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Chapter One
THE LADY COMMERCIAL

Inthe April of 1893 1 was staying in the course of my business at the Devonshire Armsin Skipton,
Y orkshire. | was then twenty-three years of age, and enjoying amodest and not unsuccessful career as
commercid representative of the firm of Josiah Westerman & Sons, Purveyors of Leather Fancy Goods.
Not much will be said in this narrative of my employment, for even at that time it was not my major
preoccupation, but it wasinsrumentd, in itsinglorious fashion, in precipitating the chain of eventswhich
arethe mgjor purpose of my story.

The Devonshire was alow, grey-brick commercid hotel, threaded with draughty and ill-lit corridors,
drab with ageing paint and dark-stained panelling. The only congenid placein the hotel wasthe
commercias lounge, for dthough it was small and burdened with furniture - the over-stuffed easy chairs
were placed so close together it was scarcely possible to walk between them - the room waswarmin
winter and had the advantage of gas-mantle lighting, whereas the only sources of illumination inthe
bedrooms were dim and smoky oil-lamps.

During the evenings there wasllittle for aresident commercid to do but stay within the confines of the
lounge and converse with his colleagues. For me, the hour between the completion of dinner and nine
p.m. was the one that made me the most impatient, for by long-observed tacit agreement no one would
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smoke between those times, and it was the accepted period for conversation. At nine, though, the pipes
and cigars would appear, the air would dowly turn a suffocating blue, heads would lean back on the
antimacassars and eyes would close. Then, unobtrusively, | would perhaps read for awhile, or writea
|etter or two.

On the evening of which | am particularly thinking | had been for ashort stroll after dinner, and had
returned to the hotel before nine. | made abrief visit to my room to don my smoking-jacket, then went to
the ground floor and entered the commercids lounge.

Three men were dready there, and athough it was till only seven minutes before nine | noticed that
Hughes, arepresentative from a Birmingham machine-tool manufacturer, had started his pipe.

| nodded to the others, and went to achair in the furthest comer of the room.

At nine-fifteen, Dykes came into the lounge. Dykes was ayoung man of about my own age, and
athough | had affected no interest in him it was hiswont to address me in some confidence.

He came directly to my corner and sat opposite me. | pulled down the top leaf over theletter | had
been drafting.

"Will you smoke, Turnbull?' he said to me, offering his cigarette case.
"No thank you." | had smoked a pipe for awhile, but had desisted for more than ayesr.

Hetook acigarette for himsdlf, and made adisplay of lighting it. Like me, Dykeswas acommercia
representative, and often declared | was too conservative in my outlook. | was usudly entertained by his
outgoing manner, in the way one may enjoy the excesses of others.

"l hear therésalady commercid in tonight,” he said casualy now, but leaning towards me dightly to
add emphasisto hiswords. "What do you make of that, Turnbull?*

"You surpriseme,” | admitted. "Areyou sure of that?"

"l camein latethisevening,” he said, lowering hisvoice. "Happened to glance a the register. MissA.
Fitzgibbon of Surrey. Interesting, wouldn't you say?"

Somewhat aloof, as| saw myself to be, from the day-to-day concerns of my fellow commercials, | was
nevertheless interested by what he said. One cannot hel p but become aware of the lore of one's own
occupation, and it had long been rumoured that women were now being employed as representatives. |
had never before met one myself, but it seemed logicd that sles of certain requisites- shall we say of a
toilette or boudoir nature - might be better negotiated by women. Certainly, some of the stores| called at
employed women buyers, so there was no precedent barring their entry into the sales aspect of a
transaction.

| glanced over my shoulder, athough | knew that she could not have entered the lounge unnoticed.
"l haven't seen her," | said.

"No, and were not likely to!l Do you think that Mrs Anson would alow ayoung lady of gentle breeding
into acommercid lounge?'

"So you have seenthe lady?" | said.

Dykes shook his head. " She dined with Mrs Anson in the coffee-room. | saw atray being taken there."



| said, for my interest was persisting: Do you suppose that what is said about lady commercias has
any ubstance?'

"Undoubtedly!" said Dykes at once. "No profession for a gentlewoman.”
"But you said that this Miss Fitzgibbon was agentle-"
"A euphemism, dear chap.” He leaned back in hiseasy chair, and drew pleasurably on hiscigarette.

| usudly found Dykes an amusing companion, for his ready abandonment of socia niceties often meant
that he would regale me with bawdy anecdotes. These | would listen to in envious silence, as most of my
time was passed in enforced solitude. Many commercials were bachelors - perhaps by nature - and the
life of congtant moverment from one town to another led to an inability to make permanent ties. Thus,
when word that some firms now employed ladies astheir representatives was rumoured, the
smoking-rooms and commercia lounges of hotelsal over the country had been sibilant with salacious
speculation. Dykes himself had been a source of much information on the subject, but astime passed it
became clear that there was to be no substantia changeto our way of life. Indeed, thiswasthe very first
occasion on which | had even been aware that alady commercid was staying in the same hotel as mysdlf.

"Y ou know, Turnbull, | fancy | shdl introduce myself to Miss Fitzgibbon before the evening isout.”
"But what will you say? Surely you would require an introduction”?'

"That will be smpleto arrange. | shal merely go to the door of Mrs Anson's sitting-room, knock
boldly, and invite Miss Fitzgibbon to take ashort stroll with me before turning in.

"1-" My sentence was cut short, for | had suddenly redlized that Dykes could not be in earnest. He
knew the proprietress of this hotd aswell as|, and we both understood what kind of reception such a
move could expect. Miss Fitzgibbon might well be an Emancipationit, but Mrs Anson was il firmly
rooted in the 1860s.

"Why should | describe my drategy to you?' Dykes said. "We shdl both be here until the weekend; |
shdl tell you then how | havefared.”

| said: "Could you not somehow discover which firm she represents? Then you could contrive a chance
mesting with her during the day."

Dykes smiled a me mysterioudy.

"Maybeyou and | think alike, Turnbull. | have aready obtained that information. Would you careto
place asmdl wager with me, the winner being the man who first spesksto the lady?"

| felt my face reddening. "1 do not bet, Dykes. Anyway, it would be foolish for me to compete with
you, since you have an advantage.”

"Then | shdl tel you what | know. Sheisnot acommercid at dl, but an amanuensis. She worksfor no
firm, but isin the persond employ of an inventor. Or so my informant tellsme.”

"Aninventor?' | sad, dishdieving. "Y ou cannot be serioud!”

"That iswhat | have been told,” Dykes sad. "Sir William Reynolds by name, and aman of greet
eminence. | know nothing of that, nor care, for my interestslie with hisassgtant.”

| sat with my writing-tablet on my knees, quite taken aback by this unexpected information. In truth |



had no interest in Dykess nefarious designs, for | tried a al timesto conduct myself with propriety, but
the name of Sir William Reynolds was adifferent matter.

| sared at Dykes thoughtfully while he finished his cigarette, then stood up.
"I think | shall retire," | said.

"Butit'sgtill early. Let us have aglass of wine together, on my account.” He reached over and pressed
the eectrica bell-push. "I want to see you place that wager with me."

"Thank you but no, Dykes. | havethisletter to finish, if you will excuse me. Perhgpstomorrow
evening...?'

| nodded to him, then worked my way towards the door. As | reached the corridor outside, Mrs
Anson approached the lounge door.

"Good evening, Mr Turnbull.”
"Good night, Mrs Anson.”

By the bottom of the staircase | noticed that the door to the sitting-room was gjar, but there was no
sgnof thelady guest.

Oncein my room, | lighted the lamps and sat on the edge of my bed, trying to order my thoughts.

Themention of Sir William's name had a startling effect on me, for he was at that time one of the most
famous scientists in England. Moreover, | had agreat persond interest in mattersindirectly concerned
with Sir William, and the casua information Dykes had imparted was of the greatest interest to me.

In the 1880s and 1890s there was a sudden upsurge in scientific developments, and for those with an
interest in such mattersit was an enthralling period. We were on the verge of the Twentieth Century, and
the prospect of going into anew era surrounded by scientific wonders was stimulating the best mindsin
theworld. It seemed that dmost every week produced a new device which promised to dter our mode
of exigence:

electric omnibuses, horseless carriages, the kinematograph, the American talking machines... al these
were very much on my mind.

Of these, it was the horseless carriage which had most caught my imagination. About ayear before |
had been fortunate enough to be given aride on one of the marvellous devices, and since then had felt
that in spite of the attendant noise and inconvenience such machines held great potentia for the future.

It was as adirect result of thisexperiencethat | had involved mysdf - in however smal away - with
this burgeoning devel opment. Having noticed a newspaper article about American motorigts, | had
persuaded the proprietor of the firm that employed me, Mr Westerman himsdlf, to introduce anew lineto
hisrange of goods. Thiswas an instrument which | had named the Visbility Protection Mask. It was
made of |leather and glass, and was held in place over the eyes by means of straps, thus protecting them
from flying grit, insects, and so forth.



Mr Westerman, it should be added, was not himsdf wholly convinced of the desirability of sucha
Mask. Indeed, he had manufactured only three sample modds, and | had been given the commission to
offer them to our regular customers, on the understanding that only after | had obtained firm orders would
the Mask be made a permanent part of the Westerman range.

| treasured my idea, and | was il proud of my initiative, but | had been carrying my Masksin my
samples-case for six months, and so far | had awakened not the dightest interest of any customer. It
seemed that other people were not so convinced as| of the future of the horseless carriage.

Sir William Reynolds, though, was a different matter. He was dready one of the most famous motorists
in the country. His record speed of just over seventeen miles an hour, established on the run between
Richmond and Hyde Park Corner, was as yet unbeaten by any other.

If | could interest him in my Mask, then surely otherswould follow!

In Thisway it becameimperativethat | introduce mysdf to Miss Fitzgibbon. That night, though, as| lay
fretfully in my hotd bed, | could have had no conception of how deeply my Vishility Protection Mask
wasto change my life.

All during the following day, | was preoccupied with the problem of how to gpproach Miss Fitzgibbon.
Although I made my roundsto the storesin the district | could not concentrate, and returned early to the
Devonshire Arms.

AsDykes had said the evening before, it was most difficult to contrive ameeting with amember of the
opposite sex in thishotel. There were no socia courtesies open to me, and so | should have to gpproach
Miss Fitzgibbon directly. | could, of course, ask Mrs Anson to introduce meto her, but | feltin all
sncerity that her presence at the interview would be an impediment.

Further distracting me during the day had been my curiosity about Miss Fitzgibbon hersdf. Mrs
Anson's protective behaviour seemed to indicate that she must be quite young, and indeed her styleasa
single woman was further evidence of this. If thiswere so, my task was gresater, for surely shewould
mistake any advance | made towards her for one of the kind Dykes had been planning?

Asthe reception-desk was not attended, | took the opportunity to look surreptitioudly at the register of
guests. Dykessinformation had not been mideading, for thelast entry wasin anest, clear handwriting:
Miss A. Fitzgibbon, Reynolds House, Richmond Hill, Surrey.

| looked into the commercid |ounge before going up to my room. Dykes was there, standing in front of
the fireplace reading The Times.

| proposed that we dine together, and afterwards take a stroll down to one of the public-housesin the
town.

"What asplendid notion!" he said. "Are you celebrating asuccess?!
"Not quite. I'm thinking more of the future.”
"Good drategy, Turnbull. Shdl wedineat Sx?"



Thiswe did, and soon after dinner we were ensconced in the snug bar of a public-house called The
King's Head. When we were settled with two glasses of porter, and Dykes had started acigar, |
broached the subject uppermaost on my mind.

"Areyou wishing I'd made awager with you last night?' | said.

"What do you mean?"

"Surely you understand.”

"Ah!" said Dykes. "Thelady commercid!"

"Yes. | waswondering if | would owe you five shillings now, had | entered a bet with you."

"No such luck, old chap. The mysterious lady was closeted with Mrs Anson until | retired, and | saw
no sgn of her thismorning. Sheisaprize which Mrs Anson guardsjedloudy.”

"Do you suppose sheisapersond friend?"

"l think not. Sheisregistered asaguest.”

"Of course” | said.

"Y ou've changed your tune since lagt night. | thought you had no interest in the lady.”

| said quickly: "l wasjust enquiring. Y ou seemed bent on introducing yoursdlf to her, and | wanted to
know how you had fared.”

"Let me put it thisway, Turnbull. | considered the circumstances, and judged that my talents were best
spent in London. | can see no way of making the lady's acquaintance without involving Mrs Anson. In
other words, dear chap, | am saving my energiesfor the weekend."

| smiled to mysdlf as Dykeslaunched into an account of his latest conquest, because dthough | had
learned no more about the young lady | had at least established that | would not bein amideading and
embarrassing competitive Stuation.

| listened to Dykes until aquarter to nine, then suggested we return to the hotel, explaining that | had a
|etter to write. We parted company in the hal; Dykeswalked into the commercia lounge, and | went
upstairsto my room. The door to the Sitting-room was closed, and beyond it | could hear the sound of
Mrs Anson'svoice.

Chapter Two
A CONVERSATIONIN THE NIGHT

The staff of the Devonshire Armswerein the habit - presumably at Mrs Anson'singruction - of
sprinkling the shades of the oil-lampswith eau de cologne. Thishad the effect of infusing acloying
perfume through thefirst floor of the hotel, one so persistent that even now | cannot smell cologne
without being reminded of the place.



On thisevening, though, | thought | detected adifferent fragrance as| climbed the stairs. It was drier,
less sickly, more redolent of herbs than Mrs Anson's perfumes.. but then | could smell it no more, and |
went on into my room and closed the door.

I lit the two oil-lampsin my room, then tidied my appearancein front of the mirror. | knew | had
alcohol on my breath, so | brushed my teeth, then sucked a peppermint lozenge. | shaved, combed my
hair and moustache, and put on a clean shirt.

When thiswas done | placed an easy chair beside the door, and moved atable towardsit. On this|
placed one of the lamps, and blew out the other. As an afterthought | took one of Mrs Anson's
bath-towds, and folded it over the arm of the chair. Then | was ready.

| sat down, and opened anovel.

More than an hour passed, during which athough | sat with the book on my knee, | read not one
word. | could hear the gentle murmur of conversation drifting up from the downgtairsrooms, but al ese
wasill.

At last | heard alight tread on the stairs, and at once | was ready. | put aside the book, and draped the
bath-towd over my arm. | waited until the footsteps had passed my door, and then | let myself ouit.

Inthedim light of the corridor | saw afemae figure, and as she heard me sheturned. It wasa
chambermaid, carrying ahot water bottle in adark-red cover.

"Good evening, dr," she said, making asmdl sullen curtsey in my direction, then continued on her way.

| went across the corridor into the bath-room, closed the door, counted to one hundred dowly, and
then returned to my room.

Once more | waited, thistimein considerably greater agitation than before.

Within afew minutes| heard another tread on the Sairs, thistime rather heavier. Again | waited until
the footsteps had passed before emerging. It was Hughes, on hisway to his room. We nodded to each
other as| opened the door of the bath-room.

When | returned to my own room | was growing angry with mysdlf for having to resort to such
elaborate preparations and minor deceptions. But | was determined to go through with thisin theway |
hed planned.

Onthethird occasion | heard footsteps | recognized Dykesstread, as he bounded up taking two steps
a atime.. | wasthankful not to have to go through the charade with the bath-towe.

Another half-hour passed and | was beginning to despair, wondering if | had miscalculated. After all,
Miss Fitzgibbon might well be staying in Mrs Anson's private quarters; | had no reason to suppose that
she would have been dlocated aroom on thisfloor. At length, though, | wasin luck. | heard a soft tread
on the staircase, and thistime when | looked down the corridor | saw the retreating back of atall young
woman. | tossed the towel back into my room, snatched up my samples-case, closed the door quietly
and followed her.

If shewas awarethat | was behind her, she showed no sign of it. She walked to the very end of the
corridor, to where asmall staircase led upwards. She turned, and climbed the steps.

| hastened to the end of the corridor, and as | reached the bottom of the steps | saw that she was on
the point of inserting akey into the door. She looked down at me.



"Excuse me, maam,” | sad. "Allow meto introduce mysdf. | am Turnbull, Edward Turnbull.”

Assheregarded me | felt immensely foolish, peering up at her from the bottom of the steps. She said
nothing, but nodded
dightly at me.

"Do | havethe plessure of addressing Miss Fitzgibbon?" | went on. "Miss A. Fitzgibbon?'
"Thatisl," shesaid, in apleasant, well modulated voice.

"Miss Fitzgibbon, I know you will think this an extraordinary request, but | have something here | think
will be of interest to you. | wondered if | might show it to you?'

For amoment she said nothing, but continued to stare down a me. Then shesaid: "What isit, Mr
Turnbull?*

| glanced dong the corridor, fearing that at any moment another of the guests would appear.
| said: "Miss Fitzgibbon, may | come up to you?"'
"No, you may not. | shall come down."

She had alarge lesther hand-bag, and she placed this on the tiny landing beside her door. Then, raising
her skirt dightly, she came dowly down the stepstowards me.

When she stood before me in the corridor, | said: "1 will not detain you for more than afew moments.
It was most fortunate that you should be staying in this hotel."

While | spoke | had crouched down on the floor, and was fumbling with the catch of my samples-case.
Thelid came open, and | took out one of the Visibility Protection Masks. | siood up,” holding it in my
hand, and noticed that Miss Fitzgibbon was regarding me curioudy. There was something about her
forthright gaze that was most disconcerting.

She sad: "What do you have there, Mr Turnbull?*

"| cdl it the Vighility Protection Mask," | said. She made no reply, so | went on in some confusion:
"You seg, it issuited for passengers as well asthe driver, and can be removed at amoment's notice.”

At this, the young lady stepped back from me, and seemed to be about to ascend the steps once more.
"Pleasewait!" | sad.. "'l am not explaining very well."

"Indeed you are not. What isit you have in your hand, and why should it be of such interest to me that
you accost mein an hotel corridor?!

Her expression was so cold and formal | did not know how to phrase my words. *Miss Fitzgibbon, |
understand that you are in the employ of Sir William Reynolds?’

She nodded 'to confirm this, so at once | stuttered out an account of how | felt sure he would be
interested in my Mask.

"But you have ill not told mewhat itis.”

"It keeps grit out of one's eyes when motoring,” | said, and on a sudden impulse | raised the Mask to
my eyes, and held it in place with my hands. At thisthe young lady laughed aoruptly, but | felt that it was



not an unkind laughter.
"They aremotoring goggled” she said. "Why .did you not say?"
"Y ou have seen them before?’ | said in surprise.
"They are common in America"
"Then Sir William dready possesses some?’ | said.
"No ... but he probably feels he does not need them."
| crouched down again, hunting through my samples-case.

"Thereisaladies modd," | said, searching anxioudy through the various productsthat | kept in my
case. At last | found the smdller variety that Mr Westerman's factory had produced, and stood up,
holding it out to her. In my haste | inadvertently knocked my case, and apile of photograph abums,
wallets and writing-cases spilled on the floor. ™Y ou may try this on, Miss Fitzgibbon. It's made of the best
kid."

As| looked again at the young lady, | thought for amoment that her laughter was continuing, but she
held her face perfectly serioudy.

"I'm not sure that | need-"

"| assure you that it is comfortable to wear."

My earnestness a last won through, for she took the leather goggles from me.
"Theresan adjustable strap,” | said. "Pleasetry it on.”

| bent down once more, and thrust my spilled samples back into the case. As| did so, | glanced down
the corridor again.

When | stood up, Miss Fitzgibbon had raised the Mask to her forehead, and was trying to connect the
grap. The large, flowered hat that she was wearing made this exceptiondly difficult. If | had felt foolish at
the beginning of thisinterview, then it was nothing to what | now felt. My impulsive nature and
awkwardness of manner had led meto asituation of the most embarrassing kind. Miss Fitzgibbon was
clearly trying to humour me, and as she fumbled with the clasp | wished | had the strength to snatch the
goggles away from her and run shamefacedly to my room. Insteed, | stood lamely before her, watching
her efforts with the strap. She was wearing a patient smile.

"It gppearsto have become caught in my hair, Mr Turnbull."

