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Introduction

THE WAR OF THE WORLDS is the most famous and most important science fiction story ever published. It is the first imagining of extraterrestrial warfare and is the ancestor of hundreds of books, science fiction movies, and TV shows such as Star Wars, Battlestar Galactica, Alien, and Star Trek. But, unlike most of its descendants, H. G. Wells’ novel tells of an invasion of our planet and the defeat of earthly military forces by the technological power of creatures whose intelligence surpasses ours.

In bringing the terrors of outer space home to his readers, Wells practiced the principle he believed central to all successful science fiction:


What makes such imaginings interesting is their translation into commonplace terms and a rigid exclusion of other marvels from the story. Then it becomes human. How would you feel, and what might happen to you, if pigs could fly, and one came rocketing over the hedge at you?…if suddenly you changed into an ass and couldn’t tell anyone about it? Or if you suddenly became invisible? But no one would think twice about the answer if hedges and houses began to fly, if people changed into lions and tigers, cats and dogs, left and right, or if anyone could vanish. Nothing remains interesting where anything might happen.



Wells’ Martians are uglier than pigs and have invented spectacularly murderous weapons, but they are the only imaginary creatures that rocket onto our earth. So they serve to defamiliarize the commonplace by persuading us of the possibility that something strange might disrupt our complacent confidence in the permanence, security, and moral rightness of our ordinary ways of living.

Science fiction is a threatening form of imaginative literature. This is made plain by the first success in the genre, Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein, published in 1818. Her novel expresses the early-nineteenth-century reaction against Newtonianism, with its vision of unchanging regularities constituting a clockwork cosmos. By 1800 European scientists had turned toward conceptions of the universe as vital and organic, a turn fostered by the emergence of new sciences, notably chemistry and biology. These disciplines quickly produced a radical concept: evolution. Evolution is profoundly revolutionary because it assumes every part of the universe is always mutable, always transforming to no final end but more transformations: no part of the cosmos is ever stable, but instead is, slowly or rapidly, changing into what can never be predicted with certainty.

Mary Shelley was married to Percy Shelley, who as clearly as any European of his day understood the profound implications of evolutionary thinking being articulated by his contemporaries, especially the Frenchman Lamarck and Erasmus Darwin, Charles’ grandfather. Using Percy’s knowledge, Mary created the first enduring work of science fiction, whose key event is not the creation of the monster, but Victor Frankenstein’s destruction of its half-created mate, because he fears that she and his original creation will breed a race that may destroy and take the place of the human species. This never before imagined possibility of species extinction is the underlying threat at the root of all science fiction: awareness that Homo sapiens is just as transient as everything else in our evolving universe.

Eighty years later H. G. Wells added to Mary Shelley’s insight by joining refined knowledge of evolutionary processes with an enlarged understanding of the temporal dimensions of the universe. That understanding led him to write the first time-travel story, The Time Machine. Startling even today, when we refer casually to the Big Bang as happening fourteen billion years ago, Wells’ imagined time travel to decayed human civilization in A.D. 802,701 projects beyond most futuristic science fiction. But Wells’ time traveler goes even further—millions of years forward to a haunting glimpse of the time when the sun burns itself out, turning earth into a cold lump of minerals. No one before or since Wells has attempted a detailed imagining of such a span of cosmic history, a span that makes plausible his speculations about disastrous interactive effects of evolving culture, genetics, and geology. The Time Machine forever extended the temporal boundaries of imaginative literature—in part because Wells helps us to imagine the concrete interplay of historical/natural processes by which humanity for good or ill transforms itself by altering its physical environment. His vision of the inevitable death of the planet has affected the mind of every subsequent science fiction writer, because that is an inescapable truth in any scientific conception of the cosmos as vital—not just species but planets, stars, galaxies can, do, and will die.

