon him as
it were a matter of course. | watched him for samme, but he did not move. He appeared to be stgnaind yelling
for no reason that | could discover.

| tried to formulate a plan of action. That per@étsound of "Ulla, ulla, ulla, ulla,” confused myind. Perhaps | wi
too tired to be very fearful. Certainly | was maurious to know the reason of this monotonous gyiran afraid.
turned back away from the park and struck into FRokd, intending to skirt the park, went along urttie shelter ¢
the terraces, and got a view of this stationaryyling Martian from the direction of St. John's Wodk couple o
hundred yards out of Baker Street | heard a yelpmgyus, and saw, first a dog with a piece of maeeat red meat
his jaws coming headlong towards me, and then k plastarving mongrels in pursuit of him. He madeide curve t
avoid me, as though he feared | might prove a faeghpetitor. As the yelping died away down thergilead, th
wailing sound of "Ulla, ulla, ulla, ulla," reassedtitself.

| came upon the wrecked handlingachine halfway to St. John's Wood station. Att firthought a house had fall
across the road. It was only as | clambered amioaguins that | saw, with a start, this mechan8ainson lying, wit
its tentacles bent and smashed and twisted, anmenguins it had made. The forepart was shatteteskemed as if
had driven blindly straight at the house, and haenboverwhelmed in its overthrow. It seemed to hem tthat thi
might have happened by a handlimgchine escaping from the guidance of its Martiamould not clamber among t
ruins to see it, and the twilight was now so favaatted that the blood with which its seat was setkaand th
gnawed gristle of the Martian that the dogs hat] Vedre invisible to me.

Wondering still more at all that | had seen, | palon towards Primrose Hill. Far away, through p igathe trees,
saw a second Martian, as motionless as the fiatdsg in the park towards the Zoological Gardems] silent. /
little beyond the ruins about the smashed handiiaghine | came upon the red weed again, and fdumdRegent
Canal, a spongy mass of dark-red vegetation.

As | crossed the bridge, the sound of "Ulla, ulilg, ulla,” ceased. It was, as it were, cut otieTsilence came like
thunderclap.

The dusky houses about me stood faint and talldamgl the trees towards the park were growing bl&dkabout me
the red weed clambered among the ruins, writhingegbabove me in the dimness. Night, the mothefeaf ani
mystery, was coming upon me. But while that voicersled the solitude, the desolation, had been ahtiyrby virtu
of it London had still seemed alive, and the saxiddée about me had upheld me. Then suddenly agbathe passit
of something--I knew not what--and then a stillnég could be felt. Nothing but this gaunt quiet.

London about me gazed at me spectrally. The windaovise white houses were like the eye socketkolls Abou
me my imagination found a thousand noiseless ersem@ving. Terror seized me, a horror of my temetityfront o
me the road became pitchy black as though it wasdaand | saw a contorted shape lying acrosgaliavay. | coul
not bring myself to go on. | turned down St. JohWeod Road, and ran headlong from this unendurstilaees:
towards Kilburn. I hid from the night and the sien until long after midnight, in a cabmen's shiaheHarrow Roac
But before the dawn my courage returned, and whéestars were still in the sky | turned once moreards Regen
Park. | missed my way among the streets, and pilgsaw down a long avenue, in the higdit of the early dawn, t
curve of Primrose Hill. On the summit, towering topthe fading stars, was a third Martian, erect anadionless lik
the others.

An insane resolve possessed me. | would die andteAdd | would save myself even the trouble dfikg myself. |
marched on recklessly towards this Titan, and ther,drew nearer and the light grew, | saw thatudtitude of blac

9/4/201:



Page7€ of 86
birds was circling and clustering about the hoodthat my heart gave a bound, and | began rundongahe roac

| hurried through the red weed that choked St. EutlisuTerrace (I waded bredstgh across a torrent of water that
rushing down from the waterworks towards the AliRotd), and emerged upon the grass before theg asithe sur
Great mounds had been heaped about the crest billihaaking a huge redoubt of ittwas the final and largest ple
the Martians had madend from behind these heaps there rose a thin sagdiast the sky. Against the sky line
eager dog ran and disappeared. The thought thdtdsmbd into my mind grew real, grew credibleelt ho fear, onl
a wild, trembling exultation, as | ran up the hdivards the motionless monster. Out of the hoodyHank shreds «
brown, at which the hungry birds pecked and tore.