Shetugged at the strap, but frowned as the hairs were pulled. | wanted to help her in someway, but |
was too nervous of her.

Shetugged again at the strap, but the metd clasp was tangled in the strands of hair.

At the far end of the corridor | heard the sound of voices, and the creak of the wooden staircase. Miss
Fitzgibbon heard the sounds too, for she aso looked that way.

"What am | to do?" she said softly. "I cannot be found with thisin my hair."
She pulled again, but winced.



"May | help?' | said, reaching forward.
A shadow appeared on the wall by the top of the staircase, thrown by the lampsin the halway.

"Wewill be discovered at any moment!" said Miss Fitzgibbon, the goggles swinging beside her face.
"We had better step into my room for afew minutes.

The voices were coming closer.
"Your room?" | said in astonishment. Do you not want a chaperone? After al-"
"Whom would you propose to chaperone me?* said Miss Fitzgibbon. "Mrs Anson?”

Raising her skirt again, she hurried up the steps towards the door. After hesitating another second or
two | took up my samples-case, holding the lid down with my hand, and followed. | waited while the
young lady unlocked the door, and amoment later we wereinside.

The room was larger than mine, and more comfortable. There were two gas-mantles against the wall,
and when Misss Fitzgibbon turned them up the room wasfilled with abright, warm radiance. A cod fire
burned in the grate, and the windows were richly curtained with long, velvet drapes. In one comer there
was alarge French bedstead, with the covers turned down. Most of the space, however, was given over
to furniture which would not have looked out of placein the average parlour, with a chaise longue, two
easy chairs, severd rugs, an immense dresser, abookcase and asmall table.

| stood nervoudy by the door, while Miss Fitzgibbon went to amirror and untangled the goggles from
her hair. She placed these on the table.

When she had removed her hat, she said: "Please st down, Mr Turnbull.”
| looked at the goggles. "I think | should leave now."
Miss Fitzgibbon was silent, listening to the sound of the voices asthey passed the bottom of the Sairs.

"Perhapsit would be aswell if you stayed alittle longer,” she said. "It would not do for you to be seen
leaving my room &t thislate hour.”

I laughed palitely with her, but | must confess to being considerably taken aback by such aremark.

| sat down in one of the easy chairs beside the table and Miss Fitzgibbon went to the fireplace and
poked the coals so that they flared up more brightly.

"Please excuse me for amoment,” she said. As she passed me | sensed that she had about her atrace
of the herbal fragrance | had noticed earlier. She went through an inner door, and closed it.

| sat slently, cursing my impulsive nature. | was sorely embarrassed by thisincident, for Miss
Fitzgibbon clearly had no need for, nor interest in, my motoring Mask. The notion that she would
persuade Sir William to experiment with my goggles was even more unlikely. | had annoyed and
compromised her, for if Mrs Anson, or indeed anyone else in the hotel, should discover that | had been
aonein her room at night, then the young lady's reputation would be permanently marked.



When Miss Fitzgibbon returned, some ten minutes later, | heard the sound of acistern hissinginthe
next room, and surmised that it must be a private bath-room. This seemed to be so, for Miss Fitzgibbon
had apparently renewed her maquillage, and her hair was arranged differently, so that the tight bun she
had been wearing had been loosened to alow some strands of her hair to fal about her shoulders. Asshe
moved past meto St in the other chair | noticed that the herba fragrance was more noticegble.

She sat down, and leaned back with asigh. Her behaviour towards me was entirely without ceremony.
"Well, Mr Turnbull,” shesaid. "l find | oweyou,. an gpology. I'm sorry | was stuffy to you outside.”
"Itis| who should apologize,” | said at once. "I-"

"It was anaturd reaction, I'm afraid,” shewent on, asif she had not heard me. "I've just spent the last
four hours with Mrs Anson, and she seems never to be at aloss for words."

"| fdt sureyou were afriend of hers" | said.

" She has appointed hersalf my guardian and mentor. | accept alot of advice from her." Miss
Fitzgibbon stood up again, and went to the dresser and produced two glasses. "I know you drink, Mr
Turnbull, for | have smelled your breath. Would you care for aglass of brandy?"

"Thank you, yes" | said, swallowing hard.

She poured some brandy from ametal flask which she took from her hand-bag, and placed the two
glasses on the table between us. "Like you, Mr Turnbull, I sometimes find the need for fortification.”

She sat down again. Weraised glasses, and sipped the drink.
"Y ou havelapsed into silence,” she said. "1 hope | have not darmed you."
| stared at her helplesdy, wishing that | had never set out on this naive enterprise.

"Do you cometo, Skipton frequently?" she said.
"About two or threetimes ayear. Miss Fitzgibbon, | think 'l should bid you good-night. It is not proper
for meto be here with you aone.”

"But | ill haven't discovered why you were so eager to show me your goggles.”

"| felt you might influence Sir William to consider trying them.”

She nodded her understanding. " And you are a goggles sdesman?"

'No, Miss Fitzgibbon. Y ou see, thefirm | am employed by isamanufacturer of'..."

My voice had tailed away, for | had heard in the same instant the sound that now clearly distracted
Miss Fitzgibbon. We had both heard, just beyond the door, a creaking of floorboards.

Miss Fitzgibbon raised afinger to her lips, and we sat in anguished silence. A few moments later there
was a sharp and peremptory rapping on the door!



"MissFitzgibbon!" 1t was Mrs Anson's voice.

| stared desperately at my new friend.

"What shadl wedo?' | whispered. "If | am found here at thishour. ..."

"Keep quiet ... leaveit to me”

From outdgde, again: "Miss Fitzgibbon!"

She moved quickly to the far side of the room, and stood beside the bed.

"What isit, Mrs Anson?' she called, in afaint, tired-seeming voice.

Therewas ashort silence. Then: "Has the maid brought a hot water bottle to your room?"
"Y es, thank you. | am aready abed.”

"With the lamps gill dight, Miss Fitzgibbon?!

The young lady pointed desperately at the door, and waved her hands at me. | understood immediately,
and moved quickly to one side so that | could not be seen through the keyhole.

"l am doing alittle reading, Mrs Anson. Good night to you."

There was another silence from beyond the door, during which | felt | must surely shout aoud to break
thetenson!

"| thought | heard the sound of aman'svoice," said Mrs Anson.

"l am quite done,” said Miss Fitzgibbon. | saw that her face was flushing red, athough whether it was
from embarrassment or anger | could not tell.

"l don't think | am mistaken."

"Please wait amoment,” said Miss Fitzgibbon.

She crept over to me, and raised her mouth until it was beside my ear.

"l shall havetolet her in," she whispered. "I know what to do. Please turn your back.”
"what?' | said in astonishment.

"Turn your back .. please!"

| stared at her in anguish for amoment longer, then did as she said. | heard her move away from me
towards the wardrobe, and then there came the sound of her pulling at the clasps and buttons of her
gown. | closed my eyesfirmly, covering them with my hand. The enormity of my Stuation was without

paralld.

| heard the wardrobe door close, and then felt the touch of ahand on my arm. | looked: Miss
Fitzgibbon was standing beside me, along striped flanndl dressing-gown covering her. She had taken the
pinsfrom her hair so that it fell loosely about her face.

"Takethese," she whispered, thrusting the two brandy-glassesinto my hands. "Wait insgde the
bath-room."



"Miss Fitzgibbon, | redly mugt ingst!" said Mrs Anson.

| stumbled towards the bath-room door. As| did so | glanced back and saw Miss Fitzgibbon throwing
back the covers of the bed and crumpling the linen and bolster. She took my samples-case, and thrust it
under the chase longue. | went inside the bath-room and closed the door. In the dark | leaned back
againg the door frame, and felt my hands trembling.

The outer door was opened.
"Mrs Anson, what isit you want?"'

| heard Mrs Anson march into the room.. | could imagine her glaring suspicioudy about, and | waited
for the moment of her irruption into the bath-room.

"MissFitzgibbon, it isvery late. Why are you not yet adeep?”

"l am doing some reading. Had you not knocked when you did, | dare say | should be adeep at this

"l digtinctly heard amae voice."

"But you can see... | am aone. Could it not have been from the next room?"

"It camefromin here”

"Wereyou ligening at the door?"

"Of course not! | was passing down the lower corridor on the way to my own room."
"Then you could easily have been mistaken. | too have heard voices."

The tone of Mrs Anson's words changed suddenly. "My dear Amdlia, | am concerned only for your
well-being. Y ou do not know these commercia men aswell asl. Y ou are young and innocent, and | am
responsiblefor your safety.”

"I'm twenty-two years of age, Mrs Anson and | am responsible for my safety. Now please leave me,
asl wishtogotodeep.”

Again, Mrs Anson'stone changed. "How do | know you're not deceiving me?"

"Look around, Mrs Anson!" Miss Fitzgibbon came to the bath-room door, and threw it open. It
banged againgt my shoulder, but served to conceal me behind it. "L ook everywhere! Would you careto
inspect my wardrobe? Or would you prefer to peer under my bed?’

"Thereisno need for unpleasantness, Miss Fitzgibbon. | am quite prepared to take your word."
"Then kindly leave mein peace, as| have had along day at work, and | wish to go to deep.”
Therewasashort sillence. Then Mrs Anson said: "Very well, Amelia. Good night to you.”
"Good night, Mrs Anson.”

| heard the woman walk from the room, and down the stairs outside. There was a much longer silence,
and then | heard the outer door close.

Miss Fitzgibbon came to the bath-room, and leaned weakly against the door-post.



"She'sgone,” shesad.

Miss Fitzgibbon took one of the glasses from me, and swallowed the brandy.

"Would you like some more?* she said softly.

"Yes, please”

The flask was now nearly empty, but we shared what remained.

| looked a Miss Fitzgibbon's face, palein the gadight, and wondered if | looked as ashen.
" must leave at once, of course,”" | said.

She shook her head. "Y ou would be seen. Mrs Anson wouldn't dare come to the room again, but she
will not go straight to bed.”

"Thenwhat can | do?’
"WEell haveto wait. | should think if you leave in about an hour'stime she will no longer be around.”

"We are behaving asif weareguilty,” | said. "Why can | not go now, and tell Mrs Anson the truth of
the matter?'

"Because we have dready resorted to deception, and she has seen me in my nightwesar.”
"Yes, of course”

"| shal haveto turn off the gadights, asif | have goneto bed. Thereisasmadl oil-lamp, and we can st
'by that." Sheindicated, afolding dressing-screen. "If you would movethat in front of the door, Mr
Turnbull, it will mask the light and hel p subdue our voices.”

"Il moveit a once," | said.

Miss Fitzgibbon put another lump of coa on thefire, lit the oil-lamp, and turned off the gas-mantles.

I helped her move the two easy chairstowards the fireplace, then placed the lamp on the mantel piece.
"Do you mind waiting awhile?" she asked me.

"| should prefer toleave," | said uncomfortably, "but | think you areright. | should not careto face Mrs
Anson a thismoment.”

"Then please try to be less agitated.”
| said: "Miss Fitzgibbon, | should fed much more relaxed if you would put on your clothesagain.”
"But benegath this gown | am wearing my underclothing.” "Even s0."

| went into the bath-room for afew minutes, and when | returned she had replaced her dress. Her hair



was dill loose, though, which | found pleasing, for | felt her face was better suited when framed in this
way.

As| sat down, she said tome: "Can | ask one more favour of you, without further shocking you?"
"What isthet?"

"1 will be more a ease during the next hour if you would stop addressing me by my surname. My name
iIsAmdia”

“I know," | said. "l heard Mrs Anson. | am Edward." "Y ou are so formal, Edward."
"l canthelpit,” | said. "Itiswhat | am used to."

Thetenson had left me, and | felt very tired. Judging by the way Miss Fitzgibbon - or Amdlia- was
gtting, she felt the same. The abandonment of formal addresswasa smilar relaxation, asif Mrs Anson's
abrupt intrusion had swept aside the norma courtesies. We had suffered, and survived, a potentia
catastrophe and it had drawn us together.

"Do you think that Mrs Anson suspected | was here, Amdia?’ | said

She glanced shrewdly a me. "No, she knew you were here."

"Then | have compromised you!"

"It is| who have compromised you. The deception was of my own invention.”
| said: "You're very candid. | don't think | have ever met anyone like you.”

"Wel, in spite of your stuffiness, Edward, | don't think I've ever met anyone quite like you before.”

Now that the worst was over, and the rest could be dedlt with in good time, | found that | was ableto
enjoy the intimacy of the Stuation. Our two chairs were close together in warmth and semi-darkness, the
brandy was glowing within, and the light from the oil-lamp laid subtle and pleasing highlights on Amdlias
features. All this made me reflective in away that had nothing whatsoever. to do with the circumstances
that had brought us together. She seemed to me to be a person of wonderful beauty and presence of
mind, and the thought of leaving her when my hour's wait was over was too unwelcome to contemplate.

At firg it was | who led the conversation, talking alittle of myself. | explained how my parents had
emigrated to America soon after | had left school, and that since then | had lived aone while working for
Mr Westerman.

"Y ou never fet any desireto go with your parentsto America?' Amdiasad.

"l was very tempted. They write to me frequently, and America seemsto be an exciting country. But |
felt that | scarcely knew England, and that | should liketo live my own life here for awnhile, beforejoining
them.”

"And do you know England any better now?"



"Hardly," | said. "Although | spend my weeks outside London, | spend most of my timein hotelslike
this"

With this, | enquired politely of her own background.

Shetold methat her parents were dead - there had been asinking at seawhile shewas till achild -
and that since then she had been under thelega guardianship of Sir William. He and her father had been
friends since their own schooldays, and in her father'swill this wish had been expressed.

"Soyou dsoliveat ReynoldsHouse?' | said. "It isnot merely employment?’

"l am paid asmdl wage for my work, but Sr William has made a suite of roomsin one of thewings
avalableto me™

"l should greetly liketo meet Sir William," | said, fervently.
"So that he may try your gogglesin your presence?' Amdiasaid.
"| am regretting that | brought them to you."

"And | am glad you did. Y ou have inadvertently enlivened my evening. | was beginning to suspect that
Mrs Anson wasthe only personin thishotel, so tight was her hold on me Anyway, I'm sure Sir William
will consider purchasing your goggles, even though he does not drive his horsaless carriage these days.”

| looked at her insurprise. "But | understood Sir William was akeen motorist Why has he lost
interest?’

"Heisascientist, Edward. Hisinvention is prolific, and heis constantly turning to new devices."

In thisway we conversed for along time, and the longer we spoke the more relaxed | became. Our
subjects were inconsequentia for the most part,. dwelling on our past lives and experiences. | soon learnt
that Ameliawas much better travelled than me, having accompanied Sir William on some of his overseas
journeys. Shetold me of her visit to New Y ork, and to Dresden and Leipzig, and | was greatly
interested.

At last the fire burned down, and we had drunk the last of the brandy.
| said, regretfully: "Amedia, do you think | should now return to my room?"

For amoment her expression did not change, but then she smiled briefly and to my surpriselaid her
hand gently on my arm.

"Only if youwishto," shesad.
"Then | think | shal gay afew minuteslonger.”

Immediately | said this| regretted it. In spite of her friendly gesture | felt that we had spoken enough of
the mattersthat interested us, and that further delay was only an admission of the considerable degree of
distraction her nearnessto me was causing. | had no idea how long it was since Mrs Anson had | eft us -
and to take out my watch would have been Unpardonable - but | felt sure that it must be much more than
the hour we had agreed. Further delay was improper.

Ameliahad not removed her hand from my arm.

"We must speak again, Edward,” she said. "L et us meet m London one evening; perhaps you would



invite meto join you for dinner. Then, without having to hush our voices, we can talk to our hearts
content.”

| said: "When are you returning to Surrey?"
" think it will be tomorrow afternoon.”

"1 shall bein town during the day. Will you join mefor luncheon? Thereisasmadl inn on thellkley
road...."

"Yes, Edward. | shdl enjoy that"

"Now | had better return.” | took my watch from my pocket, and saw that an hour and a half had
elgpsed since Mrs Anson'sintrusion. "I'm very sorry to have talked for so long.”

Ameliasad nothing, but smply shook her head dowly.

| took my samples-case, and walked quietly to the door. Amelia stood up too, and blew out the
oildamp.

"I'll help you with the screen,” she said.

The only illumination in the room was from the dying embers of thefire. | ssaw Ameliasihouetted
againg the glow as she came towards me. Together we shifted the folding screen to one Side, then |
turned the handle of the door. All was till and silent beyond. Suddenly, in that great quietness|
wondered how well the screen had muffled our voices, and whether in fact our innocent liaison had been
overheard by more than one other person.

| turned back to her.
"Good night, Miss Fitzgibbon," | said.

Her hand touched my arm again, and | felt awarmth of breath on my cheek. Her lipstouched mefor a
fraction of asecond.

"Good night, Mr Turnbull.” Her fingerstightened on my arm, then she moved back and her door closed
slently.

Vi

My room and bed were cold, and | could not deep. | lay awake dl night, my thoughts circling endlesdy
around subjectsthat could not be further removed from my immediate surroundings. In the morning,
surprisingly aert in spite of my deeplessness, | wasfirst down to the breakfast-room, and as | sat at my
usua table the head waiter approached me.

"Mrs Anson's compliments, sir,” he said. "Would you kindly attend to this directly you have finished
breskfast?'

| opened the dim brown envelope and found that it contained my account. When | |€eft the
breakfast-room | discovered that my luggage had been packed, and was ready for mein the entrance
hall. The head waiter took my money, and conducted me to the door. None of the other guests had seen



me |leave; there had been no sign of Mrs Anson. | stood in the sharp cool of the morning air, till stunned
by the abruptness of my enforced departure.

After awhile| carried my bagsto the station and deposited them at the luggage office. | stayed inthe
vicinity of the hotdl al day, but saw no sgn of Amdia At midday | went to theinn on the llkley road, but
she did not appear. As evening drew on | went back to the station, and caught the last train of the day to
London.

Chapter Three
THE HOUSE ON RICHMOND HILL

During the week following my premature return from Skipton, | was away on businessin Nottingham.
Herel applied mysaf to my work to such adegreethat | adequately made up for the poor sales | had
achieved in Skipton. By the Saturday evening, when | returned to my lodgings near Regent's Park, the
incident had receded to aregrettable memory. To say thisisnot wholly accurate, however, for in spite of
the consequences, meeting Amelia had been an uplifting experience. | felt | should not hope to see her
again, but | did fed the need to gpologize.

As| should have known it would, though, the next move came from Amdia, for waiting for me on that
Saturday evening was aletter postmarked in Richmond.

The main part of the letter was type-written, and smply stated that Sir William had been told of the
motoring aid | had demonstrated, and that he had expressed a desire to meet me. Accordingly, | was
invited to the house on Sunday, 21t May, when Sir William would be glad to spesk to me over
afternoon tea. It was signed: "A. Fitzgibbon".

Undernegath this main message, Amelia had added a hand- written postscript:

Sor Willcam co woually busy in lie laboratory daring modt of the daylight houns, do would you care to amiive at about
2.00 p.m.7 A4 the weather s now so much finen 7 thought you and 7 might enjoy bicycling thnough Richmond Park,

Amelia

| did not take long to make up my mind. Indeed, within minutes | had written my acceptance, and
posted it within the hour. | was very glad to beinvited to tea.

On the gppointed day | |eft Richmond Station, and waked dowly through the town. Most of the shops
were closed, but there was much traffic - mostly phaetons and broughams, carrying families on Sunday
outings - and the pavements were crowded with pedestrians. | strolled aong with everyone else, feding
smart and fashionable in the new clothes | had bought the day before. To celebrate the occasion | had
even indulged mysdlf in the extravagance of anew straw boater, and this| wore a ajaunty angle,



reflecting the carefree mood | wasin. The only reminder of my norma way of life wasthe samples- case
| carried. This| had emptied of everything except the three pairs of goggles. Even the unwonted lightness
of the case, though, emphasized the specia nature of thisvigt.

| wasfar too early, of course, having left my lodgings soon after breskfast. | was determined not to be
late, and so had over-estimated the amount of time it would take me to reach here. | had enjoyed a
leisurdy wak through London to Waterloo Station, the train journey had taken only twenty minutes or
30, and here | was, enjoying the mild air and warm sunshine of aMay morning.