Awareness of that ultimate reality sustains the effectiveness of Wells’ story of the near-extinction of the human race in The War of the Worlds. The motivation for the invasion is not, as in current unsophisticated science fiction, the abstract evilness of a set of Rumsfeldian villains. The Martians are ruthless but not cruel. Their plans result from carefully rational assessment of a slow, irreversible natural catastrophe: the global drying of Mars. Wells’ story dramatizes how rational intelligence divorced from full sensual engagement with the physical environment inevitably produces violence. In The War of the Worlds, humanity is not destroyed, but the reader’s complacency about the certainty of humankind’s survival is forever disrupted. Or should be, for at the very end of the story, we are given a glimpse of the preservation of the Martian war machinery as entertainment for sightseers, an unnerving preview of twenty-first century passive spectator culture—apocalypse as theme park.

These devastating insights result from Wells’ sensitivity to the complexities of his own specific physical/historical situation at the turn of the twentieth century. His novel reflects not merely scientific issues of intense current interest, such as the 1890s controversies over the nature of Mars and the possibility of its being inhabited, but also political issues such as the savage debates over imperialistic colonialism, and a variety of domestic social conflicts that were radically transforming traditional configurations of British life. Wells was practically involved in all these controversies but not in the way most writers today are “involved,” merely as partisans for a particular cause—for example, feminism, gay rights, environmental reform, or stem cell research; the exclusive commitment to identity politics supersedes engagement with more encompassing political and social issues. The reverse was true for Wells and other leading writers at the turn of the twentieth century. They focused on the complex intersection of a variety of problems, each with claims to special interest, but which the writers argued were insoluble if treated in isolation.

This attitude was advantageous to Wells as a pioneer of science fiction. His contemporaries justly admired him for his Dickensian individual characters in his realistic stories, but in his scientific romances, he deliberately subordinated character to event. The principal narrator of The War of the Worlds is never given a name, nor is his brother, who narrates part of the story; and major characters appear as “the artilleryman” or “the curate.” Wells makes a virtue of the commonest weakness in science fiction, feebleness in characterization of individuality, by concentrating on vivid representations, satirically inflected, of people identified principally by class and occupation. This enables him to dramatize responses of a wide range of ordinary people to incredible, even astounding, events. In chapter seven of The War of the Worlds, the narrator, returning home in the evening dusk after the first murderous appearance of the Martians’ heat-ray, encounters two men and a woman gossiping, and asks if they have any news from the common where the killings occurred.


“Ain’t yer just been there?” asked the men.

“People seem fair silly about the common,” said the woman over the gate. “What it’s all abart?”

“Haven’t you heard of the men from Mars?” said I; “the creatures from Mars?”

“Quite enough,” said the woman over the gate. “Thenks;” and all three of them laughed.



The tiny vignette neatly manifests the first common reaction to the extraterrestrial invasion: indifference arising from assurance that the basic continuities of life are inviolable. Wells dramatizes the Martian invasion not primarily as a matter of personal experience but as an authentic cultural/biological catastrophe. He had concluded an essay entitled “The Extinction of Man” written a couple of years before The War of the Worlds with words to make a baby boomer shiver:


Man’s complacent assumption of the future is too confident. We think because things have been easy…for a generation or so, we are going on to perfect comfort and security in the future…. In the case of every other predominant animal the world has ever seen…the hour of its complete ascendancy has been the eve of its compete overthrow.



The War of the Worlds depicts this ingrained over-confidence in every strata of society, revealing it to be an endemic shortcoming of modern civilization concealing from itself the moral significance of the fact that in this cosmos nothing endures forever, everything is always changing, and what will happen we cannot predict.