In another moment | had scrambled up the earth@pad and stood upon its crest, and the interigdhefredoubt we
below me. A mighty space it was, with gigantic maelk here and there within it, huge mounds of nedtand stranc
shelter places. And scattered about it, some iir tverturned war-machines, some in the now rigahdiing-
machines, and a dozen of them stark and silentaaddn a row, were the Martianslead--slain by the putrefacti
and disease bacteria against which their systems werepared; slain as the red weed was being slain, after a
man's devices had failed, by the humblest things@wd, in his wisdom, has put upon this earth.

For so it had come about, as indeed | and manymght have foreseen had not terror and disastedét our mind:
These germs of disease have taken toll of humamtye the beginning of thingtaken toll of our prehuman ances
since life began here. But by virtue of this natsedection of our kind we have developed resispfioger; to no gern
do we succumb without a struggle, and to many-ghbat cause putrefaction in dead matter, for nt&aour living
frames are altogether immune. But there are neebiadh Mars, and directly these invaders arrivigctly they dran
and fed, our microscopic allies began to work tloeierthrow. Already when | watched them they wereviocabl
doomed, dying and rotting even as they went tofemdt was inevitable. By the toll of a billion déhs man has bou
his birthright of the earth, and it is his agaialstcomers; it would still be his were the Martiaes times as mighty
they are. For neither do men live nor die in vain.

Here and there they were scattered, nearly fifiygather, in that great gulf they had made, overtaky a death th
must have seemed to them as incomprehensible asleath could be. To me also at that time this deek
incomprehensible. All | knew was that these thitigg had been alive and so terrible to men werd.déar a mome!
| believed that the destruction of Sennacherib Ieeh repeated, that God had repented, that thel Ahdgeeath ha
slain them in the night.

| stood staring into the pit, and my heart lightmgoriously, even as the rising sun struck thelevtr fire about m
with his rays. The pit was still in darkness; thigimy engines, so great and wonderful in their poared complexity
so unearthly in their tortuous forms, rose weirdl almague and strange out of the shadows towarddighe A
multitude of dogs, | could hear, fought over thelies that lay darkly in the depth of the pit, faldw me. Across tt
pit on its farther lip, flat and vast and stranigg, the great flyingnachine with which they had been experimer
upon our denser atmosphere when decay and deesteatithem. Death had come not a day too soomeAgdund ¢
a cawing overhead | looked up at the huge fightiragshine that would fight no more for ever, at thigetred red shre
of flesh that dripped down upon the overturnedsseatthe summit of Primrose Hill.

| turned and looked down the slope of the hill toene, enhaloed now in birds, stood those otherMadians that
had seen overnight, just as death had overtaken. thee one had died, even as it had been cryirtg tmmpanion:
perhaps it was the last to die, and its voice latkegn perpetually until the force of its machinegs exhausted. Th
glittered now, harmless tripod towers of shiningahean the brightness of the rising sun.

All about the pit, and saved as by a miracle frararkasting destruction, stretched the great MotfeCities. Thos
who have only seen London veiled in her sombregafesmoke can scarcely imagine the naked cleaarebsdeaut
of the silent wilderness of houses.

Eastward, over the blackened ruins of the Albertdae and the splintered spire of the church, timeldazed dazzlir
in a clear sky, and here and there some faceteirgteat wilderness of roofs caught the light aradegl with a whit
intensity.

Northward were Kilburn and Hampsted, blue and cravavith houses; westward the great city was dimnaed
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southward, beyond the Martians, the green wavd®egent's Park, the Langham Hotel, the dome of therAHall.
the Imperial Institute, and the giant mansionshef Brompton Road came out clear and little in tharise, the jagge
ruins of Westminster rising hazily beyond. Far aveand blue were the Surrey hills, and the towershef Cryste
Palace glittered like two silver rods. The doméafPaul's was dark against the sunrise, and ohjurgaw for the firs
time, by a huge gaping cavity on its western side.