In the centre of thelittle town | passed the church as the congregation was leaving, walking out into the
sunlight, the gentlemen cam and forma in thelr suits, theladies gay in bright clothes and carrying
sunshades. | walked on until | reached Richmond Bridge, and here | stepped out over the Thames,
looking down at the boats plying between the wooded banks.

It was dl such acontrast from the bustle and smdlls of London; much as| liked to livein the
metropolis, the ever present press of people, the racket of the traffic and the dampening grey of the
industria pal that drifted over the rooftops al made for an unconscionable pressure on ongs mind. It was
reassuring to find aplace like this, such ashort journey from the centre of London, that enjoyed an
elegance that too often | found easy to forget till existed.

| continued my stroll dong one of the riverside walks, then turned round and headed back into the
town. Here | found arestaurant open, and ordered mysdlf a substantia lunch. With thisfinished, |
returned to the station, having previoudy forgotten to find out the times of the trains returning to London
intheevening.

At last it wastimeto set out for Richmond Hill, and | walked back through the town, following The
Quadrant until | came to the junction with the road which led down to Richmond Bridge. Here| followed
asmdler road which forked to theleft, climbing the Hill. All dong my |eft-hand side there were buildings;
at firgt, near the bottom of the Hill, the houses were terraced, with one or two shops. At the end of the
terrace there was a public house - The Queen Victoria, as| recall - and beyond thisthe style and class of
house changed noticeghly.

Severa were set along way back from the road, amost invisible behind the thickly growing trees. To
my right there was parkland and more trees, and as| climbed higher | saw the sweeping curve of the
Thames through the meadows by Twickenham. It was amost beautiful and peaceful place.

At the top of the Hill the road became a pitted cart-track, leading through Richmond Gate into the Park
itsalf, and the pavement ceased to exist altogether. At this point there was a narrower track, leading more
directly up the dope of the Hill, and | walked thisway. Shortly along thistrack | saw agateway with
Reynolds House carved into the sandstone posts, and | knew | had come to the right place.

The driveway was short, but described asharp S, so that the house was not visible from the gate. |
followed the drive, remarking to mysaf on the way in which the trees and shrubbery had been alowed to
grow unhindered. In severd places the growths were so wild that the drive was barely wide enough to
alow passage of acarriage.

In amoment the house cameinto sight, and | was a once impressed by itssSize. The main part of the
house seemed, to my untrained eye, to be about one hundred years old, but two large and more modern
wings had been added at each end, and a part of the courtyard so produced had been roofed over with a
wooden-framed glass structure, rather like agreenhouse.

In theimmediate vicinity of the house the shrubbery had been cut back, and awell-kept lawn lay to one
sde of the house, stretching round to the far side.



| saw that the main entrance was partialy concealed behind a part of the glasshouse - at first glance |
had not noticed it - and walked in that direction. There seemed to be no one about; the house and
grounds were slent, and there was no movement &t any of the windows.

As| walked past the windows of the conservatory-like extension, there was a sudden scream of metal
upon metd, accompanied by ablaze of yellow light. For aninstant | saw the shape of a man, hunched
forward, and silhouetted by ablaze of sparks. Then the grinding ceased, and again al became dim within.

| pressed the electrical bell-push by the door, and after afew moments the door was opened by a
plump, middle-aged woman in ablack dress and white gpron. | removed my hat.

"l should like to see Miss Fitzgibbon,” | said, as| stepped into the hal. "I believe | am expected.”
"Doyou haveacard, Sr?'

| was about to produce my regular business-card, supplied by Mr Westerman, but then recalled that
thiswas more of apersonad visit. "No, but if you would say it isMr Edward Turnbull.”

"Will youwait?'
She showed me into areception-room, and closed the doors behind me.

I must have walked alittle too energeticaly up the Hill, for | found that | was hot and flushed, and my
face was damp with perspiration. | mopped my face with my kerchief as quickly as possible, then, to
cam mysdlf, | glanced around the room, hoping that an appraisa of itsfurniture would gain me an insight
into Sir William'stagtes. In fact, the room wasill furnished to the point of bareness. A smal octagond
table stood before the fireplace, and beside it were two faded easy chairs, but these, apart from the
curtains and athreadbare carpet, were dl that were there.

Presently, the servant returned.

"Would you please come thisway, Mr Turnbull?* she said. "Y ou may leave your case hereinthe
hdlway."

| followed her dong acorridor, then turned to the left and came into a comfortable drawing-room,
which opened onto the garden by way of afrench window. The servant indicated that | should pass
through, and as| did so0 | saw Amdiasdtting at awhite, wrought-iron table placed beneath two apple
treeson thelawn.

"Mr Turnbull, malam,” said the woman, and Amelia set aside the book she had been reading.
"Edward,” shesaid. "You're earlier than | expected. That'swonderful it's such alovely day for aride!”

| sat down on the opposite side of thelittle table | was aware that the servant was till standing by the
french window.

"Mrs Wetchets, will you bring us somelemonade?' Amdiasaid to her, then turned to me. ""Y ou must
be thirsty from your walk up the Hill. Well have just one glass each, then set off at once.”

It was ddightful to be with her again, and such a pleasant surprise that she was aslovely as| had
remembered her. She was wearing amost pleasing combination of white blouse and dark blue silk skirt,
and on her head she had aflowered raffiabonnet. Her long auburn hair, finely brushed and held behind
her earswith aclip, fdl neatly down her back. She was Sitting so that the sunlight fell across her face, and
as the branches of the apple trees moved in the gentle breeze, their shadows seemed to stroke the skin of



her face. Her profile was presented to me: she was beautiful in many ways, not leest that her fine features
were exquistely framed by the style of hair. | admired the graceful way she sat, the ddicacy of her fair
skin, the candour of her eyes.

"l haven't brought abicyclewithme” | said. "l wasn't-"

"We have plenty here, and you may use one of those. I'm ddlighted you could come today, Edward.
There are so many things | haveto tell you."

"I'mterribly sorry if | got you into trouble,” | said, wanting to get off my chest the one matter that had
been preoccupying me. "Mrs Anson was in no doubt asto my presencein your room.”

"| understand you were shown the door.”
"Directly after bregkfast,” | said. "I didn't see Mrs Anson...

At that moment Mrs Watchets reappeared, bearing atray with aglassjug and two tumblers, and |
alowed my sentence to go unfinished. While Mrs Watchets poured out the drinks, Amelia pointed out to
me arare South American shrub growing in the garden (Sir William had brought it back with him from
one of hisoverseas journeys), and | expressed the greatest interestinit.

When we were once more dlone, Amdiasaid: "Let ustak of those matterswhilewe areriding. I'm
sure Mrs Watchets would be as scandaized as Mrs Anson to hear of our nocturnd liaisons.”

There was something about her use of the plural that sent a pleasurable, though not entirely guiltless,
thrill through me.

The lemonade was ddlicious: ice-cold, and with asharp hint of sournessthat stimulated the paate. |
finished mine with immoderate speed.

"Tdl mealittle of Sir William'swork," | said. "Y ou told methat he haslost interest in hishorsdless
carriage. What is he engaged in at the moment?"

"Perhgpsif you areto meet Sir William, you should ask him that yoursdlf. But it is no secret that he has
built aheavier-than ar flying machine”

| looked at her in amazement.

"Y ou cannot be serioud!” | said. "'No machine can fly!"
"Birdsfly; they are heavier than air.”

"Y es, but they have wings."

She stared at me thoughtfully for amoment. ™Y ou had better seeit for yourself, Edward. It'sjust
beyond those trees.”

"Inwhichcase" | said, "yes, let me seethisimpossble thing!”

Weleft our glasses on the table, and Amelialed me across the lawn towards a thicket of trees. We
passed through these in the direction of Richmond Park - which ran right up to the boundary of the house
grounds - until we came to an areawhich had been levelled, and the surface compacted with ahard
covering. On thisstood the flying machine.

It waslarger than | could have imagined it would be, extending some twenty feet at itswidest point It



was clearly unfinished: the framework, which was of wooden struts, was uncovered, and there appeared
to be nowhere that the driver could sit. On each side of the main body there was awing, sagging so that
the tip touched the ground. The overdl appearance was smilar to that of adragonfly at rest, although it
had none of the beauty of that insect.

Wewalked over to it and | ran my fingers along the surface of the nearer wing. There seemed to be
severd wooden formers under the fabric, which itself had the texture of silk. It was stretched very tightly,
so that drumming one'sfingers on the fabric produced a hollow sound.

"How doesit work?" | said.
Ameiawent over to the main body of the machine.

"The motor wasfixed in this position,” she said, indicating four struts more substantial than the others,
"Then this system of pulleys carried the cables which raised and lowered the wings.”

She pointed out the hinges which alowed the wingsto flap up and down, and | found by lifting one that
the motion was very smooth and strong.

"Sir William should have continued with thid™ | said. " Surely to fly would be awonderful thing!™

"He became disillusoned with it," Amdiasad. "He was discontented with the desgn. One evening he
told methat he needed the time to reconsider histheory of flight, because this machine smply imitates
unsuccessfully the movements of abird. He said that it needed athorough regppraisal. Also, the
reciprocating engine he was using was too heavy for the machine, and not powerful enough.”

"1 should have thought that aman of Sr William's genius could have modified the motor,” | said.

"Oh, but he did. Seethis." Ameliapointed out aqueer assemblage, placed deep insde the structure. It
seemed on firgt sight to be made of ivory and brass, but there was a crystalline quality to it that somehow
deceived the eye, s0 that within its winking, multifaceted depthsit was not possible to see the constituent

parts.
"What isthis?' | said, very interested.

"A device of Sir William's own invention. It is a substance that enhances power, and it was not without
effect. But as| say, he was not content with the design and has abandoned the machine altogether.”

"Whereistheenginenow?.' | said.
"In the house. He usesit to generate e ectricity for hislaboratory."

| bent down to examine the crystalline materia more closdly, but even near to, it was difficult to see
how it was made. | was disappointed with the flying machine, and thought it would have been funto seeit
inthear.

| straightened, and saw that Amelia had stepped back alittle.

| said to her: "Tell me, do you ever assst Sir William in hislaboratory?"
"If I am called upon to do so.”

"So you are Sir William's confidante?!

Amediasad: "If you mean that | could persuade him to purchase your goggles, then | suppose s0."



| said nothing to this, for the wretched affair of the goggles was not on my mind.

We had started walking dowly back towards the house, and as we came to the lawn, Ameliasaid:
"Shdl we now go for our bicycleride?"

"I'd like that"

We went into the house and Amelia summoned Mrs Watchets. She told her that we would be out for
the rest of the afternoon, but that tea should be served as normal at four-thirty. Then we went to an
outhouse where several bicycles were stacked, salected one each, and pushed them through the grounds
until we reached the edge of the Park.

We rested in the shade of some trees overlooking the Pen Ponds, and Ameliaat last told me what had
happened to her on the morning following our conversation.

"l. was not caled for breskfast,” she said, 'and being tired | overdept. At eight-thirty | was awakened
by Mrs Anson bringing a breskfast-tray into the room. Then, as you might expect, | was given the benefit
of Mrs Anson'sviews on mordity... a her cusomary length.”

"Woas she angry with you? Did you try to explain?’

"Well, shewasn't angry, or at least she didn't reveal her anger. And | had no chanceto explain. She
was tight-lipped and solicitous. She knew what had happened, or she had made up her mind what had
happened, and at first | thought that had | made any attempt to deny what was already aforegone
conclusion it would have provoked her to arage, so | sat and listened humbly to her advice. Thiswas, in
substance, that | was ayoung lady of education and breeding, and that what she referred to as'loose
living was not for the likes of me. It was, however, very reveding in another way. | redlized that she
could censure the imagined actions of others, yet at the same time display aprurient and consuming
curiogity about them. For al her anger, Mrs Anson was hoping for insghtsinto what had happened.”

"l suppose her curiosity was disappointed,” | said.

"Not a dl,” said Amelia, smiling as she held astem of grassin her hand and stripped away the outer
leavesto reved the bright-green, soft inner stalk. 1 supplied her with afew illuminating details.”

| found mysdlf laughing in spite of the fact that | was at once very embarrassed and rather excited.
"| should like to hear one or two of those details," | said, boldly.

"Sir, what of my modesty?' Amdiasaid, fluttering her eye- lashes at mein an exaggerated way, then
shetoo laughed aoud.

"With her curiosity satisfied, and with my life revealed to be on the downward path, she hastened from
my room, and that was the end of that. | |eft the hotel as soon as | could. The delay had made me late for
my appointment at the engineering works, and | wasn't able to get to our luncheon intime. I'm very sorry.

"That'sdl right,” | said, feding well pleased with mysdlf, even if my scanda ous reputation were a
fiction.

We were stting together againgt the bole of ahuge tree, the bicycles|eaning againgt another tree. A few



yards away, two little boysin sailor suits were trying to make atoy yacht sail out across the Pond. Near
by, their nanny watched without interest.

"Let'sride further," | said. "1'd like to see more of the Park."

I legped up and extended my handsto help Ameliato her feet. Weran over to the bicyclesand
disentangled them. We mounted and turned into the breeze, heading in the generd direction of
Kingston-upon-Thames.

We peddled at aleisurdly rate for afew minutes, but then, just as we were gpproaching adight risein
the ground, Ameliacdled out: "L et'srace!™

| pedaled harder, but with the combination of the headwind and the gradient it was heavy going.
Amdiakept abreast of me.

"Comeon, you're not trying!" she shouted, and surged dightly ahead of me.

| pressed down harder on the pedas and managed to catch her up, but at once she pulled ahead again.
| raised myself from the saddle, and used all my strength to try to make up the difference, but for al my
efforts Ameiamanaged somehow to stay afew yards ahead. Suddenly, asif tired of playing with me,
Ameiashot quickly forward and, bumping darmingly over the uneven surface of the path, climbed
quickly up the dope. | knew | could never keep up with her, and at once gave up the unequd struggle. |
watched her ahead of me ... then realized with a shock that she was still Sitting upright in the saddle, and;
asfar as| could see, was free-wheeling!

Aghast, | watched her bicycle spin over the crest of the dope, at aspeed that must have been well in
excess of twenty miles an hour, and then vanish from my sight.

| pedaled on peevishly, sulking alittle at the way my pride had been thwarted. As| came over the
crest | saw Ameiaafew yardsfurther on. She had dismounted, and her bicycle waslying onitsside, the
front whed spinning. She was sitting on the grass beside it laughing at the sight of my hot and perspiring
face.

| flung my bicycle down beside hers, and sat down in amood as near displeasure as| had ever
experienced in her company.

"You chesated,” | said.

"Y ou could have done so too," she cried, dtill laughing at me.

I mopped my face with my kerchief. "That wasn't arace, it was addiberate humiliation.”
"Oh, Edward! Don't take it so serioudy. | only wanted to show you something."
"What?' | saidinasurly tone.

"My bicycle. Do you natice anything about it?"

"No." I wasill not mallified.

"What about the front whed ?'

"It'sdill spinning,” | said.

"“Thengopit.”



| reached out and gripped the pneumatic tyre with my hand, but snatched it away as the friction burned
me. Thewhed continued to spin.

"What isit?' | said, my distemper immediately forgotten.
"Itisoneof Sir William'sdevices" shesaid. "Y our bicycleisfitted with onetoo.”
"But how doesit work?Y ou were free-whedling up the hill. That isagaing al the laws of physics.”

"Look, I'll show you."
She reached over to her machine and took hold of the handle-bar. She held theright-hand gripina
certain way, and the front wheels topped its uncanny spinning. She righted the bicycle.

"Under here." She showed me where to ook, and between the rubber grip and the brake-bar | saw a
tiny strip of mica.

"Move thisforward with your fingers, so, and-"

The bicycle sarted to move forward, but she raised the front whed from the ground and it spun
effortlesdy intheair.

"When you wish to stop, you smply dide the strip back, and the bicycle may be ridden normaly.”
"And you say my mechineisfitted with this?'

"es"

"Why did you not tell me? Then we need not have expended any effort on theride!”

Ameiawaslaughing again as | hastened to my own machine and righted it. Sure enough, under the
right-hand grip therewasasmilar piece of mica

"I must try thisat once!," | shouted, and mounted my machine. As soon as | had found my balance |
did the mica strip forward, and the bicycle moved faster.

"It workd" | cried to Amelia, waving to her in ddight and at that moment the front whed hit atuft of
grass, and | was unseated.
Ameliaran over to me and helped meto my feet. My bicyclelay afew yardsfrom me, the front whed

pinning merrily.
"Wha amarvelousinvention!” | cried, full of enthusasmfor it. "Now we shdl racein stylel”
"All right,” Ameliasaid "First back to the Pondd"

| retrieved my machine, and she ran back to hers. In afew moments we were both mounted, and
speeding spectacularly towards the crest of the dope. Thistime the race was more even, and aswe
rolled down the long gradient towards the distant Ponds we kept abreast of each other. Thewind
drummed against my face, and it was not long before | felt my boater snatched away. Amelias bonnet
was blowing backwards, but stayed around her neck because of its strap.

Aswe came to the Ponds we speeded past the nanny and the two little boys, who stared after usin
amazement. Laughing aoud, we circled around the larger of the two Ponds, then pulled back the mica
strips and pedalled towards the trees at a moderate pace.

Aswedisnounted, | said: "What isit, Amdia? How doesit work?'



| was fedling breathless, even though the actua physica energy expended had been negligible.
"It'sin here" shesad.

With atwisting motion she did back the moulded rubber hand-grip, so exposing the tubular stedl of the
handle-bar. She held the bar so that | could seeintoitsinterior ... and there, nestling insde, was some of
the crystaline materia | had seen on the flying machine.

"Thereisawire which runsthrough theframe,” Ameliasaid, "and that is connected to the whed. Insde
the hub is some more of that."

"What isthiscrygdline materid?' | said. "What doesit consst of ?*

"That | don't know. I'm aware of some of the materiasit comprises, for | haveto order them, but I'm
not sure how they are joined to produce the effect.”

She explained that the adapted bicycle had been developed by Sir William when bicycling became
popular afew years before. Hisidea had been to assist the weak or elderly whenever they encountered a
hill.

"Do you redize that this device aone would make him afortune?’
"Sir William does not want for money.”

"No, but think of the public good it would do. A machine like this could transform the carriage
indudtry.”

Ameliawas shaking her head. ™Y ou don't understand Sir William. I'm sure he has considered taking out
aPatent on this, but | think he judged it better unknown. Bicycling isa sport, mostly enjoyed by the
young, and it isdone for fresh air and exercise. Asyou have seen, it requires no effort to ride abicycle
likethis"

"Y es, but there would be other uses.,"

"Indeed, and that iswhy | say you do not understand Sir William, nor could you be expected to Heisa
man of restlessintellect, and no sooner has he devel oped one device than he goes on to another. The
bicycles were adapted before he built his horseless carriage, and that was before hisflying machine.”

| said: "And he has abandoned hisflying machine for anew project?’

"es"

"May | enquire what that isto be?"

Shesad: "Youwill be meeting Sir William shortly. Perhaps hewill tell you himsdf.”

| thought about thisfor amoment. Y ou say he is sometimes an uncommunicative man. Maybe he
would not tdll me."

We were once more seated close together beneath the tree. Amelia said: " Then you may ask me about
it again, Edward."

Chapter Four
SIRWILLIAM EXPOUNDSA THEORY



Time was passing, and soon Amelia suggested that we return to the house,

"Shall werace or ride?" | said, not especidly anxiousto do either, for | had been finding our rest
together beneath the trees an exquisite experience. It was still sunny and warm, and there was a pleasant
dusty hest rolling through the Park.

"Wewill ride," shesaid firmly. "Thereisno exercisein free-wheding.”

"And we may takeit moredowly," | said. "Shall wedo thisagain, Amdia? | mean, shdl webicycle
together on another weekend?

"It will not be possible every weekend," she said. "Sometimes | am called upon to work, and
occasondly | haveto be away."

| felt apang of unreasoned jealousy at theideaof her travelling with Sir William.
"But when you are here, shal we bicycle then?’

"Youwill havetoinviteme” shesad.