Wells’ efficacy in articulating this truth in good part derives from his transformation of the genre of “invasion fiction” initiated by Sir George Chesney’s The Battle of Dorking in 1871. This popular work and its many successors (by ex-soldiers trying to encourage expenditures on military preparedness) portray successful German invasions of England. They describe not merely the defeat of English armies by better equipped Germans, but also terrible sufferings of civilian populations, since they foresee modern war as total war, the warfare that has now become commonplace in the twentieth century, being most extensively practiced by the United States. Wells recognized that these crude novels correctly foresaw modern warfare as aiming at the massive destruction of the physical structures of an enemy civilization and the terrorizing if not annihilating of its noncombatant population. His Martians anticipate with uncomfortable accuracy, for example, American bombings of Dresden and Tokyo, followed by Hiroshima and Nagasaki, and boastful proclamations of “shock and awe” tactics against Iraq. Less efficacious practices by peoples not so technologically advanced follow the same model, as with ethnic cleansing in Bosnia and the horrors of Rwanda and Darfur. By expanding the conception of total war into the realm of extraterrestrial competition, Wells forces us to think not merely of the moral but even of the biological consequences of modern imperialistic ambitions.

In The War of the Worlds, it is made clear that the Martians appear as what human beings may evolve into if civilization continues to identify its “advances” with purely technological developments indifferent to the changes they work both on human morality and the natural conditions of terrestrial life. The grotesque bodies of the Martians and their dependence on machinery that reduces them almost entirely to “virtual” experience is probably more troubling to a contemporary reader than to Wells’ original audience. They were impressed by the story being so firmly anchored in facts of place and current events. Early on, Wells compares the swiftness of the Martians’ obliteration of Britons with the recent rapid extermination of Tasmanians by the English. Then the progress of the invasion is traced through exact specifications of West Surrey political and topographic geography, followed by an almost street-by-street account of the “rout of civilization…The massacre of humanity” in the flight of terrified multitudes from London and its environs. Today’s readers, living in a world very different from Wells’ original audience (for example, full of airplanes, automobiles, and computers, but without horses) can concentrate on how and why the facts of ordinary life have changed so much. All the differences point to our life having moved in the direction of the Martians.

Wells here illustrates why enduring science fiction is grounded in factual accuracy. Science fiction writers represent what is authentically strange, what has heretofore not been imagined, unlike realistic novelists, who defamiliarize known realities to which we have become so habituated that we no longer respond to them with either sensory or intellectual intensity. The art of science fiction is not the overcoming of indifference but the establishment of new, unanticipated possibilities. A base of solid factuality fosters imaginative acceptance of what until now had never been conceived.

I call attention particularly to Wells’ detailed accuracy of topography because it best reveals the kind of informed factuality that makes good science fiction believable. The “believability” of any novel’s landscapes has little to do with the direct representation of actual, natural scenes. The famous landscapes in Thomas Hardy’s novels are as entirely imaginary as the vague, generalized natural descriptions in The Lord of the Rings, but they seem more “real” because Hardy’s imaginings were constructed out of his long, proactive, and perceptively contemplated engagements with the natural world. Wells’ affinity with Hardy rather than with Tolkien is exemplified in The War of the Worlds by the attention he lavishes on the “red weed,” an invasive Martian plant accidentally brought to earth that chokes out native growths and becomes temporarily a dominant feature of English landscapes until (foretelling the inner collapse of the Martians themselves) it is destroyed by bacteria against which it has no systemic defense. The totally invented “red weed” is constructed out of Wells’ precise, practical knowledge of how actual invasive flora function.

As I’ve suggested, Wells in his “scientific romances” makes little effort to create individualized characters but concentrates on characterization through cogent sociological distinctions. American science fiction writers share with many other American novelists a reluctance to admit that there are significant class differences in our society—one encounters few accurately delineated laboring people in our speculative fiction. Wells, himself the product of a grim lower-middle-class heritage, utilizes his inside knowledge of class “wars” between alien “worlds” to strengthen his central moral critique of modern culture. His primary exemplars are the twice-appearing curate and artilleryman. The former embodies the abject failure of institutionalized religion to confront the ethical crises posed by the unparalleled destructive power bestowed by scientific technology on modern political leaders. In the cowardly, whimpering selfishness of the curate, who is unable to act except to betray his fellow man, Wells presents a chilling forecast of how institutionalized religions of every kind would fail in the twentieth century to offer any practical moral resistance to the wide variety of political movements indulging in unprecedented acts of inhumanity, from planned starvation, forced “resettlement,” and torture to the mass killing of civilian populations.