And as | looked at this wide expanse of housesfaciries and churches, silent and abandonedglasught of th
multitudinous hopes and efforts, the innumerablst$of lives that had gone to build this human,raefl of the swi
and ruthless destruction that had hung over itvllen | realised that the shadow had been rolle#,and that me
might still live in the streets, and this dear vdsad city of mine be once more alive and powelftglt a wave c
emotion that was near akin to tears.

The torment was over. Even that day the healinglavbagin. The survivors of the people scattered ¢tve country--
leaderless, lawless, foodless, like sheep withahltepherdihe thousands who had fled by sea, would begiettom

the pulse of life, growing stronger and strongeould beat again in the empty streets and pour sdius vacail

squares. Whatever destruction was done, the hatldeodestroyer was stayed. All the gaunt wrecks,tlackene

skeletons of houses that stared so dismally asuhét grass of the hill, would presently be eclgowith the hamme

of the restorers and ringing with the tapping dithirowels. At the thought | extended my handsamlg the sky ar

began thanking God. In a year, thought I--in a year

With overwhelming force came the thought of mysetfmy wife, and the old life of hope and tendelph#ness the
had ceased for ever.

CHAPTER NINE

WRECKAGE

And now comes the strangest thing in my story. Yethaps, it is not altogether strange. | rememdegrly an
coldly and vividly, all that | did that day untihé time that | stood weeping and praising God ugp@ensummit ¢
Primrose Hill. And then | forget.

Of the next three days | know nothing. | have ledrsince that, so far from my being the first disger of th
Martian overthrow, several such wanderers as mysalfalready discovered this on the previous ni@hte man-the
first--had gone to St. Martin's-l8rand, and, while | sheltered in the cabmen'’s lhad, contrived to telegraph to Pe
Thence the joyful news had flashed all over theldyax thousand cities, chilled by ghastly apprefmrss suddenl
flashed into frantic illuminations; they knew ofiit Dublin, Edinburgh, Manchester, Birmingham, la¢ time when
stood upon the verge of the pit. Already men, wegpvith joy, as | have heard, shouting and stayirer work tc
shake hands and shout, were making up trains, &vemear as Crewe, to descend upon London. Thelchetls the
had ceased a fortnight since suddenly caught ths,nentil all England was bell-ringing. Men on ogs] learfaced
unkempt, scorched along every country lane shoutingnhoped deliverance, shouting to gaunt, stafiggres o
despair. And for the food! Across the Channel, serthe Irish Sea, across the Atlantic, corn, braad, meat we
tearing to our relief. All the shipping in the widrseemed going Londonward in those days. But afhall have n
memory. | drifted-a demented man. | found myself in a house of kim#igple, who had found me on the third
wandering, weeping, and raving through the stre&tSt. John's Wood. They have told me since thaas singini
some insane doggerel about "The Last Man Left Alkerrah! The Last Man Left Alive!" Troubled as thevere witt
their own affairs, these people, whose name, madhaeuld like to express my gratitude to them,dynmot even giv
here, nevertheless cumbered themselves with méedte me, and protected me from myself. Apparetitgy ha
learned something of my story from me during thesdaf my lapse.

Very gently, when my mind was assured again, day tireak to me what they had learned of the fateeatherhea
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Two days after | was imprisoned it had been destlpyvith every soul in it, by a Martian. He had pive out o
existence, as it seemed, without any provocatism, ldoy might crush an ant hill, in the mere wanéss of power.

| was a lonely man, and they were very kind to ineas a lonely man and a sad one, and they boie né.
remained with them four days after my recovery.tAlit time | felt a vague, a growing craving tokamce more ¢
whatever remained of the little life that seemedappy and bright in my past. It was a mere hopeliesire to fea
upon my misery. They dissuaded me. They did ai} tteld to divert me from this morbidity. But astd could resic
the impulse no longer, and, promising faithfullyregurn to them, and parting, as | will confesspirthese fouday
friends with tears, | went out again into the dsdbat had lately been so dark and strange antyemp