"Then| will."

When we mounted our machines we first retraced the way of our race, and retrieved my lost boater. It
was undamaged, and | placed it on my head, keeping the brim well down over my eyes so asto prevent
it blowing off again.

The ride back to the house was uneventful and, for the most part, conducted in silence. | was at last
understanding the red reason why | had come to Richmond this afternoon; it was not at al to meet Sir
William, for dthough | was gtill fascinated by what | knew of him | would have gladly exchanged the
coming interview for another hour, two hours, or the entire evening in the Park and Amdlia.

We entered the grounds of the house through asmall gate way by Sir William's abandoned flying
machine, and wheeled the bicycles back to the outhouse.

"] am going to change my clothes" Amediasad.
"You aredelightful just asyou are,” | said

"And you? Areyou going to meet Sir William with grass dl over your suit?' She reached over and
plucked astem of grass that had somehow lodged itself under the collar of my jacket.

We entered the house through the French window, and Amelia pressed a bell-push. In amoment, a
manservant appeared.

"Hillyer, thisisMr Turnbull. He will be staying with usto teaand dinner. Would you help him prepare?’
"Certainly, Miss Fitzgibbon." He turned towards me. "Would you step thisway, Sr?"

Heindicated that | should follow him, and we moved towards the corridor. From behind, Amdiacalled



tohim.

"And Hillyer?' she said. "Would you please tel Mrs Watchets that we shadl be ready for teaiin ten
minutes, and that it isto be served in the smoking-room?"

"Yes, maam.”

Hillyer led me through the house to the first floor, where there was asmall bath-room. Inside, soap and
towelswerelaid out, and while | washed Hillyer took away my jacket to have it brushed.

The smoking-room was on the ground floor, and it was asmdll, well-used room, comfortably
furnished. Ameiawas waiting for me; perhaps my remark about her appearance had flattered her, for
she had not after all changed, but had merely put on atiny jacket over her blouse.

Crockery had been laid on asmall octagona table, and we sat down to wait for Sir William to arrive.
According to the clock on the mantelpiece it was now some minutes after four- thirty, and Amelia
summoned Mrs Wetchets.

"Have you sounded the tea-bel 7' Ameliasaid.
"Yes, maam, but Sr Williamisdill in hislaboratory.”
""Then perhaps you would remind him that he has a guest this afternoon.”

Mrs Watchets left the room, but amoment or two later adoor at the far end of the room opened, and
atdl, wdl-built man camein hurriedly. Hewasin his shirt and waistcoat, and carried ajacket over his
arm. Hewastrying to roll down his shirtdeeves, and as he came in he glanced in my direction | stood up
at once.

Hesadto Amdia "Isteahere?'m nearly finished!"
"Sr William, do you remember '| mentioned Edward Turnbull to you?"

He looked & me again. "Turnbull? Good to meet you!" He gestured impatiently at me. "Do St down.
Amédia, hdp mewith my cuff.”

He extended hisarm to her, and she reached under it to connect the cuff-link. When thiswas done, he
rolled down his other deeve and Amelia connected this cuff too. Then he put on hisjacket and went to
the mantel piece. He sdlected a pipe and filled its bowl with tobacco from ajar.

| waited apprehensively; | wondered if the fact that he had been about to finish hiswork indicated that
thiswas an unfortunate moment to cal on him.

"What do you think of that chair, Turnbull?' he said, without turning.
"Sitright back into it,” Amdiasaid. "Not on the edge.”

| complied, and as| did so it seemed that the substance of the cushion remoulded itsalf benesth meto
adapt to the shape of my body. The further back | leaned, the more resilient it seemed.

"That isachar of my own design,” Sir William said, turning towards us again as he gpplied alighted
matich to the bowl of hispipe. Then he said, seemingly irrdevantly: "What exactly is. your faculty?'

"My, a._?l



"Your field of research. You're ascientist, are you not?
"Sr William," sad Amdlia, "Mr Turnbull isinterested in motoring, if you will recall.”

At that moment | remembered that my samples-case was still where | had |eft it when | arrived: inthe
hall.

Sir William looked a me again. "Motoring, eh? A good hobby for ayoung man. It was a passing phase
withme, I'm afraid. | dismantled my carriage because its components, were more useful to mein the
|aboratory."

"But itisagrowing fashion, dr," | sad. "After dl, in America-"

"Yes, yes, but | am ascientist, Turnbull. Motoring isjust one aspect of awhole field of new research.
We are now on the brink of the Twentieth Century, and that isto be the century of science. Thereisno
limit to what science might achieve."

As Sir William was speaking he did not look a me, but stared over my head. Hisfingers were fretting
with the match he had blown out.

"| agreethat it isasubject of great interest to many people, ar,” | said.

"Yes, but | think it isin thewrong way. The popular thought isto make what we dready have work
better. Thetak isof faster railway-trains, larger ships. My belief isthat dl these will be obsolete soon. By
the end of the Twentieth Century, Turnbull, man will travel asfredy about the planets of the Solar System
as he now drives about London. Wewill know the peoples of Mars and Venus as well aswe now know
the French and Germans. | dare say wewill even travel further.. out to the stars of the Universe!”

At that moment Mrs Watchets came into the room bearing asilver tray loaded with tegpot, milk-jug
and asugar-bowl. | was glad of theintrusion, for | found the combination of Sir William's startling ideas
and his nervous manner dmost more than | could bear. He too was glad to be interrupted, | think, for as
the servant set the tray on the table, and began to pour the teafor us, Sir William stepped back and
stood by the end of the mantel. He was rdlighting his pipe, and ashe did so | was ableto look at him for
thefirgt time without the distraction of his manner.

Hewas, as| have said, atal and large man, but what was most striking about him was his head. This
was high and broad, the face pae and with grey eyes. His hair was thinning at the temples, but on the
crown it grew thickly and wildly, exaggerating the size of his head, and he wore abushy beard which
itself made more marked the pallor of hisskin.

| wished | had found him more at his ease, for in the few moments he had been in the room he had
destroyed the pleasant sense of well-being that had developed while | waswith Amdlia, and now | was
asnervous as he.

A sudden inspiration cameto me, that he himsalf might be aman not used to meeting strangers, that he
was better accustomed to long hours of solitary work. My own occupetion involved meeting many
strangers, and it was a, part of my job to be able to mix well, and so, paradoxica asit might sound, |
suddenly redlized that here| could take the lead.

AsMrsWatchets|eft theroom, | said to him: "Sir, you say you are nearly finished? | hope | have not
disturbed you."

The simplicity of my device had its desired effect. He went towards one of the vacant chairs and sat
down, and as he replied hiswords were phrased more camly.



"No, of coursenot,” he said. "I can continue after tea., | needed ashort rest in any event.”
"May | enquire asto the nature of your work?'

Sir William' glanced at Amdiafor amoment, but her expression remained neutral.

"Has Miss Fitzgibbon told you what | am currently building?"

"Shehastold mealittle, Sr. | have seen your flying machine, for instance.”

To my surprise, helaughed at thet. "Do you think | am insane to meddle with such follies, Turnbull? My
scientific colleaguestd| methat heavier-than-air flight isimpossible. What do you say?'

"It'sanovel concept, Sir.”" He made no response but continued to stare at me, so | went on hadtily: "It
seemsto methat the problemisalack of an adequate power-supply. The designis sound.”

"No, no, the design iswrong too. | was going about it the wrong way. Already | have made machine
flight obsolete, and before | even tested that contraption you saw!”

He drank some of histeaquickly, then, astounding me with his speed, jerked out of hischair and
moved across the room to adresser. Opening adrawer he brought forth athin package, and handed it to
me

"Have alook at those, Turnbull. Tl mewhat you think."

| opened the package and inside found that there were seven photographic portraits. Thefirst onewas
ahead and shoulders picture of aboy, the second was adightly older boy, the third was that of ayouth,
the fourth that of avery young man, and so on.

"Arethey dl of the same person?’ | said, having recognized arecurring facia smilarity.

"Yes," sad Sir William. "The subject isacousin of mine, and by chance he has sat for photographic
portraits at regular intervas. Now then, Turnbull, do you notice anything about the quality of the
portraits? No! How can | expect you to anticipate me? They are cross-sections of the Fourth
Dimenson!”

Asl frowned, Amdiasaid: "Sir William, thisis probably a concept new to Mr Turnbull.”

"No more than that of heavier-than-air flight! Y ou have grasped that, Turnbull, why should you not
grasp the Fourth Dimension?

"Do you mean the... concept of...7" | was floundering.
"Space and Time! Exactly, Turnbull ... Time, the great mystery!”

| glanced at Ameliafor more assistance, and redlized that she had been studying my face. Therewasa
half-smile on her lips, and at once | guessed that she had heard Sir William expounding on this subject

many times.
"These portraits, Turnbull, are two-dimensiona representations of athree-dimensiona person.
Individudly, they can depict his height and width, and can even offer an gpproximation of his depth ... but

they can never be more than flat, two-dimensiona pieces of paper.. Nor can they revea that he has been
traveling dl hislifethrough Time. Placed together, they approximate the Fourth Dimension.”

He was pacing about the room now, having sei zed the portraits from my hands, and was waving them



expansively as he spoke. He crossed to the mantel and set them up, side by side.

"Time and Space are inherently the same. | walk acrossthisroom, and | have travelled in Space a
meatter of afew yards. but at the same moment | have adso moved through Time by ameatter of afew
seconds. Do you seewhat | am meaning?”’

"That one motion complementsthe other?' | said, uncertainly.

"Exactly! And I am working now to separate the two... to facilitate travel through Space discrete from
Time, and through Time discrete from Space. Let me show you what | mean.”

Abruptly, he turned on hished and hurried from the room. The door dammed behind him.
| was dumbfounded. | smply stared at Amelia, shaking my head.

She said: "1 should have known he would be agitated. Heis not ways like this, Edward. He has been
adonein hislaboratory al day, and working like that he often becomes animated.”

"Where hashe gone?' | said. " Should we follow him?"
"He'sreturned to hislaboratory. | think he will be showing you something he has made."

Exactly at that moment the door opened again and Sir William returned. He was carrying asmall
wooden box with great care, and he looked around for somewhereto placeit.

"Help me movethetable” Ameiasadto me.

We carried the table bearing the tea-things to one side, and brought forward another. Sir William
placed hisbox in the centre of it, and sat down.. As quickly asit had begun, his animation seemed to

have passed.
"l want you to look at thisclosdly,” he said, "but | do not want you to touchit. It isvery ddicate.”

He opened the lid of the box Theinterior was padded with a soft, velvet-like material, and resting
ingde was atiny mechanism which, on first sight, | took to be the workings of aclock.

Sr William withdrew it from its case with care, and rested it on the surface of the table.

| leaned forward and peered closely at it. At once, with astart of recognition, | realized that much of it
was made with that queer, crystalline substance | had seen twice before that afternoon. The resemblance
to aclock was mideading, | saw now, lent to it Smply by the precision with which the tiny parts had been
fitted together, and some of the metals with which it had been made. Those | could recognize seemed to
be sometiny rods of nickel, some highly polished pieces of brass and a cog-whed made of shining
chrome or silver. Part of it had been shaped out of awhite substance which could have beenivory, and
the base was made of a hard, ebony-like wood. It is difficult, though, to describe what | saw, for all
about there was the quartz-like substance, deceiving the eye, presenting hundreds of tiny facets at
whatever angle| viewed it from.

| stood up, and stepped back ayard or two. From there, the device once more took on the aspect of a
clock-mechanism, dbeit arather extraordinary one.

"It'sbeautiful,” | said, and saw that Amelias gazewasdso onit.

"Y ou, young man,. are one of thefirst people in the world to see amechanism that will make red to us
the Fourth Dimension.”



"And thisdevice will redly work?" | said.

"Yes, it will. It has been adequately tested. Thisengine will, depending how | choose, travel forward or
backwardin Time."

Amdiasad: "Y ou could demondrate, Sir William."

He made no answer, but instead sat back in his chair. He was staring at the strange device, a thoughtful
expression on hisface. He maintained this posture for five minutes, and for al the awareness he showed
of Amdiaand me, we might not have existed. Once he leaned forward, and closdly scrutinized the
device. At this| made to say something, but Amdiasigned to me and | subsided into silence. Sir William
raised the devicein his hand, and held it up againgt the daylight from the window. He reached forward to
touch the silver cog-whesdl, then hesitated and set down the device again. Once more he sat back in his
chair and regarded hisinvention with great concentration.

Thistime hewas dtill for nearly ten minutes, and | began to grow restless, fearing that Ameliaand |
were adisturbance to him.

Findly, he leaned forward and replaced the device in its case. He stood up.

"Y ou must pardon me, Mr Turnbull," he said. "I have just been stricken with the possibility of aminor
modification.”

"Doyouwishmeto leave, Sr?"

"Not at al, not at all."

He seized the wooden box, then hastened from the room, The door dammed behind him.

| glanced at Ameliaand she smiled, immediately lifting the tenson that had marked the last few minutes.
"Ishe coming back?' | said.

"l shouldn't think so. Thelast time he acted like this, he locked himself in hislaboratory, and no one
except Mrs Watchets saw him for four days."

Ameliasummoned Hillyer, and the manservant went around the room, lighting the lamps. Although the
sunwas till up, it was now behind the trees that grew around the house, and shadows were cregping on.
Mrs Watchets camein to clear away thetearthings. | redlized that | had drunk only haf of my cup, and
swalowed the rest quickly. | wasthirsty from the bicycling expedition.

| said, when wewere done: "lshe mad?"

Ameiamade no answer, but appeared to be listening. She signaled that | should be slent . . and then
about five seconds later the door burst open yet again, and Sir William was there, wearing a topcoat.

"Amedlia, | am going up to London. Hillyer can take mein the carriage.”

"Will you be back in timefor dinner?’



"No... | shdl be out dl evening. I'll deep a my club tonight” He turned to me. "Inadvertently, Turnbull,
my conversation with you has generated an idea. | thank you, sir.”

He rushed out of the room as abruptly as he had entered, and soon we heard the sound of hisvoicein
the hall. A few minuteslater we heard a horse and carriage on the gravelled driveway.

Amediawent to the window, and watched as the manservant drove the carriage away, then returned to
her seat.

Shesad: "No, Sr Williamisnot mad.”

"But he behaveslike amadman.”

"Perhapsthat ishow it seems. | believe heisagenius, the two are not wholly dissmilar.”
"Do you understand histheory?

"] can grasp mogt of it. The fact that you didn't follow it, Edward, is no reflection on your own intellect.
Sr William ishimsdlf so familiar with it that when explaining it to others he omits much of it. Also, you are
astranger to him, and heisrarely at ease unless surrounded by those he knows. He has agroup of
acquaintances from the Linnaean - his club in London - and they are the only people to whom | have
ever heard him speak naturaly and fluently.”

"Then perhaps | should not have asked him."

"No, it is hisobsession; had you not expressed an interest, he would have volunteered his theory.
Everyone about him hasto bear it. Even Mrs Watchets has heard him out twice."

"Does she undergand it?"
" think not," said Amelig, amiling.
"Then | shdl not expect clarification from her. Y ou will haveto explain.”

"Thereisn't much | can say. Sir William has built a Time Machine. It has been tested, and | have been
present during some of the tests, and the results have been conclusive. He has not said so asyet, but |
suspect that heis planning an expedition into futurity.”

| smiled alittle, and covered my mouth with my hand.
Amdiasad: "Sr Williamisin perfect earnest.”
"Yes... but | cannot see aman of his physique entering adevice so smal.”

"What you have seen isonly aworking modd. He has afull- sized verson." Unexpectedly, she
laughed. ™Y ou don't think | meant the modd he showed you?'

"Yes | did."

When Amelialaughed shelooked most beautiful, and | did not mind having misunderstood.
But large or smdll, | cannot believe such aMachineispossble!” | said.

"Then you may seeit for yourself. It isonly adozen yards from where you are Sitting.”

| jumped to my feet. "Whereisit?'



"In Sir William'slaboratory.” Amelia seemed to have been infected with my enthusiasm, for she too had
left her seat with greet dacrity. "I'll show you."

We left the smoking-room by the door which Sir William had used, and walked along a passage to
what was clearly anewly constructed door. Thisled directly into the |aboratory, which was, | now
realized, the glass-covered annexe which had been built between the two wings of the house.

| do not know what | had been expecting the |aboratory to be like, but my first impression wasthat it
bore a consderable resemblance to the milling-shop of an engineering works | had once visited.

Along the celling, to one sSide, was a steam-lathe which, by the means of severd adjustable leather
straps, provided motive power to the many pieces of engineering equipment | saw ranged dong ahuge
bench benesth it. Severd of these were metal-turning lathes, and there was also a sheet-metal stamp, a
presser, some acetylene welding equipment, two massive vices and any number of assorted tools
scattered about. The floor was liberadly spread with the shavings and fragments of metals removed in the
processes, and in many parts of the [aboratory were what appeared to be long-abandoned pieces of cut
or turned metd.

"Sir William does much of the engineering himsdlf," said Amdlia, "but occasiondly heis obliged to
contract out for certain items. | wasin Skipton on one of these errands when | met you.”

"Whereisthe Time Machine?' | sad.
"You are tanding besideit.”

| redlized with agtart that what | had taken at first to be another collection of discarded metalsdid, in
fact, have acoherent schemetoit. | saw now that it bore a certain resemblance to the mode he had
shown me, but whereas that had had the perfection of miniaturism, thisby itsvery Size gppeared to be
more crude.

In fact, however, as soon as| bent to examineit | saw that every single congtituent part had been
turned and polished until it shone as new.

The Time Machine was some seven or eight feet in length, and four or five feet in width. Atitshighest
point it stood about six feet from the floor, but as its construction had been gtrictly functiona, perhaps a
decription interms of overal dimensionis mideading. For much of itslength the Time Machinewas
gtanding only threefeet high, and in the form of askeletal meta frame.

All itsworking partswere visble... and here my description becomes vague of necessity. What | saw
was arepetition in-extremis of the mysterious substances | had earlier that day seenin Sir William's
bicycles and flying machine: in other words, much of what was apparently visble wasrendered invisble
by the eye-deceiving crystalline substance. This encased thousands of fine wires and rods, and much as|
peered a the mechanism from many different angles, | was unable to learn very much.

What was more comprehensible was the arrangement of controls.

Towards one end of the frame was aleather-covered seat, rounded like a horse-saddle. Around this
wasamultiplicity of levers, rodsand dids.

The main control appeared to be alarge lever situated directly in front of the saddle. Attached to the
top of this - incongruousin the context - was the handle-bar of abicycle. This, | supposed, enabled the
driver to grip the lever with both hands. To each side of this lever were dozens of subsidiary rods, al of



which were attached at different swivelling joints, so that asthe lever was moved, otherswould be
smultaneoudy brought into play.

In my preoccupation | had temporarily forgotten Amelias presence, but now she spoke, startling mea
little.

"It looks substantia, doesit not?' she said.

"How long hasit taken Sir William to build this?' | said.

"Nearly two years. But touch it, Edward... see bow subgtantid it is."
"l wouldn't dare," | said. "I would not know what | was doing."
"Hold one of these bars. It is perfectly safe.”

Shetook my hand, and led it towards one of the brass rods which formed part of the frame. | ladd my
fingersgingerly onthisrall ... then immediatdly snatched them away, for asmy fingers closed on therod
the entire Machine had visbly and audibly shuddered, like aliving being.

"What isit?" | cried.

"The Time Machine is attenuated, existing asit werein the Fourth Dimension. It isredl, but it does not
exig inthered world asweknow it. It is, you must understand, travelling through Time even aswe stand
I,Helll

"But you cannot be serious... becauseif it were travelling it would not be here now!"

"On the contrary, Edward.” She indicated ahuge meta flywhed directly in front of the saddle, which
corresponded gpproximately with the sllver cog-whed | had seen on Sir William's model. "It isturning.
Can you seethat?'

"Yes, yes| can," | said, leaning asnear it as| dared. The great whed was rotating dmost
imperceptibly.

"If it were not turning, the Machine would be gationary in Time. To us, as Sir William explained, the
Machine would then vanish into the past, for we oursaves are moving forward in Time."