The artilleryman, like the curate in being a lesser functionary rather than a leader, exposes the psychological hypocrisy of the militaristic mentality, the opportunistic corruptness of the supposedly upright, plainspoken, thoroughly masculine, salt-of-the-earth modern citizen. When the artilleryman first expounds his philosophy of resistance to the Martians, the narrator is deeply impressed.


“I’ve thought it out. We men are beat. We don’t know enough. We’ve got to learn before we’ve got a chance. And we’ve got to live and keep independent while we learn. See! That’s what has to be done.”

I stared, astonished and stirred profoundly by the man’s resolution.

“Great God!” cried I. “But you are a man indeed!”



And the narrator remains admiring as the soldier propounds his scheme for humans to live underground, like rats. He foresees forming “a band—able-bodied, clean-minded men…Able-bodied clean-minded women we want also.” The meaning of the odd “clean-minded” becomes apparent when the soldier imagines getting hold of a “Heat-Ray wide and free! Fancy having it in control…. Can’t you see them hurrying, hurrying, puffing and blowing…?” Indeed, one can, especially when one realizes that “them” might be other—dirty-minded—humans the artilleryman seems to hate more than the Martians. This gruesome possibility becomes all too probable when the soldier turns out to be only a lazy blowhard interested solely in looting deserted houses, especially for rich food, wine, and cigars, and playing mindless card games. He talks the role of a tough, pure, patriotic man, but when it comes to real risks to himself, he “has other priorities.”

That Wells’ narrator is temporarily taken in by the implausible soldier is the story’s second best piece of reflexivity. The narrator is a relatively affluent suburbanite, a “philosophic journalist.” Being “busy upon a series of papers discussing the probable developments of moral ideas as civilization progresses,” he fails to see the sensational landing of the first Martian spacecraft, although it crashes down in plain view from his study window. At the conclusion of his story he discovers his house undestroyed and the paper he had been writing when he learned of the Martian invasion still on his desk with its uncompleted final sentence: “‘In about 200 years,’ I had written, ‘we may expect—’ “Thus Wells embeds the scientific romancer within his own fiction, completing his insight into the essentially localized nature of human life. The War of the Worlds teaches us the importance of our world, which in fact consists of a series of concentric “worlds,” up from the Martian-destroying tiny organisms happily at home in our gut through our family, class, and nation—to the globe itself. The War of the Worlds reminds us of a fact so obvious that we always forget it: every science fiction writer who has ever lived, and will ever live in the foreseeable future, is an inhabitant of no place but this earth. Philip Pullman, the contemporary science fiction writer who has learned most from Wells, concludes his thousand-page trilogy, His Dark Materials, which explores the hypothesis of infinite universes, with a reiteration of Wells’ insight—that in fact for humans of this earth “there is no elsewhere.”

—Karl Kroeber


THE WAR
OF THE
WORLDS


But who shall dwell in these worlds
if they be inhabited?…Are we or they
Lords of the World?…And how are all
things made for man?



—Kepler (quoted in

The Anatomy of Melancholy)


BOOK ONE

 

THE COMING
OF THE MARTIANS


CHAPTER 1
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The Eve of the War

NO ONE would have believed in the last years of the nineteenth century that this world was being watched keenly and closely by intelligences greater than man’s and yet as mortal as his own; that as men busied themselves about their various concerns they were scrutinised and studied, perhaps almost as narrowly as a man with a microscope might scrutinise the transient creatures that swarm and multiply in a drop of water. With infinite complacency men went to and fro over this globe about their little affairs, serene in their assurance of their empire over matter. It is possible that the infusoria under the microscope do the same. No one gave a thought to the older worlds of space as sources of human danger, or thought of them only to dismiss the idea of life upon them as impossible or improbable. It is curious to recall some of the mental habits of those departed days. At most, terrestrial men fancied there might be other men upon Mars, perhaps inferior to themselves and ready to welcome a missionary enterprise. Yet across the gulf of space, minds that are to our minds as ours are to those of the beasts that perish, intellects vast and cool and unsympathetic, regarded this earth with envious eyes, and slowly and surely drew their plans against us. And early in the twentieth century came the great disillusionment.