Already they were busy with returning people; iagas even there were shops open, and | saw ardyifbuntair
running water.

| remember how mockingly bright the day seemed agrit back on my melancholy pilgrimage to thedittiouse
Woking, how busy the streets and vivid the moviifg dbout me. So many people were abroad everywbesged il
a thousand activities, that it seemed incredibé &ny great proportion of the population couldehéeen slain. B
then | noticed how yellow were the skins of the gled met, how shaggy the hair of the men, howdaagd brigr
their eyes, and that every other man still worediity rags. Their faces seemed all with one of Bxpressionsa
leaping exultation and energy or a grim resolutiSave for the expression of the faces, London sdemeity o
tramps. The vestries were indiscriminately distiloy bread sent us by the French government. Tiwe of the fey
horses showed dismally. Haggard special constatiteswhite badges stood at the corners of evesesti saw littl:
of the mischief wrought by the Martians until | ckad Wellington Street, and there | saw the reddwsamberin
over the buttresses of Waterloo Bridge.

At the corner of the bridge, too, | saw one of teenmon contrasts of that grotesque tiraesheet of paper flaunti
against a thicket of the red weed, transfixed Isyick that kept it in place. It was the placardlod first newspaper
resume publication--thBaily Mail. | bought a copy for a blackened shilling | foundmy pocket. Most of it was
blank, but the solitary compositor who did the thihad amused himself by making a grotesque schei
advertisement stereo on the back page. The mattgrihted was emotional; the news organisation m@das ye
found its way back. | learned nothing fresh exdbpt already in one week the examination of thetidlamechanisn
had yielded astonishing results. Among other thitigss article assured me what | did not believihattime, that tr
"Secret of Flying," was discovered. At Waterlomufd the free trains that were taking people ta th@mes. The fir:
rush was already over. There were few people intrii@, and | was in no mood for casual conversatiogot ¢
compartment to myself, and sat with folded armskilog greyly at the sunlit devastation that flowsast the window
And just outside the terminus the train jolted otemporary rails, and on either side of the railvlag houses we
blackened ruins. To Clapham Junction the face ofdom was grimy with powder of the Black Smoke, pites of twc
days of thunderstorms and rain, and at Claphamtidmnitie line had been wrecked again; there wergltads of out-
of-work clerks and shopmen working side by side with tustomary navvies, and we were jolted over ay
relaying.

All down the line from there the aspect of the doyimvas gaunt and unfamiliar; Wimbledon particufdnhd sufferec
Walton, by virtue of its unburned pine woods, seerihe least hurt of any place along the line. Trene, the Mole
every little stream, was a heaped mass of red weesf)pearance between butcher's meat and pickleldage. Tr
Surrey pine woods were too dry, however, for tretdens of the red climber. Beyond Wimbledon, witkight of thi
line, in certain nursery grounds, were the heapadses of earth about the sixth cylinder. A numligreople wer
standing about it, and some sappers were busyeimttst of it. Over it flaunted a Union Jack, flapgp cheerfully ir
the morning breeze. The nursery grounds were evesavcrimson with the weed, a wide expanse of kbabbur cu
with purple shadows, and very painful to the eyae® gaze went with infinite relief from the scardhgreys ar
sullen reds of the foreground to the blue-greetnsst of the eastward hills.

The line on the London side of Woking station walé endergoing repair, so | descended at Byfldatisn and too
the road to Maybury, past the place where | andathiberyman had talked to the hussars, and othbyspot where ti
Martian had appeared to me in the thunderstorme Haoved by curiosity, | turned aside to find, ag@ntangle c
red fronds, the warped and broken dog cart withvihgégened bones of the horse scattered and gnaweda time
stood regarding these vestiges.
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Then | returned through the pine wood, r-high with red weed here and there, to find the llamdof the Spotted Dc¢
had already found burial, and so came home pagidiiege Arms. A man standing at an open cottage deeeted I
by name as | passed.

| looked at my house with a quick flash of hopet tla@ed immediately. The door had been forced;as wnfast ar
was opening slowly as | approached.