"So the Machine must dways be in operation.”
While we had been there the evening had deepened, and gloom was spreading in the eerie laboratory.

Ameliastepped to one side and went to yet another infernal contraption. Attached to thiswas a cord
wound around an externa whed!, and she pulled the cord sharply. At once the device emitted a coughing,
Spitting sound, and asit picked up speed, light poured forth from eight incandescent globes hanging from
theframecaling.

Amdiaglanced up at aclock on the wall, which showed the time of twenty-five minutes past Sx.

It will betimefor dinner in haf an hour," she said. "Do you think a stroll around the garden would be
enjoyable before then?!

| tore my attention away from the wondrous machines Sir William had made.

The Time Machine might dowly moveinto futurity, but Ameliawas, to my. way of thinking, Sationary.



in Time. She was not attenuated, and not at al a creature of past or future.

| said, for | was understanding that my time here in Richmond must soon be at an end: "Will you take
my am?"'

She dipped her hand around my elbow, and together we walked past the Time Machine, and the noisy
reciprocating engine, through adoor in the far corner of the laboratory, and out into the cool evening light
of the garden. Only oncedid | glance back, seeing the pure-white radiance of the eectrica lamps shining
through the glasswalls of the annexe.

Chapter Five
INTO FUTURITY!

| had ascertained that the last train to London left Richmond at ten-thirty, and | knew that to catchiit |
should haveto leave by ten. At eight-thirty, though, | wasin no mood to think of returning to my lodgings.
Furthermore, the prospect of returning to work the next day was one | greeted with the utmost
despondency. Thiswas because with the completion of dinner, which had been accompanied by adry
and intoxicating wine, and with the move from the dining-room to the semi-dark intimacy of the
drawing-room, and with aglass of port insde me and another haf finished, and the subtle fragrance of
Amelias perfume distracting my senses, | was subject to the most perturbing fantasies.

Ameliawas no lessintoxicated than |, and | fancied that she could not have mistaken the changein my
manner. Until thismoment | had felt awkward in her company. Thiswas partly because | had had only
the barest experience with young women, but more especialy because of al young women Amelia
seemed to me the most extraordinary. | had grown used to her forthright manner, and the emancipated
alrs she assumed, but what | had not until this moment redlized wasthat | had, most inappropriately,
fdlen blindly and rashly inlove with her.

Inwinethereistruth, and athough | was able to contain my excesses, and fell short of protesting my
undying amour, our conversation had touched on most remarkably persona matters.

Soon after nine-thirty, | knew | could delay no more. | had only haf an hour before | had to leave, and
as| had no idea of when or how | should see her again, | fdlt that then was the. moment to state, in no
uncertain terms, that to me she was aready more than just a pleasant companion.

| poured mysdlf alibera helping of port, and then, sill uncertain of how | wasto phrase my words, |
reached into my waistcoat pocket and consulted my watch.

"My dear Amelia," | darted to say. "'l seethat it istwenty- five minutes. to ten, and at ten | must leave.
Beforethat | have something | must tell you.”

"But why must you leave?' she sad, ingantly destroying the thread of my thoughts.
"l have atrainto catch.”

"Oh, please don't go yet!"



"But | must return to London.”

"Hillyer can take you. If you missyour train, he will take you dl the way to London.”
"Hillyer isdready in London,” | said.

Shelaughed, alittle drunkenly. "I had forgotten. Then you must walk."

"And 0| must leave @t ten."

"No ... | will have Mrs Watchets prepare aroom for you."

"Amdlia, | cannot stay, much as| would wish to. | must work in the morning.”

She leaned towards me, and | saw light dancing in her eyes. "Then | shall take you to the station
mysdf."

"Thereisanother carriage?’ | said.

"In amanner of speaking." She stood up, and knocked over her empty glass. "Come with me, Edward,
and | shall convey you to the gtation in Sir William's Time Maching!™

Shetook my hand in hers, and half-dragged me towards the door. We started to laugh; it is difficult to
write of thisin retrogpect, for intoxication, however mild, is not a state in which one acts one'sfinest. For
me it was the gaiety of the moment that contributed to the compliance.

| shouted to her aswe ran dong: "But to travel in Timewill not take meto the station!”
"Yesitwill!"

We reached the |aboratory and went insde, closing the door behind us. The dectricd lamps were il
burning, and in the comparatively harsh glare our escapade took on a different aspect

"Amdia" | sad, trying to restrain her. "What are you doing?”'
"l am doing what | said. Wewill travel to the sation.”
| stood before her, and took her handsin mine.

"We have both had alittle too much to drink,” | said "Please don't jest with me. Y ou cannot serioudy
propose to operate Sir William's Machine."

Her handstightened on mine. "1 am not asintoxicated as you believe. My manner isgay, but | amin
perfect earnest.”

"Then let usreturn to the drawing-room at once.”

She turned away from me, and walked towards the Time Machine. She gripped one of the brassrails
in her hands, and immediately the Machine trembled as before.

Shesaid: "You heard what Sr William said. Time and Space are inseparable. Thereisno need for you
to leavein the next few minutes. Although the Machineis designed to travel into futurity, it will so move
across spatid distances. In short, athough it will journey across thousands of years, it can also be used
for atrip as prosaic astaking afriend to the station.”

"You aredill jesting,” | said. "Nor am | convinced that the Machinewill eventrave in Time."



"But it has been proved.”
"Not to my satisfaction it hasn't,” | said.

She turned to face me, and her expression was as serious as before. "Then alow meto demonstrate it
toyou!"

"No, Amédlia It would be foolhardy to drive the Maching!"

"Why, Edward? | know what to do ... | have watched Sir William's tests often enough.”
"But we do not know the craft is safel”

"Therewould be no danger.”

I smply shook my head with the agony of the moment. Amdliaturned back to the Machine and
reached over to one of the dials. She did something to this, then pulled back the lever with the bicycle
handle-bar attached.

Ingtantly, the Time Machine vanished!

"L ook &t the clock on the wall, Edward."

"What have you done with the Machine?' | said.

"Never mind that... what isthe time by the clock?"

| stared up. "Eighteen minutesto ten.

"Very well. At exactly sixteen minutesto ten the Machine will re-gppear.”
"From where?' | said.

"From the past ... or, more precisaly, from now. It is presently travelling through Time, to a point two
minutesin the future of its departure.”

"But why hasit vanished? Whereisit at this moment?'

"Within the attenuated Tempora Dimension.”
Amelia stepped forward to where the Machine had been, and walked through the vacancy waving her
arms. She glanced up at the clock.

"Stand well back, Edward. The Machine will re-gppear exactly whereit was."
"“Then you must come away too," | said.

| pulled her by the arm, and held her close beside me afew yards from where the Machine had been.
We both watched the clock. The second hand moved dowly round ... and at exactly four seconds after
Sixteen minutesto ten, the Time Machine regppeared.



"Therel" said Amdlia, triumphantly. "Just as| said.” | stared dumbly at the Machine. The grest fly-whed
wasturning dowly as before.

Amdiatook my hand again. "Edward ... we must now mount the Machine."
"What?' | said, appaled a theidea

"It isabsolutely imperative. Y ou see, while Sir William has been testing the Machine he has
incorporated a safety-device into it which automatically returnsthe Machine to its moment of departure.
That is activated exactly three minutes after itsarriva here, and if we are not aboard it will belost forever

inthe pas.”
| frowned alittle at this, but said: ™Y ou could switch that off, though?"
"Yes... but I'm not going to. | wish to prove that the Machineisno folly."
"| say you are drunk.”
"And | say you aretoo. Come on!"

Before | could stop her, Ameliahad skipped over to the Machine, squeezed under the brassrail and
mounted the saddle. To do this she was obliged to raise her skirt afew inches above her ankles, and |
confessthat | found this sight considerably more dluring than any expedition through Time could have
been.

Shesad: "The Machinewill return in under aminute, Edward. Areyou to be left behind?”

| hesitated no more. | went to her sde, and clambered on to the saddle behind her. At her instruction |
put my arms around her waist, and pressed my chest against her back.

Shesaid: "Look at the clock, Edward."

| sared up at it. The time was now thirteen minutes to ten. The second hand reached the minute,
moved on, then reached he time of four seconds past.

It stopped moving.
Then, it began to moveinreverse... dowly at first, then fagter.

"We are travelling backwardsin Time," Ameliasaid, alittle breathlessy. "Do you see the clock,
Edward?"

"Yes" | sad, my whole attention oniit. "Yes, | do!"

The second hand moved backwards through four minutes, then began to dow down. Asit approached
four seconds past eighteen minutesto ten it dowed right down, then halted atogether. Presently it began
to sweep forward in anorma way.

"We are back at the moment in which | pressed thelever,” said Amelia "Do you now believe that the
Time Machineisno fraud?'

| il sat with my arms around her waist, and our bodies were pressed together in the most intimate
way imaginable. Her hair lay gently against my face, and | could think of nothing but the nearness of her.

"Show meagain,” | said, dreaming of an eternity of such closeness. "Take meinto futurity!”



"Canyou seewhat | am doing?' Ameliasaid. "These dids can be preset to the very second. | can
choose how many hours, days or even yearswe can travel.”

I roused myself from my passionate imaginings, and peered over her shoulder. | saw her indicating a
row of smal dias, which were marked with days of the week, months of the yeer ... and then severa
others which counted tens, hundreds and then thousands of years.

"Please don't set our destination too far,” | said, looking at the last did. "1 till haveto think of my train.”
"But we will return to our moment of departure, even if we should travel ahundred yearsl"

"Maybe 0. Let usnot berash.”

"If you are nervous, Edward, we need travel only asfar as tomorrow."

"No ... let usmake along trip. Y ou have shown methe Time Machineis safe. Let usgo to the next
century!"

"Asyou wish. We can go to the one beyond, if you prefer.”
"It isthe Twentieth Century | aminterested in ... let usfirst go forward ten years.”
"Only ten? That hardly seems adventurous.”

"We must be systematic,” | said, for athough | am not fainthearted, | am not an adventurous person.
"Let usgo firgt to 1903, and then to 1913, and so on at ten-yearly intervas through the century. Perhaps
wewill seeafew changes.”

"All right. Areyou ready now?'

"That | am," | said, settling my arms about her waist again. Ameliamade further adjustmentsto the
dials. | saw her select the year 1903, but the day and month dials were too low for meto see.

Shesaid: "'l have sdlected 22nd June. That isthefirst day of summer, so we shall probably find the
westher clement.”

She placed her hands on the lever, and then straightened. | braced mysalf for our departure.
Then, much to my surprise, Amelia suddenly stood up and moved away from the saddle.

"Please wait for amoment' Edward,” she said. "Whereareyou going?’ | said, insomeaarm. "The
Machinewill take mewith it."

"Not until thelever ismoved. Itisjud. ... Well, if we are going such along distance, | should liketo
take my hand-bag."

"Whatever for?' | said, hardly believing my ears. Amelialooked alittle embarrassed. "I don't know,
Edward Itisjust that | never go anywhere without my hand-bag.”

"Then bring your bonnet too,” | said, laughing at thismost unlikely revelation of feminine foibles.



She hastened from the [aboratory. | stared blankly at the dials for amoment then, on animpulse, | too
dismounted and went into the hallway to collect my boater. If an expedition it wasto be, | too would
trave ingyle

On afurther impulse | walked into the drawing-room, poured some more port into the two glasses, and
carried them back to the laboratory.

Amédiahad returned before me, and was aready mounted on the saddle. She had placed her hand-bag
on the floor of the Machine, directly in front of the saddle, and on her head she wore her bonnet.

| passed one of the port-glassesto her, "L et ustoast the success of our adventure.”
"And futurity,” shereplied.

We each drank about half what was there, then | placed the glasses on abench to one side. | climbed
on to the saddle behind Amelia

"Weare now ready," | said, making sure my boater was firmly seated on my head.
Amdiagripped the lever in both hands, and pulled it towards her.

The whole Time Machine lurched, asif it had somehow falen headlong into an abyss, and | shouted
aoud with darm, bracing mysdlf againg the coming impact.

"Hold on!" Amdiasaid, somewhat unnecessarily, for | would not have released her for anything.
"What ishappening?' | cried.
"Weare quite safe ... it isan effect of the attenuation.”

| opened my eyes, and glanced timoroudly about the laboratory, and saw to my astonishment that the
Machinewas il firmly situated on thefloor. The clock on the wall was dready spinning insandy
forwards, and even as| watched the sun came up behind the house and was soon passing quickly
overhead. Almost before | had registered its passing, darkness fell again like ablack blanket thrown over
the roof.

| sucked in my bresth involuntarily, and discovered that in so doing | had inadvertently inhaled severa
of Amdliaslong hairs. Evenin theimmense distractions of the journey | found amoment to rgjoice at this
furtiveintimacy.

Ameliashouted to me: "Are you frightened?’
Thiswas no timefor prevarication. "Yed" | shouted back.
"Hold tight ... thereisno danger.”

Our raised voices were necessary only as an expression of our excitement; in the attenuated dimension
al wasslent.



The sun came up, and set again dmost as quickly. The next period of darkness was shorter, and the
following daylight shorter ill. The Time Machine was accderating into futurity!

In what seemed to us only afew more seconds the procession of day and night was so fast asto be
virtualy undetectable, and our surroundings were visble only in agrey, twilight glow.

About us, details of the laboratory became hazy, and the image of the sun became a path of light
seemingly fixed in a deep-blue sky.

When | spoketo Amelial had lost the strands of her hair from my mouth. About me was a spectacular
sght, and yet for dl itswonder it did not compare with thefed of thisgirl in my arms. Prompted no doubt
by the new infusion of port into my blood | became emboldened, and | moved my face nearer and took
severd grandsof her hair between my lips, | raised my head dightly, dlowing the hair to dide sensuoudy
across my tongue. Ameliamade no response | could detect, and so | allowed the strands to fall and took
afew more. Still shedid not stop me. The third time | tipped my head to one side, so as not to didodge
my hat, and pressed my lips gently but very firmly on the smooth white skin of her neck.

| was dlowed to linger there for no more than a second, but then she sat forward asif in sudden
excitement, and said: "The Machineisdowing, Edward!™

Beyond the glass roof the sun was now moving visibly dower, and the periods of dark, between the
sun's passages, were digtinct, if only asthe briefest flickers of darkness.

Amelia started reading off the dias before her: "We arein December, Edward! January ... January
1903. February...

One by one the months were called, and the pauses between her words were growing longer.

Then: "Thisis June, Edward.; . we are nearly there!™

| glanced up at the clock for confirmation of this; but | saw that the device had unaccountably stopped.
"Havewearrived?' | said.

"Not quite.”

"But the clock onthewadl isnhot moving.”

Amelialooked briefly at it. "No one haswound it, that isall.”

"Thenyou will haveto tdl mewhen wearive."

"Thewhed isdowing ... wearedmost at rest ... now!"

And with that word the silence of attenuation was broken. Somewhere just outside the house there was
amassive explosion, and some of the panes of glass cracked. Splintersfell down upon us.

Beyond the transparent walls | saw that it was daytime and the sun was shining ... but there was smoke
drifting past, and we heard the crackle of burning timber.



There came a second explosion, but thiswas further avay. | felt Amdiadtiffenin my arms, and she
turned awkwardly in the saddle to face me.

"What have we cometo?' she said.
"l cannot say."

Some distance away somebody screamed horribly, and asif thiswere asignal the scream was echoed
by two other voices. A third blast occurred, louder than either of the previous two. More panes cracked,
and splinterstinkled down to the floor. One piecefell on to the Time Machineitsdf, not six inchesfrom
my foat.

Gradually, as our ears adapted to the confusion of sounds around us, one noisein particular stood out
above dl others: adeep-throated braying, rising like afactory siren, then howling around the upper note.
It drowned temporarily the crackle of the fires and the cries of the men. The siren note fell away, but then
it was repeated.

"Edward!" Amelia's face was snow-white, and her voice had become ahigh-pitched whisper. "What is
happening?’

"l cannot imagine. We must leave. Take the controls™

"1 don't know how. We must wait for the automeatic return.”

"How long have we been here?!

Before she could answer there was another shattering explosion.

"Hold till," 1 said. "We cannot be here much longer. We have blundered into awar.”

"But theworld isat peace!”

"Inour time, yes."

I wondered how long we had been waiting herein this hell of 1903, and cursed again that the clock
was not working. It could not be long before the automatic return took us back through the safety of
attenuation to our own blissfully peaceful time.

Amdiahad turned her face so that it was now buried in my shoulder, her body twisted avkwardly on
the saddle. | kept my arms around her, doing what | could to calm her in that fearful bedlam.

| looked around the laboratory, seeing how strangely it had changed from the first time | had seenit:
debris was everywhere, and filth and dust overlaid everything bar the Time Machineitsdf.

Unexpectedly, | saw amovement beyond the walls of the laboratory, and looking that way | saw that
there was someone running desperately across the lawn towards the house. Asthe figure came nearer |
saw that it wasthat of awoman. She cameright up to the wall, pressing her face againgt the glass. Behind
her | saw another figure, running too.

| sad: "Amdia... look!"
"What isit?'

"Therd"



Sheturned to look at the two figures, but just as she did two things happened s multaneoudy. One was
ashattering explosion accompanied by agust of flame erupting across the lawn and consuming the
woman ... and the other was avertiginous lurch from the Time Machine. The silence of attenuation fell
about us, the laboratory appeared whole once more, and over head began the reverse procession of day
and night.

Still turned uncomfortably towards me, Amdiaburst into tears of relief, and | held her in my armsin
Slence

When she had camed, she said: "What were you seeing just before we returned?”
"Nothing," | said. "My eyesdeceived me."

Therewas no way | could describe to her thewoman | had seen. She had been like awild animal: hair
matted and in disarray, blood disfiguring her face, clothestorn so asto revea the nakedness benegath.
Nor did I know how to say what was for me the greatest horror of al.

I had recognized the woman and knew her to be Amelia, suffering her dying momentsin the hellish war
of 1903

| could not say this, could not even believe what | mysalf had seen. But it was so: futurity wasred, and
that was Amdliasreal destiny. In June 1903, on the 22nd day, she would be consumed by firein the
garden of Sir William'shouse.

Thegirl wascradled in my arms, and | felt her trembling till. | could not alow that destiny to be
fulfilled!

So it was, without understanding the precipitate nature of my actions, that | moved to avert destiny.
The Time Machinewould now carry us further into futurity, beyond that terrible day!

Vi

| wasinamad trance. | stood up abruptly and Amelia, who had been leaning against me, stared up in
astonishment. Over my head, the days and nights were flickering.

There was a startling and heady rush of sensations coursing through me, caused | suppose, by the
vertigo of the attenuation, but also because some ingtinct was preparing me for the act that followed. |
stepped forward, placing my foot on the floor of the Machinein front of the saddle, and supporting
mysaf on the brassrail, | managed to crouch down in front of Amelia

"Edward, what are you doing?' Her voice was trembling, and she sobbed as soon as her sentence was
said. | paid her no attention, peering instead at the dias which were now but afew inches from my face.

In that uncanny light of the procession of day:, | saw that the Machine was speeding backwards
through Time. We were now in 1902, and | saw the needle passfrom August to July as| first glanced at
it. Thelever, centrdly mounted in front of the dias, was sanding amost verticdly, its attached nickel rods
extending forwardsinto the heart of the crystaline engine.

| raised mysdif alittle, and sat on the front of the saddle, causing Ameliato move back to
accommodate me.



"Y ou must not interfere with the controls,” she said, and | felt her leaning to one Side to seewhat | was
doing.

| grasped the bicycle handle in both hands, and pulled it towards me. Asfar as| could see, thishad no
effect on our journey. July dipped back to June.

Amelias concern became more urgent.
"Edward, you must not tamper!" she said loudly.

"We must go oninto futurity!" | cried, and siwung the handle-bar from side to side, as one doeswhen
cornering on abicycle.

"'No! The Machine must be alowed to return automatically!"

For adl my efforts at the controls, the reverse procession continued smoothly. Ameliawas now holding
my arms, trying to pull my hands away from the lever. | noticed that above each of the didswasasmdl
meta knob, and | took one of these in my hands. | saw, by turning it, that it was possible to change the
setting of the destination. Evidently, this wasthe way to interrupt our progress, for as soon as Amdlia
redized what | was doing, her effortsto restrain me became violent. She was reaching, trying to take my
hand, and when thisfailed she took ahandful of my hair and snatched it painfully back.