The planet Mars, I scarcely need remind the reader, revolves about the sun at a mean distance of 140,000,000 miles, and the light and heat it receives from the sun is barely half of that received by this world. It must be, if the nebular hypothesis has any truth, older than our world; and long before this earth ceased to be molten, life upon its surface must have begun its course. The fact that it is scarcely one seventh of the volume of the earth must have accelerated its cooling to the temperature at which life could begin. It has air and water and all that is necessary for the support of animated existence.

Yet so vain is man, and so blinded by his vanity, that no writer, up to the very end of the nineteenth century, expressed any idea that intelligent life might have developed there far, or indeed at all, beyond its earthly level. Nor was it generally understood that since Mars is older than our earth, with scarcely a quarter of the superficial area and remoter from the sun, it necessarily follows that it is not only more distant from life’s beginning but nearer its end.

The secular cooling that must someday overtake our planet has already gone far indeed with our neighbour. Its physical condition is still largely a mystery, but we know now that even in its equatorial region the midday temperature barely approaches that of our coldest winter. Its air is much more attenuated than ours, its oceans have shrunk until they cover but a third of its surface, and as its slow seasons change huge snowcaps gather and melt about either pole and periodically inundate its temperate zones. That last stage of exhaustion, which to us is still incredibly remote, has become a present-day problem for the inhabitants of Mars. The immediate pressure of necessity has brightened their intellects, enlarged their powers, and hardened their hearts. And looking across space with instruments, and intelligences such as we have scarcely dreamed of, they see, at its nearest distance only 35,000,000 of miles sunward of them, a morning star of hope, our own warmer planet, green with vegetation and grey with water, with a cloudy atmosphere eloquent of fertility, with glimpses through its drifting cloud wisps of broad stretches of populous country and narrow, navy-crowded seas.

And we men, the creatures who inhabit this earth, must be to them at least as alien and lowly as are the monkeys and lemurs to us. The intellectual side of man already admits that life is an incessant struggle for existence, and it would seem that this too is the belief of the minds upon Mars. Their world is far gone in its cooling and this world is still crowded with life, but crowded only with what they regard as inferior animals. To carry warfare sunward is, indeed, their only escape from the destruction that, generation after generation, creeps upon them.

And before we judge of them too harshly we must remember what ruthless and utter destruction our own species has wrought, not only upon animals, such as the vanished bison and the dodo, but upon its inferior races. The Tasmanians, in spite of their human likeness, were entirely swept out of existence in a war of extermination waged by European immigrants, in the space of fifty years. Are we such apostles of mercy as to complain if the Martians warred in the same spirit?

The Martians seem to have calculated their descent with amazing subtlety—their mathematical learning is evidently far in excess of ours—and to have carried out their preparations with a well-nigh perfect unanimity. Had our instruments permitted it, we might have seen the gathering trouble far back in the nineteenth century. Men like Schiaparelli watched the red planet—it is odd, by-the-bye, that for countless centuries Mars has been the star of war—but failed to interpret the fluctuating appearances of the markings they mapped so well. All that time the Martians must have been getting ready.

During the opposition of 1894 a great light was seen on the illuminated part of the disk, first at the Lick Observatory, then by Perrotin of Nice, and then by other observers. English readers heard of it first in the issue of Nature dated August 2. I am inclined to think that this blaze may have been the casting of the huge gun, in the vast pit sunk into their planet, from which their shots were fired at us. Peculiar markings, as yet unexplained, were seen near the site of that outbreak during the next two oppositions.