It slammed again. The curtains of my study fluttieoait of the open window from which | and the &tyman ha
watched the dawn. No one had closed it since. fasked bushes were just as | had left them neauhwieeks ago
stumbled into the hall, and the house felt emptye $tair carpet was ruffled and discoloured whenad crouche
soaked to the skin from the thunderstorm the nafhthe catastrophe. Our muddy footsteps | saw w#lht up th
stairs.

| followed them to my study, and found lying on muyiting-table still, with the selenite paper weight upqrihe shes
of work | had left on the afternoon of the openwigthe cylinder. For a space | stood reading ovgraiandone
arguments. It was a paper on the probable developaieMoral Ideas with the development of the e¢silg proces:
and the last sentence was the opening of a prophiecgbout two hundred years," | had written, "may expect---
The sentence ended abruptly. | remembered my ityatwl fix my mind that morning, scarcely a montbng by, an
how | had broken off to get myaily Chroniclefrom the newsboy. | remembered how | went dowthéogarden ga
as he came along, and how | had listened to histag of "Men from Mars."

| came down and went into the dining room. Thereewhe mutton and the bread, both far gone nowecay, and
beer bottle overturned, just as | and the artitleap had left them. My home was desolate. | perceikie folly of the
faint hope | had cherished so long. And then angeathing occurred. "It is no use," said a voiCEh€ house

deserted. No one has been here these ten day®tBtay here to torment yourself. No one escapégdiu”

| was startled. Had | spoken my thought aloud?ned, and the French window was open behind medena step
it, and stood looking out.

And there, amazed and afraid, even as | stood aimazé afraid, were my cousin and my wifey- wife white an
tearless. She gave a faint cry.

"I came," she said. "l knew--knew----"

She put her hand to her throat--swayed. | madepafstward, and caught her in my arms.

CHAPTER TEN

THE EPILOGUE

| cannot but regret, now that | am concluding monsthow little | am able to contribute to the dission of the mar
debatable questions which are still unsettled.rie @spect | shall certainly provoke criticism. lgigrticular provinc
is speculative philosophy. My knowledge of compaeaphysiology is confined to a book or two, buséems to
that Carver's suggestions as to the reason ofthd death of the Martians is so probable as teebarded almost a:
proven conclusion. | have assumed that in the loddyy narrative.

At any rate, in all the bodies of the Martians thvare examined after the war, no bacteria excegstetlalready know
as terrestrial species were found. That they didonoy any of their dead, and the reckless slaughey perpetrate
point also to an entire ignorance of the putref@cprocess. But probable as this seems, it is bgneans a prove
conclusion
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Neither is the composition of the Black Smoke knpwumich the Martians used with such deadly effactd the
generator of the Hed&ays remains a puzzle. The terrible disasterseaEdling and South Kensington laboratc
have disinclined analysts for further investigasiampon the latter. Spectrum analysis of the blacwder point
unmistakably to the presence of an unknown elemvéhta brilliant group of three lines in the greamd it is possib
that it combines with argon to form a compound Whécts at once with deadly effect upon some camstitin th
blood. But such unproven speculations will scardedy of interest to the general reader, to whom #tigy is
addressed. None of the brown scum that drifted dinenThames after the destruction of Sheppertonexasined ¢
the time, and now none is forthcoming.

The results of an anatomical examination of thetias, so far as the prowling dogs had left suctexaminatio
possible, | have already given. But everyone isiifamwith the magnificent and almost complete sp@m in spirits &
the Natural History Museum, and the countless drgwithat have been made from it; and beyond tleaintierest ¢
their physiology and structure is purely scientific

A question of graver and universal interest is plssibility of another attack from the Martiangdd not think the
nearly enough attention is being given to this espéthe matter. At present the planet Mars isanjunction, but wit
every return to opposition I, for one, anticipateeaewal of their adventure. In any case, we shbelgprepared.
seems to me that it should be possible to defiagtsition of the gun from which the shots are lthsged, to keep
sustained watch upon this part of the planet, arahticipate the arrival of the next attack.