At this, | released the contrals, but my feet kicked ingtinctively forwards. The hed of my right boot
made contact with one of the nickel rods attached to the main lever, and in that instant there was the most
appdling lurch to one side, and everything went black around us.

Vil

The laboratory had vanished, the procession of day and night had ceased. We werein absolute
darkness and absolute silence.

Ameélias desperate hold on me eased, and we sat numbly in awe of the event that had overtaken us.
Only the headlong vertigo - which had now taken on the characteristic of a sickening swoop from one
sdeto another - told usthat our journey through Time continued.

Ameliamoved closer to me, wrapping her arms around my body, and pressed her face against my
neck.

The swooping was growing worse, and | turned the handle bar to one side, hoping to correct it. All |
achieved wasto introduce a new motion: amost unsettling pitching movement, complicating the
ever-worsening sdeways swing.

"l can't stopit!" | cried. "1 don't know what to do!"
"What has happened to us?'
"You made mekick thelever,” | said. "l felt something breek."

We both gasped aoud then, for the Machine seemed to turn right over. Light suddenly burst in upon



us, emanating from one brilliant source. | closed my eyes, for the brilliance was dazzling, and tried again
to work the lever to ease our sickening motion. The erratic movements of the Machine were causing the
point of light to waltz crazily about us, casting black shadows confusingly over the dids.

The lever had anew fed to it. The breaking of the rod had made it looser, and as soon as| tried to let
go it would sag to one side, thus preci pitating more of the violent Sideways manoeuvres.

“If only I can find that broken rod," | said, and reached downwards with my free hand to seeif | could
find the pieces. As| did so, there was another swooping to one side, and | was all but unseated.
Fortunately, Amelia had not relaxed her hold on me and with her help | struggled back upright.

"Do keep till, Edward," she said, softly and reassuringly. "'So long as we are insgde the Machine, we
are safe. No harm can come to us while we are attenuated.”

"But we might collide with something!"
"We cannot... wewill passthroughiit.”
"But what has happened?’

She said: "Those nickel rods are there to proscribe movement through Space. By did odging one of
them, you have released the Spatia Dimengion, and we are now moving rapidly avay from Richmond.”

| was aghast at thisthought, and the dizzying effect of our passage only emphasized the terrible dangers
we werefacing.

"Then where will wefetch up?' | said. "Who knows where the Machine will deposit us?'

Again, Ameliaspoke in areassuring voice: "We arein no danger, Edward. |, grant you the Machineis
careering wildly, but only its controls have been affected. The field of attenuation is still around us, and so
the engineitsdf isill working. Now we are moving through Space, we are likely to traverse many
hundreds of miles... but even if we should find oursalves a thousand miles from home, the automatic
return will bear us safely back to the laboratory.”

"A thousand miles....?" | said, horrified a the velocity a which we must betravelling.

Shetightened her hold on me momentarily. "1 think it will not be asfar asthat. It seemsto mewe are
goinningwildly inacirce.

There was some substance in this, for even aswe had been talking the point of light had been circling
insanely around us. | was, naturally, comforted by what she said, but the sickening lurches continued, and
the sooner this adventure was brought to its end the happier | would be. With thisin mind, | decided. to
search again for the didodged nickel rod.

| told Amdliawhat | wasintending to do, and she reached forward to take the main lever in her hand.
Thus freed from the necessity to hold on to the lever, | bent forward and groped on the floor of the
Machine, dreading that the rod had been thrown to one side by our violent maotion. | fumbled around in
the erratic light, and felt Amelial's hand-bag where she had placed it, on the floor in front of the saddle.
Thankfully, | found the rod amoment later: it had rolled and wedged itsalf between the front of the saddle
and Amelias bag.

"I'vefound it,” | said, Stting up and holding it so that she could seeit. "It isnot broken.”

"Then how wasit didodged?'



I looked more closdly at it, and saw that at each end were helical screw shapings, and that at the tip of
these were markings of bright metal which revealed how the rod had been torn from its sockets. |
showed thisto Amdia

"l remember Sir William saying that some of the nickel controls had been machined incorrectly,” she
sad. "Canyou replaceit?’

"I shall try."

It took severd more minutes of my fumbling in the eerie light to locate both of the meta bushes from
which the rod had been torn, and then it took much longer to manipulate the lever so asto bringitintoa
suitable position so that | could fit the rod into the bushes.

"It'sdill too short!" | said in some desperation. "'No matter how | try, therod istoo short.”
"But it must have come from therel”

| found away of loosening the bush on the lever itself, and this hel ped to some measure. Now the
connection could be made at each end, and with great patience | managed to screw the rod into each of
the two sockets (fortunately, Sir William had engineered the screws so that one turn tightened both
connections). It was held, but only tenuously so, for barely haf aturn had been possible.

| sat up wearily in the saddle, and Amdias arms went around my waist. The Time Machine was il
lurching, but far less so than before, and the movement of the brilliant point of light was dmost
imperceptible. We sat inits harsh glare, hardly believing that | had succeeded in correcting the terrible
mation.

Directly infront of methe fly-whed continued to turn quickly, but there had been no return to the
orderly procession of day and night.

"l think we are safe again,” | said, but | did not fedl sure.

"We must soon be coming to ahat. As soon asthe Machineis at rest, we must neither of usmove. It
will take three minutesfor the automatic return to sart.”

"And will we be taken back to the laboratory?' | said.
Ameliahesitated before replying, and then said: "Yes." | felt shewasno more surethan |.

Quite unexpectedly, the Time Machine gave another lurch, and we both gasped. | saw that the
fly-whed was diill ... and then | redlized that air was whistling past us, chilling usingtantly. | knew that we
were no longer attenuated, that we were falling... and in great desperation | reached forward to seize the
lever-

"Edward" Ameiascreamedinmy ear.

It wasthe last thing | heard, for at that instant there was aterrible concussion, and the Machine came
to asudden halt. Both Ameliaand | were catapulted from it into the night.

viii



| was lying in absolute darkness, seeming to be entirely covered by something lesthery and wet. Asl
tried to stand, al | could accomplish was a futile thrashing with my aams and legs, and | did further into
the morass of dippery stuff. A sheet of something fell acrossmy face, and | thrust it aside, gasping for
breath. Suddenly | was coughing, trying to suck air into my lungs, and like adrowning man | struck
inginctively upwards, feding | should otherwise suffocate. There was nothing on which | could get ahold,
as everything that surrounded me was soft, dippery and moist. It was asif | had been pitched head first
into an immense bank of seaweed.

| felt mysdf fdling, and thistime dlowed mysdf to go, despairing. | would surely drown in this dank
foliage, for with each turn of my head my face was covered with the repulsive stuff. | could taste it now: a
flat, iron-tainted wateriness.

Somewhere near to hand | heard a gasp.
| shouted: "Amdia"
My voice emerged as awheezing croak, and a once | was coughing again.

"Edward?' Her voice was high-pitched and frightened, and then | heard her coughing too. She could
not have been more than afew yards away from me, but | could not see her, hardly knew inwhich
direction shelay.

"Areyou unhurt?' | caled, then coughed weskly again.

"The Time Machine, Edward. We must climb aboard... it will bereturning...."
"Whereisit?"

"l am by it. | cannot reach it, but | canfed it with my foot"

| realized she was over to my left, and | struck out that way, floundering through the noisome weeds,
reaching out, hoping to strike something solid.

"Whereare you?' | shouted, trying to make more of my voice than the wretched wheeze which was dl
| had so far managed.

"l am here, Edward. Come towards my voice." She was nearer now, but her words were strangely
choked, asif shetoo were drowning. "I've dipped ... | can't find the Time Machine ... it's somewhere
here...."

| struck desperately through the weed, and dmost at once | found her. My arm fell across her chest,
and asit did so she grabbed me.

"Edward ... we must find the Machine!™
"You sy itishere?'
"Somewhere... by my legs...."

| crawled over her, thrashing my armsto and fro, desperately seeking the Machine. Behind me, Amdlia
had somehow righted hersdlf, and she moved to my side. Face down, dithering and diding, coughing and
wheezing, trembling with the cold that was even now seeping into our bones, we conducted our
desperate search well beyond the three minutes neither of uswould admit was all the time we had ever
hed to find it.



Chapter Six
FUTURITY'SALIEN LAND

Our struggles had been leading usinevitably downwards, and after afew more minutes| found solid
ground beneath my feet. At once, | shouted aloud and helped Ameliato her feet. We pressed forward
again, trying to maintain our balance while the vegetation tangled around our legs. We were both soaked
through, and the air was freezing cold.

At last we broke free of the vegetation, and found we were on rough, pebbly soil. We walked afew
yards beyond the fringe of the vegetation then sank down in exhaustion. Ameliawas shaking with cold,
and she made no protest when | placed my arm around her and hugged her to me for warmth.

Atlagt, | said: "Wemust find cover.”

I had been glancing around, hoping to see houses, but al | could see by the light of the darswasan
apparent wasteland. The only visible feature was the bank of vegetation, looming perhaps a hundred feet
intotheair.

Ameliahad made no reply, and | could fed her shivering ill, so | stood up and started to remove my
jacket. "Please put this about your shoulders.”

"But you will freeze to death.”
"Y ou are soaked through, Amdia"
"We are both wet. We must exercise to keep warm.”

"Inamoment,” | said, and sat down beside her once more. | kept my jacket on, but | opened it so that
shewas partialy covered by it when | placed my arm around her shoulders. "First | must regain my
breeth.”

Amelia pressed hersdlf close to me, then said: "Edward, where have we landed?’
"| cannot say. We are somewherein futurity.”

"But why isit so cold? Why isit so difficult to breathe?"

| could only surmise.

"Wemust bevery high,” | said. "We arein amountainous region."

"But theground isflat."

"Then wemust be on aplateau,” | said. "Theair isthin because of the dtitude.”

" think I have reached the same conclusion,” Amdiasaid. "Last summer | was mountaineering in
Switzerland, and on the higher peakswe found asmilar difficulty with breathing.”

"But thisis obvioudy not Switzerland."



"Wewill haveto wait until morning to discover our whereabouts," Ameliasaid, decisvely. "There must
be people near here.”

"And suppose we are in aforeign country, which does seem probable?”

"I havefour languages, Edward, and can identify several others. All we need to know isthe location of
the nearest town, and therewe will likely find aBritish Consul.”

Through dl this| had been remembering that moment of violence | had glimpsed through the windows
of thelaboratory.

"We have seen that thereisawar in 1903," | said. "Wherever we are now, or whichever year thisis,
could that war till bein progress?’

"We see no sgn of it. Even if awar has Sarted, innocent travellerswill be protected. There are Consuls
inevery mgor city of theworld."

She seemed remarkably optimistic under the circumstances, and | was reassured. On first redlizing that
we had lost the Machine | had been plunged into despair. Even so, our prospects were doubtful, to say
the very least, and | wondered if Ameiaappreciated the full scale of our disaster. We had very little
money with us, and no knowledge of the politica Stuation, the breakdown of which had certainly caused
the war of 1903. For al we knew we could be in enemy territory, and were likely to beimprisoned as
soon as we were discovered.

Our immediate problem - that of surviving the rest of the night exposed to the elements - grew worse
with every moment. Fortunately, there was no wind, but that was the only clemency we were being
afforded. The very soil beneath us was frozen hard, and our breath was clouding about our faces.

"Wemust exercise,” | said. "Otherwise we will contract pneumonia.”

Amediadid not dissent, and we climbed to our feet. | started jogging, but | must have been weaker than
| knew, for | sumbled amost a once. Ameliatoo was having difficulties, for in swinging her arms about
her head she staggered backwards.

"l amalittle light-headed," | said, gasping unexpectedly ..
"Andl."
"Then we must not exert oursalves.”

| looked around desperately; in this Stygian gloom al that could be seen was the bank of weeds
slhouetted againgt the starlight. It seemed to me that dank and wet asthey were, they offered the only
hope of shelter, and | put thisto Amelia. She had no better proposal, and so with our arms around one
another we returned to the vegetation. We found a clump of fronds standing about two feet high, on the
very edge of the growth, and | felt experimentaly with my hands. The stalks seemed to be dry, and
beneath them the ground was not as hard as that on which we had been sitting.

Anideacameto me, and | took one of the stalks and broke it off with my hand. At once, | felt cold
fluid run over my fingers.

"The plantsissue sap if they are broken," | said, holding out the stk for Ameliato take. "If we can
climb under the leaves without snapping the branches, we should remain dry.”

| sat down on the soil and began to move forward, feet first. Crawling gently in thisfashion | was soon



beneath the vegetation, and in adark, slent cocoon of plants. A moment later, Ameliafollowed, and
when shewas beside mewe lay ill.

To say that lying there under the fronds was pleasant would be utterly mideading, but it was certainly
preferable to being exposed on the plain. Indeed, as the minutes passed and we made no movement | felt
alittle more comfortable, and redlized that the confinement of our bodies waswarming usalittle.

| reached out to Amelia, who was lying not six inchesfrom me, and placed my hand on her side. The
fabric of her jacket was still damp, but | sensed that she too was rather warmer.

"Let ushold each other," | said. "We must not get any colder.”

| placed my arm around her back, and pulled her towards me. She came willingly enough, and soon we
were lying together, face to face in the dark. | moved my head and our noses touched; | pressed forward
and kissed her full onthelips.

At once she pulled her face away from mine,

"Please don't take advantage of me, Edward.”

"How can you accuse me of that? We must stay warm.”

"Then let usdo just that. | do not want you to kissme."

"But | thought-"

"Circumstance has thrown ustogether. Let us not forget that we barely know each other.”

| could hardly believe my ears. Amdiasfriendly manner during the day had seemed an unmistakable
confirmation of my own feglings, and in spite of our dreadful Situation her very presence was enough to
inflame my passions. | had expected her to dlow meto kiss her, and after thisrebuff | lay in silence, hurt
and embarrassed.

A few minuteslater Ameliamoved again, and kissed me briefly on my forehead.
"I'm very fond of you, Edward,” she said. "Isthat not enough?”

"| thought... well, I'd been fedling that you-"

"Havel said or done anything to indicate that | felt for you more than friendship?’
"Wdl ... no."

"Then please, liedill."

She placed one of her arms around me, and pressed meto her alittle moretightly. Welay like that for
along time, barely moving except to ease cramped muscles, and during the rest of that long night we
managed to doze for only afew short periods.

Sunrise came more suddenly than ether of us had expected. One moment we had been lying in that
dark, silent growth, the next there was abrilliance of light, filtering through the fronds. We moved
smultaneoudy in response, both sensing that the day ahead was to be momentous.

Werose painfully, and walked hdtingly away from the vegetation, towards the sun. It was ill touching
the horizon, dazzlingly white. The sky above us was a deep blue. There were no clouds.



We walked for ten yards, then turned to look back at the bank of vegetation.

Amelia, who had been holding my arm, now clutched me suddenly. | too stared in amazement, for the
vegetation stretched asfar aswe could seeto left and right of us. It stood in aline that was generally
straight, but parts of it advanced and others receded. In places the weeds heaped together, forming
mounds two hundred feet or morein height. This much we could have expected from our experience of it
during the night, but nothing could have warned us of the profoundest surprise of dl: that there was not a
stem, not aleaf, not abulbous, spreading tuber lying grotesquely across the sandy soil that was not a
vivid blood-red.

We dtared for along time at that wall of scarlet plant-life, lacking the vocabulary to express our
reactionsto it.

The higher part of the weed-bank had the appearance of being smooth and rounded, especialy
towardsitsvishble cres~ Hereit looked like agentle, undulating hill, although by looking in more detail at
its surface we could see that what appeared to be an unbroken face was in fact made up of thousands or
millions of branches.

Lower down, in the part of the growth where we had lain, its appearance was quite different. Here the
newer plants were growing, presumably from seeds thrown out from the main bulk of vegetation. Both
Amediaand | remarked on ahorrible feding that the wall was inexorably advancing, throwing out new
shoots and piling up its mass behind.

Then, even aswe looked aghast at thisincredible weed-bank, we saw that the impact of the sun'srays
was having an effect, for from al aong the wall there came a degp-throated groaning, and athrashing,
breaking sound. One branch moved, then another ... then al dong that living cliff-face branches and
sems moved in asemblance of unthinking animation.

Amdiaclutched my arm again, and pointed directly in front of us.
"See Edward!" she said. "My bag isthere! We must have my bag!"

| saw that about thirty feet up thewall of vegetation there was what appeared to be abroken holein
the smooth-seeming surface. As Amelia started forward towardsit, | redized that that must be the place
where the Time Machine had so precipitately deposited us.

A few feet away, absurd in its context, lay Amelias hand bag, caught on astem.

I hurried forward and caught up with Amelia, just as she was preparing to push through the nearest
plants, her skirt raised admost to her knees.

"Youcantgointhere" | sad. "The plantsare coming to lifel"

As| spoketo her along, creeper like plant snaked silently towards us, and a seed-pod exploded with
areport likeapistol. A cloud of dust-like seeds drifted away from the plant.

"Edward, it isimperative that | have my bag!"



"You can't got up thereto get it!"
III mlﬂ-ll

"Y ou will have to manage without your powders and creams.” She glared angrily a me for amoment.
"Thereismorein it than face-powder. Money... and my brandy-flask. Many things."

She plunged desperately into the vegetation, but as she did so abranch creaked into apparent life, and
raised itself up. It caught the hem of her skirt, tore the fabric and spun her round.

Shefdl, screaming.
| hurried to her, and helped her away from the plants. "Stay here... I'll go.”

Without further hesitation | plunged into that forest of groaning, moving sems, and scrambled towards
where | had last seen her bag. It was not too difficult at first; | quickly learned which semswould, and
which would not, bear my weight. Asthe height of the plants grew to a point where they were above my
head | started to climb, dipping severa times asthe branch | gripped broke in my hand and released a
flood of sap. All around me the plants were moving; growing and waving like the arms of acheering
crowd. Glancing up, | saw Amelias hand-bag on one such stem, dangling some twenty feet above my
head. | had managed to climb only three or four feet towardsit. There was nothing here that would bear

my weight.

There came a crashing noise afew yardsto my right, and | ducked, imagining in my horror that some
mgjor trunk was moving into life ... but then | saw that it had been Amedlias bag, dipping fromits perch.

Thankfully, | abandoned my futile attempt to climb, and thrust mysdlf through the waving lower sems.
The noise of thisriotous growth was now considerable, and when another seed-pod exploded by my ear
| was temporarily deafened by it. My only thought now wasto retrieve Amelia's bag and get away from
this nightmare vegetation. Not caring where | placed my feet, nor how many stems| broke and how
much | drenched mysdlf, | pushed wildly through the stalks, seized the bag and headed at once for the
edge of the growth.

Ameliawas stting on the ground, and | threw the bag down beside her. Unreasonably, | felt angry with
her, dthough | knew it was Smply areaction to my terror.

As shethanked me for collecting the bag, | turned away from her and stared at thewall of scarlet
vegetation. It was visbly much more disordered than before, with branches and stems swinging out from
every place. Inthe soil at the very edge of the growth | saw new, pink seedlings appearing. The plants
were advancing on us, dowly but relentlesdly. | watched the process for afew minutes more, seeing how
sap from the adult plants dripped down on the soil, crudely irrigating the new shoots.

When | turned back to Amelia she waswiping her face and hands with a piece of flannel she had taken
from her bag. Beside her on the ground was her flask. She held this out to me.

"Would you like some brandy, Edward?'
"Thank you."

Theliguor flowed over my tongue, immediately warming me. | took only one smal mouthful, senang
that we should have to make last what we had.

With the rising of the sun, we both felt the benefit of its heat We were evidently in an equatoria region,
for the sun was risng steeply, and itsrayswere warm.



"Edward, come here."

| squatted on the ground in front of Amelia. She looked remarkably fresh, but then | redlized that in
addition to having had a cursory wash with her dampened face-flannel, she had brushed her hair. Her
clothes, though, were in adreadful state: the deeve of her jacket had been torn, and there was along rent
in her skirt where the plant had swung her round. There were dirty pink streaks and stains al over her
clothes. Glancing down a mysdlf, | saw that my new suit had become equally spoiled.