The storm burst upon us six years ago now. As Mars approached opposition, Lavelle of Java set the wires of the astronomical exchange palpitating with the amazing intelligence of a huge outbreak of incandescent gas upon the planet. It had occurred towards midnight of the twelfth; and the spectroscope, to which he had at once resorted, indicated a mass of flaming gas, chiefly hydrogen, moving with an enormous velocity towards this earth. This jet of fire had become invisible about a quarter past twelve. He compared it to a colossal puff of flame suddenly and violently squirted out of the planet, “as flaming gases rushed out of a gun.”

A singularly appropriate phrase it proved. Yet the next day there was nothing of this in the papers except a little note in the Daily Telegraph, and the world went in ignorance of one of the gravest dangers that ever threatened the human race. I might not have heard of the eruption at all had I not met Ogilvy, the well-known astronomer, at Ottershaw. He was immensely excited at the news, and in the excess of his feelings invited me up to take a turn with him that night in a scrutiny of the red planet.

In spite of all that has happened since, I still remember that vigil very distinctly: the black and silent observatory, the shadowed lantern throwing a feeble glow upon the floor in the corner, the steady ticking of the clockwork of the telescope, the little slit in the roof—an oblong profundity with the stardust streaked across it. Ogilvy moved about, invisible but audible. Looking through the telescope, one saw a circle of deep blue and the little round planet swimming in the field. It seemed such a little thing, so bright and small and still, faintly marked with transverse stripes, and slightly flattened from the perfect round. But so little it was, so silvery warm—a pin’s-head of light! It was as if it quivered, but really this was the telescope vibrating with the activity of the clockwork that kept the planet in view.

As I watched, the planet seemed to grow larger and smaller and to advance and recede, but that was simply that my eye was tired. Forty millions of miles it was from us—more than forty millions of miles of void. Few people realise the immensity of vacancy in which the dust of the material universe swims.

Near it in the field, I remember, were three faint points of light, three telescopic stars infinitely remote, and all around it was the unfathomable darkness of empty space. You know how that blackness looks on a frosty starlight night. In a telescope it seems far profounder. And invisible to me because it was so remote and small, flying swiftly and steadily towards me across that incredible distance, drawing nearer every minute by so many thousands of miles, came the Thing they were sending us, the Thing that was to bring so much struggle and calamity and death to the earth. I never dreamed of it then as I watched; no one on earth dreamed of that unerring missile.

That night, too, there was another jetting out of gas from the distant planet. I saw it. A reddish flash at the edge, the slightest projection of the outline just as the chronometer struck midnight; and at that I told Ogilvy and he took my place. The night was warm and I was thirsty, and I went, stretching my legs clumsily and feeling my way in the darkness, to the little table where the siphon stood, while Ogilvy exclaimed at the streamer of gas that came out towards us.

That night another invisible missile started on its way to the earth from Mars, just a second or so under twenty-four hours after the first one. I remember how I sat on the table there in the blackness, with patches of green and crimson swimming before my eyes. I wished I had a light to smoke by, little suspecting the meaning of the minute gleam I had seen and all that it would presently bring me. Ogilvy watched till one, and then gave it up; and we lit the lantern and walked over to his house. Down below in the darkness were Ottershaw and Chertsey and all their hundreds of people, sleeping in peace.

He was full of speculation that night about the condition of Mars, and scoffed at the vulgar idea of its having inhabitants who were signalling us. His idea was that meteorites might be falling in a heavy shower upon the planet, or that a huge volcanic explosion was in progress. He pointed out to me how unlikely it was that organic evolution had taken the same direction in the two adjacent planets.

“The chances against anything manlike on Mars are a million to one,” he said.