In that case the cylinder might be destroyed wjthasinite or artillery before it was sufficiently ddor the Martians t
emerge, or they might be butchered by means of gois®on as the screw opened. It seems to mehthahave lost
vast advantage in the failure of their first suspriPossibly they see it in the same light.

Lessing has advanced excellent reasons for sugptsat the Martians have actually succeeded ircefig a landin
on the planet Venus. Seven months ago now, Verdid/ans were in alignment with the sun; that isag,Mars wa
in opposition from the point of view of an obserger Venus. Subsequently a peculiar luminous angosis markin
appeared on the unillumined half of the inner plaard almost simultaneously a faint dark mark sfrailar sinuou
character was detected upon a photograph of théadvatisk. One needs to see the drawings of thegeagiances
order to appreciate fully their remarkable resemédain character.

At any rate, whether we expect another invasionadr our views of the human future must be greatbdified by
these events. We have learned now that we cangatdehis planet as being fenced in and a secudinglplace fo
Man; we can never anticipate the unseen good otheatimay come upon us suddenly out of spaceait bre that i
the larger design of the universe this invasiomfidars is not without its ultimate benefit for ménhas robbed us
that serene confidence in the future which is thstnfiruitful source of decadence, the gifts to hnrsaience it he
brought are enormous, and it has done much to gethe conception of the commonweal of mankindhdly be the
across the immensity of space the Martians havehedtthe fate of these pioneers of theirs and éghtheir lesso
and that on the planet Venus they have found arsesettlement. Be that as it may, for many yeaistiyere wil
certainly be no relaxation of the eager scrutinghef Martian disk, and those fiery darts of the,gkg shooting stal
will bring with them as they fall an unavoidableyaghension to all the sons of men.

The broadening of men's views that has resultedscancely be exaggerated. Before the cylinderthele was
general persuasion that through all the deep afespa life existed beyond the petty surface ofrounute sphere. No
we see further. If the Martians can reach Venusgtlis no reason to suppose that the thing is igiiplesfor men, ar
when the slow cooling of the sun makes this eanihhabitable, as at last it must do, it may be thatthread of lif
that has begun here will have streamed out andhtawg sister planet within its toils.

Dim and wonderful is the vision | have conjuredimpny mind of life spreading slowly from this ligtlseed bed of tl
solar system throughout the inanimate vastnesglefesal space. But that is a remote dream. It negyoh the othe
hand, that the destruction of the Martians is @igprieve. To them, and not to us, perhaps, ifutiaee ordained.

| must confess the stress and danger of the time ledt an abiding sense of doubt and insecuritgnjnmind. | sit it
my study writing by lamplight, and suddenly | semia the healing valley below set with writhingrfias, and feel tt
house behind and about me empty and desolateouitgato the Byfleet Road, and vehicles pass nieiteher boy in
cart, a cabful of visitors, a workman on a bicyatgjldren going to school, and suddenly they becwague an
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unreal, and | hurry again with the artillerymanailgh the hot, brooding silence. Of a night | ses ifack powde
darkening the silent streets, and the contortedesashrouded in that layer; they rise upon merettand doditten
They gibber and grow fiercer, paler, uglier, mastalitions of humanity at last, and | wake, cold amdtched, in th
darkness of the night.

| go to London and see the busy multitudes in Fitetet and the Strand, and it comes across my thatdhey ar
but the ghosts of the past, haunting the streetsIthave seen silent and wretched, going to amdpinantasms in
dead city, the mockery of life in a galvanised ho#lgd strange, too, it is to stand on Primrose,Hid | did but a d¢
before writing this last chapter, to see the gpravince of houses, dim and blue through the hdzeeosmoke ar
mist, vanishing at last into the vague lower skys¢e the people walking to and fro among the fidveels on the hil
to see the sighdeers about the Martian machine that stands thélreas hear the tumult of playing children, ano
recall the time when | saw it all bright and cleait; hard and silent, under the dawn of that lasaigday. . . .

And strangest of all is it to hold my wife's hanghan, and to think that | have counted her, and sha has count
me, among the dead.
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