"Would you liketo clean yoursdf?' she said, offering me theflannd.
| took it from her, and wiped my face and hands.

"How do you cometo have thiswith you?' | said, marvelling at the unexpected pleasure of washing
mysdf.

"l havetravelled alot," she said. " One grows accustomed to anticipating any contingency.”

She showed me that she had atraveler'stidy, containing as well as the face-flanndl, asquare of soap, a
toothbrush, amirror, apair of folding nail-scissors and acomb.

I ran my hand over my chin, thinking | should soon need a shave, but that was one contingency she
seemed not to have anticipated.

| borrowed her comb to straighten my hair, and then alowed her to tidy my moustache.

"There" shesaid, giving it afina twirl. "Now we arefit to re-enter civilization. But first, we must have
some breskfast to sustain us.”

She dipped into her bag and produced alarge bar of Menier's chocolate.
"May | ask what else you have concedled inthere?' | said.

"Nothing that will be of useto us. Now, we will haveto ration this, for it isthe only food | have. We
shdll have two squares each now, and alittle more aswe need it."

We munched the chocolate hungrily, then followed it with another mouthful of brandy.
Amdiaclosed her bag, and we stood up.

"Wewill wak inthat direction,” she said, pointing pardld to thewall of vegetation.
"Why that way?' | said, curious at her apparent resolution.

"Because the sun rose over there," she pointed across the desert, "and so the weed-bank must run
from north to south. We have seen how cold it can be at night, therefore we can do no better than move
southwards.”

It was unassailable logic. We had walked severd yards before an argument occurred to me.
"Y ou assume we are dill in the northern hemisphere,” | said.

"Of course. For your information, Edward, | have dready deduced where we have landed. It isso high
and cold that this can only be Tibet"

"Then we are walking towardsthe Himadayas," | said.



"Wewill deal with that problem when we encounter it"

Wefound that walking acrossthisterrain was not easy. Although our surroundings became quite
pleasant as the sun rose higher, and there was adistinct spring in our step, lent, we assumed, by the clean
cold air and the dtitude, we discovered that we tired readily and were forced to make frequent halts.

For about three hours we maintained a steady pace, by walking and resting at regular periods, and we
took it inturnsto carry the bag. | fet invigorated by the exercise, but Ameliadid not find it easy; her
breathing became |laboured and she complained frequently of dizziness.

What we both found dispiriting was that the landscape had not changed from the moment we set ouit.
With minor variationsin size, thewall of vegetation ran in an unbroken line acrossthe desert.

Asthe sun moved higher its radiant heat increased, and our clothes were soon completely dry.
Unprotected aswe were (Amédias bonnet had no brim, and | had lost my straw hat in the weeds) we
soon began to suffer thefirgt effects of sunburn, and we both complained of an unplessant tingling on the
skin of our faces.

A further effect of the hotter sunshine was yet another changein the activity of the weeds. The
unsettling life-like movement lasted for about an hour after sunrise, but now such movementswererare;
instead, we could see that the seedlings were growing at a prodigious pace, and sap trickled down
congtantly from the higher shoots.

One matter had been troubling me ever since our accident, and aswe waked along | felt | should bring
it up.

| sad: "Amelia, | do accept full respongibility for our predicament”

"What do you mean?"

"l should not have interfered with the Time Machine. It was arecklessthing to do.”
"Y ou are no moreto blamethan |. Please don't speak of it any more.”

"But we may now bein danger of our lives."

"We shdl haveto face that together,” shesaid. "Lifewill beintolerableif you continue blaming yourself.
It was|... who first tampered with the Machine. Our main concern ... now should beto return to....”

| looked sharply at Amelia, and saw that her face had gone pale and her. eyeswere haf closed. A
moment later she staggered dightly, looked at me hel plesdy, then stumbled and fell full-length on the
sandy soil, | rushed to her.

"Ameia" | cried in darm, but she did not move. | took her hand and felt for her pulse: it wasfaint, and
irregular.

| had been carrying the bag, and | fumbled with the catch and threw it open. | searched frantically
through the bag, knowing that what 1 sought would be somewhere there. After amoment | found it: atiny



bottle of smelling-sdlts. | unscrewed the top, and waved it under her nose.

The response was immediate. Amelia coughed violently, and tried to move away. | placed my ams
around her shoulders and hel ped her into a itting position. She continued to cough, and her eyeswere
streaming with tears. Remembering something | had once seen | bent her over, gently pushing her head
down towards her knees.

After five minutes she straightened and looked at me. Her face was till pae, and her eyeswere
watery.

"We have wa ked too long without food," she said. "I came over dizzy, and-"
"It must bethe dtitude," | said. "Wewill find some way down from this plateau as soon as possible.”

| delved into her bag, and found the chocolate. We had till eaten only afraction of what we had, o1
broke off two more squares and gave them to her.

"No, Edward."
"Eatit," | said. Y ou are weaker than | am.”
"We have just had some. We must makeit lagt.”

She took the broken-off squares and the rest of the chocolate, and put them firmly back inside the
bag.

"What | should redlly like" shesaid, "isaglass of water. I'm very thirsty indeed.."
"Do you suppose the sap of the plantsis drinkable?"
"If we do not find any water, wewill havetotry itintheend.”

| said: "When we werefirst thrown into the weeds | swallowed some of the sap. It was not unlike
water, but rather bitter."

After afew more minutes Ameliastood up, alittle unsteadily | thought, and declared that she wasfit to
continue. | made her take another sip of brandy before moving on.

But then, dthough we walked much more dowly, Ameiastumbled again. Thistime shedid not lose
consciousness, but said shefdt asif shewas about to be sick. We rested for afull thirty minutes, while
the sun moved toits zenith.

"Please, Amdlia, eat some more chocolate. I'm surethat al you are suffering fromislack of
Sustenance.”

"I'm no more hungry than you,” shesaid. "It is not that"
"Thenwhat isit?'

"l cannot tell you."

"Y ou do know wheét is the matter?"

She nodded.

"Then please tell me, and | can do something to help.”



"Y ou could do nothing, Edward. | shdl bedl right.”

| knelt on the sand before her, and placed my hands on her shoulders. "Améia, we do not know how
much further we have to wak. We cannot go onif you areill.”

"l amnotill"

"It looks very much likeit to me."

"I am uncomfortable, but not ill."

"Then please do something abouit it,” | said, my concern changing abruptly to irritation.

She was silent for amoment, but then, with my assistance, climbed to her feet "Wait here, Edward. |
shdl not belong.”

Shetook her bag, and walked dowly towards the weed-bank. She stepped carefully through the lower
plants, and headed towards a growth of higher stalks. When she reached these she turned round and
looked in my direction, then crouched down and moved behind them.

| turned my back, assuming she would prefer her privecy.

Several minutes passed, and she did not emerge. | waited for aquarter of an hour, then began to get
worried. There had been an absol ute silence since she had disappeared ... but even in my growing sense
of darm | felt | should wait and respect her privacy.

| had just consulted my watch, and discovered that more than twenty minutes had passed, when |
heard her voice.

"Edward...?"

Without further delay | ran in her direction, racing through the scarlet vegetation towards where | had
last seen her. | was tormented by the vision of some momentous disaster that had befallen her, but
nothing could have prepared me for what | saw.

| cameto asudden hdt, and immediately averted my gaze:
Ameliahad removed her skirt and blouse, and was standing in her underwear!

She held her sKirt protectively over her body, and was looking at me with an expression of cowed
embarrassment

"Edward, | cannot get them off.... Peasehdp me...."
"What are you doing?' | cried in astonishment

"Itismy staysthat aretootight... | can hardly breathe. But | cannot unlace them.” She sobbed more
loudly, then went on: "I did not want you to know, but | have not been done since yesterday. They are
sotight... plesse help me..."

| cannot deny that | found her pathetic expresson amusing, but | covered my smile and moved round
behind her.

| said: "What do | do?"



"Therearetwo laces. . they should betied at the bottom with abow, but I've accidentally knotted
them.”

| looked more closdly, and saw what she had done. | worked at the knot with my fingernails, and
loosened it without difficulty.

"There" | sad, turning away. "It isfree.”
"Please undo it, Edward. | can't reech it mysdlf.”

The agonies | had been suppressing came abruptly to the surface. "Amelia, you cannot ask meto
undressyou!"

"] just want these lacesundone," shesaid. "That isdl.”

Reluctantly | went back to her and started the laborious process of dipping the laces through the
eyelets. When the task was haf-completed, and part of the restraining garment wasloose, | saw just how
tight it had been on her body. The laces dipped out of the last two eyelets, and the corset came free.
Ameliapulled it away from her, and tossed it casually to the ground. She turned towards me.

"| can't thank you enough, Edward. | think | should have died if I'd kept it on amoment longer.”

Had it not been she who had turned towards me, | should have felt my presence maost improper, for
she had dlowed the skirt to fall away and | could see that her chemise was manufactured of the lightest
materia, and that her bosom was most prominent | stepped towards her, feding that | might make the
affectionate gesture of a hug, but she moved backwards at once, and brought up the skirt to conceal
hersdf again.

"Y ou may leave me now," shesaid. "I can manage to dress on my own."
v

When, afew minuteslater, Ameliaemerged from the weeds, she was fully dressed and carrying the
corset between the handles of her bag.

| said: "Areyou not going to discard that? It is manifestly uncomfortable to wear."

"Only for long periods,”" she said, looking very abashed. "1 shdl leaveit off for the rest of the day, and
wear it again tomorrow.”

"l shal look forward to helping you,” | said, sincerely. "Thereis no need for that By tomorrow we will
be back in civilization, and | will hire a servant”

Since shewas dtill flushed, and | was not alittle excited, | felt it gppropriate to say: "If my opinionisat
al vauableto you | can assure you that your figureisjust astrim without it"

"That isnot to the point Shall we continue on our way?"
She stepped away from me, and | followed.

All this had been atemporary distraction from our plight, for soon the sun had moved far enough
towards the west for the weed-bank to start throwing a shadow. Whenever we walked through thiswe
fet immediately much colder.

After another half an hour'swaking | wasjust about to propose arest, when Ameia suddenly halted



and |looked towards a shalow depression in the ground. Shewalked briskly towardsit.
| followed her, and she said: "We shal have to bivouac again. | think we should prepare now."
"l agreein principle. But | fed we should walk asfar aspossible.”
"No, thisplaceisided. We shdl stay the night here."
"In the open?"

"Thereisno need for that. We have time to prepare a campsite before nightfall.” She wasregarding the
depression with a calculating manner. "When | wasin Switzerland | was shown how to build emergency
shelters. We will need to make this hole rather deeper, and build up the sides. If you would do that, | will
cut some of thefronds."

We argued for afew minutes - | felt we should take advantage of the daylight and press on - but
Ameliahad made up her mind. In the end, she removed her jacket and walked over to the weed-bank,
whilel crouched down and, with my hands, started to scoop out the sandy soil.

It took approximately two hours to construct a camp-site to our mutua satisfaction. By thistime | had
removed most of the larger pebbles from the depression, and Ameliahad broken off a huge pile of the
leefiest, fern-like branches. These we had laid in the depression, making abonfire-like mound of leaves,
into the base of which we proposed to insnuate oursalves.

The sun was now amost out of sight beyond the weed-bank, and we were both fedling cold.
"] think we have done dl we can,” Amdiasad.

"Then shdl we shdlter ingde?' | had now seen the wisdom of Ameliaswish for early preparation. Had
we walked further we could never have made such elaborate precautions against the cold.

"Areyouthirsty?'

"I'madll right," | said, but | waslying. My throat had been parched al day.
"But you have taken no liquid.”

"l can survivethenight.”

Améiaindicated one of thelong, cregper-like stalks that she had aso brought to our bivouac. She
broke off a piece and held it out to me. "Drink the sap, Edward. It is perfectly safe.”

"It could be poisonous.”

"No, | tried it earlier while | wasremoving my stays. It isquiteinvigorating, and | have suffered no
ill-effects"

| placed the end of the stalk to my lips and sucked tentatively. At once my mouth was filled with cold
liquid, and | swallowed it quickly. After the first mouthful, the flavour did not seem so unpleasant.

| said: "It reminds me of an iron-tonic | had asachild.”
Amdiasmiled. "So you too were given Parrish's Food. | wondered if you would notice the smilarity.”

"1 was usud|ly given aspoonful of honey, to take away thetaste.”



"Thistimeyou will have to manage without."
| sad, boldly: "Maybe not.”

Amelialooked sharply a me, and | saw thefaint return of her earlier blush. | threw aside the creeper,
then assisted Amdia as she climbed before me into our shelter for the night.

Chapter Seven
THE AWAKENING OF AWARENESS

Welay 4till, sde by side, for along time. Although Amelia had selected those plants she judged to be
the driest of sap, we discovered that they were seeping beneath us. In addition, the dightest movement
dlowed theair to drift in from outsde. | dozed for awhile, but I cannot spesk for Amelia

Then, awakened by theingdious cold which was attacking my feet and legs, | fdt Ameliatiffen beside
me

She said: "Edward, are weto die out here?"

"] think not," | said a once, for during the day the possibility had often occurred to me, and | had been
trying to think of some reassurance to offer her. "We cannot have much further to travel.”

"But we are going to starvel”

"We gtill have the chocolate,” | said, "and as you yoursdlf have observed, the sap of these weedsis
nutritious.”

Thisat least was true; my body hungered for solid food, but since taking the sap | had felt somewhat
stronger.

"l fear wewill die of exposure. | cannot livein this cold much longer.”

| knew she was trembling, and as she spoke | heard her teeth chattering. Our bivouac was not al we
had hoped.

"Pleasedlow me" | said, and without waiting for her dissent | moved towards her and did my am
beneath her head and shoulders. The rebuff of the night before was till apainful memory, so | was
pleased when she came willingly, resting her head on my shoulder and placing an arm across my chest. |
raised my kneesafew inches so that she could dide her legs beneath mine. In doing thiswe didodged
some of our covering foliage, and it took severa more seconds to redistribute them.

Welay 4ill again, trying to recapture that comparative warmth we had had until we moved. Severa
more minutes passed in silence, and our closer contact began to bear fruit inthat | fet alittle warmer.

"Areyou adeep, Edward?' Her voice was very soft.

"No," | said.



"I'm il cold. Do you think we should quickly cut some more leaves?"
" think we should gtay still. Warmth will come.”
"Hold metighter.”

What followed that apparently smpleremark | could never have imagined, even in my most improper
fancies. Spontaneoudy, | brought my other hand across and hugged her to me; in the same moment
Ameliatoo placed her arms fully about me, and we discovered we were embracing each other with an
intimacy that made me throw aside caution.

Her face was pressed directly against the sde of mine, and | felt it moving sensuoudy to and fro. |
responded in kind, fully aware that the love and passion | had been suppressing were growingin meat an
uncontrollable rate. In the back of my mind | sensed a sudden despair, knowing that later | would regret
this abandonment, but | thrust it aside for my emotions were clamouring for expresson. Her neck was by
my mouth, and without any attempt at subterfuge | pressed my lipsto it and kissed her firmly and with
great feding. Her response was to hold me yet tighter, and uncaring of how we didodged our shelter we
rolled passionately from one side to another.

Then at last | pulled mysdlf away, and Ameliaturned her face and pressed her lipsagainst mine. | was
now lying dmost completely atop her, and my weight was on her. We broke apart eventualy, and | held
my face half aninch from hers.

| smply said, with al the sincerity of absolutetruth: "'l love you, Amdia”

She made no answer other than to press my face to hers once more, and we kissed asif we had never
stopped. She was everything that could ever exist for me, and for that period at least the extraordinary
nature of our immediate surroundings ceased to matter. | wanted smply that we should continue kissing
forever. Indeed, by the very nature of her response, | assumed that Ameliawas in accord. Her hand was
behind my head, her fingers spread through my hair, and she was pressing me to her as we kissed.

Then she suddenly snatched her hand away, wrenched her face from mine, and she cried out aloud.

The tension drained away, and my body dumped. | fell forward across her, my face once more buried
inthe hollow of her shoulder. We lay immobile for many minutes, my breething irregular and painful, my
breath hot in the confined space. Amdiawas crying, and | felt her tearstrickle down her cheek and
againg thesde of my face.

I moved only once more, to ease acramp in my left arm, and then | lay still again, most of my weight
onAmdig

For along time my mind was blank; al desireto jugtify my actionsto mysdlf had drained as quickly as
the physical passion. Drained aso were the sdf-recriminations. | lay till, avare only of adight bruisng
around my mouth, the resdud flavour of Amelias kiss and the strands of her hair which brushed my
forehead.

She sobbed quietly for afew minutes more, but then became quiet. A few minutes later her breathing
became regular, and | judged she had fallen adeep. Soon, | too could fed the fatigue of the day clouding



my mind, and in due course | fell adeep.

| do not know how long | dept, but sometimelater | redized | was awake, yet ill in the same position
on top of Amelia. Our earlier problem of warmth was banished, for my whole body glowed with hest. |
had dept in spite of the awkward angle in which | waslying, and now my back was badly cramped. |
wanted to move, to rest from this position, and in addition | could fed the iff collar of my shirt cutting
into my neck and at the front the brass stud was biting into my throat, but | did not want to rouse Amdlia
| decided to lie dtill, and hopeto fall adeep again.

| found that my spirits were high, and thisin spite of al that had happened. Considered objectively our
chances of survival seemed dim; Ameliahad aso redized this. Unless we were to reach civilization within
the next twenty-four hoursit was likely we would perish out here on this platesu.

However, | could not forget that glimpse | had had of Amelias future destiny.

| knew that if Ameliawereto beliving in Richmond in the year 1903 shewould bekilled in the
conflagration about the house. | had not been rationd at the time, but my irresponsible tampering with the
Time Machine had been an ingtinctive response to this. That accident had precipitated our current
predicament, but | wasin no way sorry.

Wherever on Earth we were, and in whatever year, | had decided what we were to do. From now |
would make it my businessto see that Ameiawould never return to England until that day had passed!

| had aready declared my love for her, and she had seemed to respond; it would be no greater step to
avow my love as being eternd, and propose marriage. Whether she would accept | could not say, but |
was determined to be resolute and patient. As my wife, she would be subject to my will. Of course, she
was clearly of gentle birth, and my own origins were more humble, but | argued to mysdlf that thishad
not so far been alowed to affect our behaviour to one another; she was an emancipationist, and if our
love were true it would not be marred by-

"Areyou awake, Edward?’

Her voice was close by my ear.

"Yes. Did | wake you?

"No ... I've been awake for sometime. | heard your breathing change.”
"Isit daylight yet?' | said.

"l don't think s0."

"l think | should move" | said. "My weight must be crushing you."

Her arms, which were still around my back, tightened momentarily.
"Please stay asyou are," she said.

"l do not wish to seem to be taking advantage of you."

"Itis| whoistaking the advantage. Y ou are an excdllent substitute for blankets."

| lifted myself dightly away from her, so that my face was directly above hers. Around us, the leaves
rustled in the darkness.



| said: "Amédlia, | have something to say to you. | am passonatdy in love with you.”

Once again her armstightened their hold, pulling me down so that my face was dongside hers.
"Dear Edward," she said, hugging me affectionately.

"Do you have nothing e seto say?'

"Only... only that I'm sorry for what happened.”

"Do you not love metoo?"

"1'm not sure, Edward."

"Will you marry me?'

| felt her heed move: it was shaking from side to side, but beyond this she made no answer.
"Amdig?"

She maintained her slence, and | waited anxioudy. She was now quite immobile, her amsresting
across my back but exerting no pressure of any kind.

| said: "'l cannot concelve of life without you, Amelia. | have known you for such ashort time, and yet it
isasif | have been withyou dl my life."

"That ishow | fed," she said, but her voice was dmost inaudible, and her tone waslifdess.

"Then please marry me. When we reach civilization we will find aBritish Consul or amissonary
church, and we may marry a once."

"We should not talk of these things."

| sad, for my spiritswerelow: "Areyou refusng me?'
"Please, Edward...."