Hundreds of observers saw the flame that night and the night after about midnight, and again the night after; and so for ten nights, a flame each night. Why the shots ceased after the tenth no one on earth has attempted to explain. It may be the gases of the firing caused the Martians inconvenience. Dense clouds of smoke or dust, visible through a powerful telescope on earth as little grey, fluctuating patches, spread through the clearness of the planet’s atmosphere and obscured its more familiar features.

Even the daily papers woke up to the disturbances at last, and popular notes appeared here, there, and everywhere concerning the volcanoes upon Mars. The seriocomic periodical Punch, I remember, made a happy use of it in the political cartoon. And, all unsuspected, those missiles the Martians had fired at us drew earthward, rushing now at a pace of many miles a second through the empty gulf of space, hour by hour and day by day, nearer and nearer. It seems to me now almost incredibly wonderful that, with that swift fate hanging over us, men could go about their petty concerns as they did. I remember how jubilant Markham was at securing a new photograph of the planet for the illustrated paper he edited in those days. People in these latter times scarcely realise the abundance and enterprise of our nineteenth-century papers. For my own part, I was much occupied in learning to ride the bicycle, and busy upon a series of papers discussing the probable developments of moral ideas as civilisation progressed.

One night (the first missile then could scarcely have been 10,000,000 miles away) I went for a walk with my wife. It was starlight, and I explained the Signs of the Zodiac to her, and pointed out Mars, a bright dot of light creeping zenithward, towards which so many telescopes were pointed. It was a warm night. Coming home, a party of excursionists from Chertsey or Isle-worth passed us singing and playing music. There were lights in the upper windows of the houses as the people went to bed. From the railway station in the distance came the sound of shunting trains, ringing and rumbling, softened almost into melody by the distance. My wife pointed out to me the brightness of the red, green, and yellow signal lights hanging in a framework against the sky. It seemed so safe and tranquil.


CHAPTER 2

[image: ]

The Falling Star

THEN came the night of the first falling star. It was seen early in the morning, rushing over Winchester eastward, a line of flame high in the atmosphere. Hundreds must have seen it, and taken it for an ordinary falling star. Albin described it as leaving a greenish streak behind it that glowed for some seconds. Denning, our greatest authority on meteorites, stated that the height of its first appearance was about ninety or one hundred miles. It seemed to him that it fell to earth about one hundred miles east of him.

I was at home at that hour and writing in my study; and although my French windows face towards Ottershaw and the blind was up (for I loved in those days to look up at the night sky), I saw nothing of it. Yet this strangest of all things that ever came to earth from outer space must have fallen while I was sitting there, visible to me had I only looked up as it passed. Some of those who saw its flight say it travelled with a hissing sound. I myself heard nothing of that. Many people in Berkshire, Surrey, and Middlesex must have seen the fall of it, and, at most, have thought that another meteorite had descended. No one seems to have troubled to look for the fallen mass that night.

But very early in the morning poor Ogilvy, who had seen the shooting star and who was persuaded that a meteorite lay somewhere on the common between Horsell, Ottershaw, and Woking, rose early with the idea of finding it. Find it he did, soon after dawn, and not far from the sand pits. An enormous hole had been made by the impact of the projectile, and the sand and gravel had been flung violently in every direction over the heath, forming heaps visible a mile and a half away. The heather was on fire eastward, and a thin blue smoke rose against the dawn.

The Thing itself lay almost entirely buried in sand, amidst the scattered splinters of a fir tree it had shivered to fragments in its descent. The uncovered part had the appearance of a huge cylinder, caked over and its outline softened by a thick scaly dun-coloured incrustation. It had a diameter of about thirty yards. He approached the mass, surprised at the size and more so at the shape, since most meteorites are rounded more or less completely. It was, however, still so hot from its flight through the air as to forbid his near approach. A stirring noise within its cylinder he ascribed to the unequal cooling of its surface; for at that time it had not occurred to him that it might be hollow.

He remained standing at the edge of the pit that the Thing had made for itself, staring at its strange appearance, astonished chiefly at its unusual shape and colour, and dimly perceiving even then some evidence of design in its arrival. The early morning was wonderfully still, and the sun, just clearing the pine trees towards Weybridge, was already warm. He did not remember hearing any birds that morning, there was certainly no breeze stirring, and the only sounds were the faint movements from within the cindery cylinder. He was all alone on the common.

Then suddenly he noticed with a start that some of the grey clinker, the ashy incrustation that covered the meteorite, was falling off the circular edge of the end. It was dropping off in flakes and raining down upon the sand. A large piece suddenly came off and fell with a sharp noise that brought his heart into his mouth.

For a minute he scarcely realised what this meant, and, although the heat was excessive, he clambered down into the pit close to the bulk to see the Thing more clearly. He fancied even then that the cooling of the body might account for this, but what disturbed that idea was the fact that the ash was falling only from the end of the cylinder.

And then he perceived that, very slowly, the circular top of the cylinder was rotating on its body. It was such a gradual movement that he discovered it only through noticing that a black mark that had been near him five minutes ago was now at the other side of the circumference. Even then he scarcely understood what this indicated, until he heard a muffled grating sound and saw the black mark jerk forward an inch or so. Then the Thing came upon him in a flash. The cylinder was artificial—hollow—with an end that screwed out! Something within the cylinder was unscrewing the top!

“Good heavens!” said Ogilvy. “There’s a man in it—men in it! Half roasted to death! Trying to escape!”

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

The thought of the confined creature was so dreadful to him that he forgot the heat, and went forward to the cylinder to help turn. But luckily the dull radiation arrested him before he could burn his hands on the still-glowing metal. At that he stood irresolute for a moment, then turned, scrambled out of the pit, and set off running wildly into Woking. The time then must have been somewhere about six o’clock. He met a waggoner and tried to make him understand, but the tale he told and his appearance were so wild—his hat had fallen off in the pit—that the man simply drove on. He was equally unsuccessful with the potman who was just unlocking the doors of the public-house by Horsell Bridge. The fellow thought he was a lunatic at large and made an unsuccessful attempt to shut him into the taproom. That sobered him a little; and when he saw Henderson, the London journalist, in his garden, he called over the palings and made himself understood.

“Henderson,” he called, “you saw that shooting star last night?”

“Well?” said Henderson.

“It’s out on Horsell Common now.”

“Good Lord!” said Henderson. “Fallen meteorite! That’s good.”

“But it’s something more than a meteorite. It’s a cylinder—an artificial cylinder, man! And there’s something inside.”

Henderson stood up with his spade in his hand.

“What’s that?” he said. He was deaf in one ear.

Ogilvy told him all that he had seen. Henderson was a minute or so taking it in. Then he dropped his spade, snatched up his jacket, and came out into the road. The two men hurried back at once to the common, and found the cylinder still lying in the same position. But now the sounds inside had ceased, and a thin circle of bright metal showed between the top and the body of the cylinder. Air was either entering or escaping at the rim with a thin, sizzling sound.

They listened, rapped on the scaly burnt metal with a stick, and, meeting with no response, they both concluded the man or men inside must be insensible or dead.

Of course the two were quite unable to do anything. They shouted consolation and promises, and went off back to the town again to get help. One can imagine them, covered with sand, excited and disordered, running up the little street in the bright sunlight just as the shop folks were taking down their shutters and people were opening their bedroom windows. Henderson went into the railway station at once, in order to telegraph the news to London. The newspaper articles had prepared men’s minds for the reception of the idea.

By eight o’clock a number of boys and unemployed men had already started for the common to see the “dead men from Mars.” That was the form the story took. I heard of it first from my newspaper boy about a quarter to nine when I went out to get my Daily Chronicle. I was naturally startled, and lost no time in going out and across the Ottershaw bridge to the sand pits.
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