"Areyou aready engaged to another?'

"No, and | am not refusing you. | say we must not talk of
this because of the uncertainty of our prospects. We do not even know in which country we are. And
until then...."

Her voicetailed away, sounding as uncertain as her argument.

"But tomorrow," | went on, "wewill find where we are, and will you then present another excuse? I'm
asking only onething: do you love me asmuch asl| loveyou?'

"I don't know, Edward."

"l love you dearly. Can you say that to me?" Unexpectedly; her head turned and for amoment her lips
pressed gently againgt my cheek. Then shesaid: "I am unusualy fond of you, Edward dear.”

| had to be content with that. | raised my head, and brought my lips down to hers. They touched for a
second, but then she turned her head away.



"We were foolish before," she said. "L et us not make the same mistake. We have been forced to pass
anight together, and neither of us should take advantage of the other."

"If thet is how you seeit.”

"My dear, we must not assume that we will not be discovered. For al we know, this might be
someone's private estate.”

"Y ou have not suggested that before.”

"No, but we may not be as done aswethink."

"1 doubt if anyonewill investigate amound of leaved" | said.

Shelaughed then, and hugged me. "We must deep. We may have another long walk ahead of us."
"Areyou gill comfortablein this postion?”

"Yes Andyou?'

| said: "My collar ishurting me. Would you consider it improper if | wereto remove my tie?'
"You areawayssoformd! Let medo it for you ... it must be choking you.”

| raised mysdlf away from her, and with deft fingers she loosened the knot and released both front and
back studs. When thiswas done | lowered mysdf, and felt her arms closing about my back. | pressed
the side of my faceto hers, kissed her once on the lobe of her ear, and then we lay Hill, waiting for deep
to return.

We were awakened not by the rising sun, as our covering leaves effectively filtered the light to an
amost imperceptible maroon glow, but by the creaking and groaning of the near-by weed-bank. Amdia
and | lay in each other'sarmsfor afew minutes before risng, asif sensing that the warmth and intimacy of
the overnight tryst should be savoured. Then at last we kicked and pushed the scarlet leaves aside, and
emerged into the brilliant daylight and hard radiant heat. We Stretched daboratdly, each of us stiff from
the enforced stillness of the night.

Our morning toilet was brief, our breakfast briefer. We wiped our faceswith Ameliasflannd, and
combed our hair. We each took two squares of chocolate, and followed them with adraught of sap.
Then we collected our few belongings, and prepared to continue on our way. | noticed that Amdiadtill
carried her corset between the handles of her bag.

"Shall we not leave that behind?' | said, thinking how pleasant it would be if she were never to wear it
agan.

"And these?' she said, producing my collar and tie from the hand-bag. " Shall we |leave these behind
too?

"Of coursenat," | said. "I must wear them when wefind civilization."



"Then we are agreed.”
"Thedifferenceis,” | said, "that | do not need a servant. Nor have | ever had one."

"If your intentions for me are sincere, Edward, you must prepare yourself for the prospect of hiring
gaff."

Ameéliastone was as non-committa as ever, but the unmistakable reference to my proposal had the
effect of quickening my heart. | took the bag from her, and held her hand in mine. She glanced a me
once, and | thought | saw atrace of asmile, but then we were walking and we each kept our gaze
directed ahead. The weed-bank wasin the full throes of its seeming animation, and we stayed at awary
digancefromit.

Knowing that most of our walking must be done before midday, we maintained a good pace, walking
and resting at regular periods. As before, we found that the altitude made bresthing difficult, and so we
taked very little whilewe werewaking.

During one of our rests, though, | brought up a subject which had been occupying me.
"In which year do you supposewe are?’ | said.
"l have noidea. It depends on the degree to which you tampered with the controls.”

"l didn't know what | was doing. | dtered the monthly pre-setting did, and it was then during the
summer months of 1902. But | did not move the lever before | broke the nickel rod, and so | am
wondering whether the automatic return was not interrupted, and we are now in 1893."

Amdiaconsdered thisfor severa moments, but then said:

"] think not. The crucia act wasthe bresking of that rod. It would have interrupted the automatic
return, and extended the origind journey. At the end of that, the automatic return would come into
operation again, as we found when we lost the Machine. On the other hand, your changing of the monthly
dia might have had an effect. By how much did you ater it?'

| thought about thiswith great concentration. "I turned it severd monthsforward.”

" fill cannot say for certain. It seemsto methat we arein one of three possibletimes. Either we
returned to 1893, as you suggest, and are didocated by severa thousand miles, or the accident has | eft
usin 1902, at the date showing on the dials when the rod was broken... or we have travelled forward
those few months, and are now at, say, the end of 1902 or the beginning of 1903. In any event, one
meatter is certain: we have been propelled a consderable distance from Richmond.”

None of these postul ations was welcome, for any one of them meant that the disastrous day in June
1903 till lay ahead. | did not wish to dwell on the consequences of this, so | raised another topic that
had been troubling me.

"If we were now to return to England,” | said, "isit likely that we could meet ourselves?’
Amdiadid not answer my question directly. She sad:
"What do you mean, if wewereto return to England? Surely we will arrange that as soon as possible?”

"Yes, of course” | said, hadtily, regretting that | had phrased my question in that way. "Soitisnot a
rhetorica question: are we soon to meet oursalves?”



Amdiafrowned.

"l don't think itispossible” she said a length. "We have travelled in Timejust as postively aswe have
travelled in Space, and if my own belief is correct, we have left the world of 1893 asfar behind aswe
seem to have left Richmond. Thereisa thismoment neither AmeliaFitzgibbon nor Edward Turnbull in

England."
"Thenwhat," | said, having anticipated this answer, "will Sr William have made of our disgppearance?’

Amdiasmiled unexpectedly. "I'm sure | do not know. Nor am | surethat he will even notice my
absence until severa days have passed. Heisaman of great preoccupations. When heredlizes| have
gone, | suppose hewill contact the police and | will be listed asaMissing Person. That much at least he
will see ashisresponghility.”

"But you talk of thiswith such coldness. Surely Sir William will be most concerned at your
disappearance?’

" am merely speaking thefactsas| seethem. | know that he was preparing his Time Machine for a
journey of exploration, and had we not pre-empted him he would have been the first man to travel into
futurity. When he returnsto hislaboratory he will find the Machine apparently untouched - for it would
have returned directly from here - and he will continue with his planswithout regard for the household.”

| said: "Do you think that if Sir William were to suspect the cause of your disgppearance he might use
the Machineto try to find us?'

Ameliashook her head at once. "Y ou assume two things. Firgt, that he would redlize that we had
tampered with the Machine, and second, that even if so he would know where to search for us. Thefirgt
isamost impossible to suspect, for to al gppearances the Machine will appear untouched, and the
second is unthinkable, as the Machine has no record of itsjourneys when the automatic return has been
inoperation.”

"So we must make our own way back."

At thisAmeliacamealittle closer and grasped my hand. "Y es, my dear," she said.

The sun was past its zenith, and already the weed-bank was throwing a shadow, and we walked
soicaly on. Then, just as| wasfegling we should stop for another ret, | caught Amelias elbow and
pointed forward.

"Look, Amdia" | shouted. "There... on the horizon!"

Directly in front of uswasthe most welcome sight elther of us could have imagined. Something metalic
and polished was ahead of us, for the sun's rays were being reflected off into our eyes. The steadiness of
the dazzle was such that we knew it could not be coming from anatural feature, such asaseaor alake.
It was man-made, and our first sight of civilization.

We dtarted towardsit, but in amoment the glare vanished.



"What has happened?' Amdiasaid. "Did weimagineit?'
"Whatever it was, it hasmoved," | said. "But it wasnoilluson.”

Wewalked as quickly aswe could, but we were il suffering the effects of dtitude and were forced to
maintain our usual steady pace.

Within two or three minutes we saw the reflected light again, and knew we had not been mistaken. At
last sense prevailed and we took a short rest, eating the remainder of our chocolate and drinking as much
of the sap aswe could somach. Thusfortified, we continued towards the intermittent light, knowing that
at last our long walk was nearly over.

After another hour we were close enough to see the source of the reflection, although by then the sun
had moved further acrossthe sky and it had been some time since we had seen the dazzle. Therewas a
metal tower built in the desart, and it was the roof of thisthat had been catching the sunshine. Inthis
rarefied atmosphere distances were deceptive, and athough we had been able to see the tower for some
time, it wasn't until we were dmost on it that we were able to estimate its Sze. By then we were close
enough to see that it was not aone, and that some distance beyond it were severa more.

The overall height of the nearest tower was about sixty feet. In gppearance, the nearest analogy | can
draw isthat of ahuge, eongated pin, for the tower consisted of athin centrd pillar, surmounted by a
circular enclosed platform. Thisdescription isitself mideading, for there was not one centrd pillar, but
three. These were built very closely together, though, and ran parald to each other up to the platform
they supported, so it was only as we walked benegth the tower that Ameliaand | noticed this. These
three pillarswerefirmly buried in the soil but staring up at them | noticed that the platform was capable of
being raised or lowered, for the pillarswere jointed in severa places and made of tel escopic tubes.

The platform at the top was perhaps ten feet in diameter, and about seven feet high. On one sidethere
was what seemed to be alarge ova window, but thiswas made of dark glassand it wasimpossible to
see beyond it from where we stood. Benesth the platform was a mechanica mounting, rather like
gimbals, and it wasthis that enabled the platform to rotate dowly to and fro, thus causing the sun's
reflection to flash at us earlier. The platform was moving from side to side now, but apart from thisthere
was no sign of anyone about.

"Hallo up therel" | called, then after afew seconds repeated the cal. Either they could not hear me, or
my voice was wesker than | had realized, but there was no reply from the occupants.

While | had been examining the tower, Amelia had moved past me and was staring towards the
weed-bank. We had walked diagonaly away from the vegetation to visit the tower, but now | saw that
the bank here was even further away than | would have expected, and much lower. What was more,
working at the base of it were many people.

Ameéliaturned towards me, and | could seethejoy in her expression.
"Edward, were safel" she cried, and came towards me and we embraced warmly.

Safety indeed it was, for thiswas clear evidence of the habitation we had been seeking for so long. |
was all for going over to the people at once, but Ameliadelayed.

"We must make ourselves presentable,” she said, and fumbled inside her bag. She passed me my collar
and tie, and while| put these on she sat down and fussed with her face. After this shetried to dab off
some of the worst weed-stains from her clothes, using her face-flannel, and then combed her hair. | was
indire need of ashave, but there was nothing that could be done about that.



Apart from our generd untidiness, there was another matter that was troubling us both. Our long hours
exposed to the hot sunshine had lft their mark, in the fact that we were both suffering from sunburn.
Amelids face had gone abright pink - and she told me mine was no better - and although she had
applied some cold-cream from a pot in her bag, she said she was suffering considerably.

When we were ready, she said: "'l will take your arm. We do not know who these people are, so it
would be wise not to give the wrong impression. If we behave with confidence, we will be trested
correctly.”

"And what about that?" | said, indicating her corset, dl too evident between the handles of her bag.
"Now isthetimeto discard it. If we wish to appear asif we have been enjoying an afternoon stroll, that
will makeit clear we have not."

Ameliafrowned, evidently undecided. At last she picked it and placed it on the soil, so thet it leaned
againg one of the pillars of the tower.

"I'll leaveit here for the moment,” she said. "'l can soon find it again when we have spoken to the
people.”

She came back to me, took my arm and together we walked sedately towards the nearest of the
people. Once again the clear air had deceived our eyes, and we soon saw that the weeds were farther
away than we had imagined. | glanced back just once, and saw that the platform at the top of the tower
was dtill rotating to and fro.

Waking towards the people - none of whom had yet noticed us - | saw something that rather darmed
me. As| wasn't sure | said something about it to Amelia, but as we came closer there was no mistaking
it: most of the people - and there were both men and women - were dmaost completely unclothed.

| stopped at once, and turned away .

"l had better go forward done,” | said. "Please wait here.”

Amélia, who had turned with me, for | had grasped her arm, stared over her shoulder at the people.
"l am not as coy asyou,” she said. "From what are you trying to protect me?'

"They are not decent,” | said, very embarrassed. "1 will speak to them on my own.”

"For Heaven's sake, Edward!" Ameliacried in exasperation. "We are about to starve to degth, and you
smother me with modesty!"

Shelet go of my arm, and strode off done. | followed immediately, my face burning with my
embarrassment. Amelia headed directly for the nearest group: about two dozen men and women who
were hacking at the scarlet weeds with long bladed knives.

"You!" she cried, venting her anger with me on the nearest man. Do you spesk English?!

The man turned sharply and faced her. For an instant he looked at her in surprise - and in that moment
| saw that hewas very tdl, that his skin was burned areddish colour, and that he was wearing nothing
more than astained loincloth - and then prostrated himself before her. In the same instant, the other
people around him dropped their knives and threw themsealves face down on the ground.

Amdiaglanced a me, and | saw that the imperious manner had gone as quickly asit had been
assumed. She looked frightened, and | went and stood by her side.



"What's the matter?' she said to mein awhisper. "What have | done?"
| said: ™Y ou probably scared the wits out of them.”

"Excuseme," Ameliasaid to, the people, in amuch gentler voice. "Does any one of you speak English?
We are very hungry, and need shdter for the night.”

There was no response.
"Try another language,” | said.

"Excusez-moi, parlez-vous francais?" Amdiasaid. Therewas still no response, so sheadded: " ¢,
Habla usted Espariol ?" Shetried German, and then Italian. "'It'sno good," she said to mein the end.
"They don't understand.”

| went over to the man whom Amelia had first addressed, and squatted down beside him. Heraised his
face and looked at me, and his eyes seemed haunted with terror.

"Stand up,” | said, accompanying the words with suitable hand-gestures. "Come on, old chap... on
your feet."

| put out ahand to assist him, and he stared back a me. After amoment he climbed dowly to hisfeet
and stood before me, his head hanging.

"We aren't going to hurt you," | said, putting as much sympathy into my words as possible, but they had
no effect on him. "What are you doing here?’,

With this| looked at the weed-bank in asignificant way. His response wasimmediate: he turned to the
others, shouted something incomprehensible at them, then reached down and snatched up hisknife.

At this| took astep back, thinking that we were about to be attacked, but | could not have been more
wrong. The other people clambered up quickly, took their knives and continued with the work we had
interrupted, hacking and dashing at the vegetation like men possessed.

Ameiasad quietly: "Edward, these are just peasants. They have mistaken usfor overseers.”
"Then we mugt find out who their real supervisorsare!”
We stood and watched the peasants for aminute or so longer.

The men were cutting the larger slems, and chopping them into more manageable lengths of about
twelve feet The women worked behind them, stripping the main stems of branches; and separating fruit
or seed-pods as they found them. The stems were then thrown to one side, the leaves or fruit to another.
With every dash of the knife quantities of sap issued forth, and trickled from the plants aready cut. The
areaof soil directly in front of the weed-bank was flooded with the spilled sap, and the peasants were
working in mud up to twelve inches deep.

Ameiaand | walked on, carefully maintaining a distance from the peasants and walking on soil that was
dry. Here we saw that the spilled sap was not wasted; asit oozed down from where the peasants were
working it eventually trickled into awooden trough that had been placed in the soil, and flowed dongina
relatively liquid gate, accumulating al the way.

"Did you recognize thelanguage?' | said.
"They spoketoo quickly. A guttural tongue. Perhapsit was Russian.”



"But not Tibetan," | said, and Amdiafrowned a me.

"| based that guess on the nature of the terrain, and our evident dtitude,” she said. "I think it is pointless
continuing to peculate about our location until we find someonein authority.”

Aswe moved along the weed-bank we came across more and more of the peasants, al of whom
seemed to be working without supervison. Their conditions of work were atrocious, asin the more
crowded areas the spilled sap created large swamps, and some of the poor wretches were standing in
muddy liquid above their waists. As Amdliaobserved, and | could not help but agree, there was much
room for reform here.

Wewalked for about haf amile until we reached a point where the wooden trough cameto a
confluence with three others, which flowed from different parts of the weed-bank. Here the sap was
ducted into alarge pool, from which it was pumped by severa women using a crude, hand-operated
deviceinto asubgdiary system of irrigation channds. From where we were standing we could see that
these flowed adongside and through alarge area of cultivated land. On the far sde of this stood two more
of the metd towers.

Further dong we saw that the peasants were cutting the weed on the dant, so that as we had been
walking parald to their workings we eventualy found what it was that lay beyond the bank of weeds. It
was awater-course, some three hundred yards wide. Its natural width was only exposed by the cropping
of weeds, for when we looked to the north, in the direction from which we had waked, we saw that the
weeds so choked the waterway that in placesit was entirely blocked. The total width of the weed-bank
was nearly amile, and as the opposite sde of the waterway was smilarly overgrown, and with another
crowd of peasants cutting back the weed; we redlized that if they intended to clear the entire length of the
waterway by hacking manually through the weeds then the peasants were confronted with atask that
would take them many generationsto accomplish.

Amediaand | walked beside the water, soon |leaving the peasants behind. The ground was uneven and
pitted, presumably because of the roots of the weeds which had once grown here, and the water was
dark-coloured and undisturbed by ripples. Whether it was ariver or acand was difficult to say; the
water was flowing, but so dowly that the movement was bardly perceptible, and the banks were
irregular. This seemed to indicate that it was anatura watercourse, but its very straightness belied this
assumption.

We passed another meta tower, which had been built at the edge of the water, and athough we were
now some way from where the peasants were cutting back the weed there was still much activity about
us. We saw carts carrying the cut weed being manhandled aong, and several times we came across
groups of peasants walking towards the weed-bank. In the fields to our left were many more people
tilling the crops.

Both Ameliaand | were tempted to go acrossto the fields and beg for something to et - for surely
food must be there in abundance - but our first experience with the peasants had made us wary. We
reasoned that some kind of community, even beit just avillage, could not be far away. Indeed, ahead of
uswe had already seen two large buildings, and we were walking faster, sensing that there lay our
sdvation.



We entered the nearer of the two buildings, and immediately discovered that it was akind of
warehouse, for most of its contents were huge baes of the cut weed, neatly sorted into types. Ameliaand
| walked through the ground area.of the building, still seeking someone to whom we could talk, but the
only people there were more of the peasants. Asdl their fellows had done, these men and women
ignored us, bending over their tasks.

We left this building by the way we had entered: ahuge meta door, which was presently held open by
an arrangement of pulleys and chains. Outside, we headed for the second building, which was about fifty
yards from the first. Between the two stood another of the metal towers.

We were passing benegth this tower when Amdiatook my hand in hers, and said: "Edward, listen.”

There was a distant sound, one attenuated by the thin air, and for amoment we could not locate its
source. Then Amelia stepped away from me, towards where there was along metd rail, raised about
three feet from the ground. Aswe walked towardsit, the sound could be identified as a queer grating and
whining sound, and looking down the rail towards the south we saw that coming along it was akind of
conveyance.

Amediasad: "Edward, could that be arallway train?"
"Onjudt onerail?' | said. "And without alocomotive?’

However, asthe conveyance dowed down it became clear that arailway train was exactly what it was.
There were nine coachesin dl, and without much noise it cameto ahdt with itsfront end just beyond
where we had been standing. We stared in amazement at this sight, for it looked to all appearances asif
the carriages of anorma train had broken away from their engine. But it was not this done that sartled
us. The carriages seemed to be unpainted, and were left in their unfinished meta; rust showed in severa
places. Furthermore, the carriages themsalves were not built in the way one would expect, but were
tubular. Of the nine carriages, only two - the front and the rear - bore any conceivable resemblance to
the sort of trainson which Ameliaand | regularly travelled in England. That isto say that these had doors
and afew windows, and asthetrain hated we saw severd passengers descending. The seven centra
carriages, though, werelike totally enclosed metal tubes, and without any apparent door or window.

| noticed that a man was stepping down from the front of the train, and seeing that there were windows
placed in the very front of the carriage | guessed that it was from there he drove thetrain. | pointed this
out to Amelia, and we watched him with grest interest.

That he was not of the peasant stock was evident, for hiswhole manner was assured and confident,
and he was neatly dressed in aplain grey outfit. This comprised an unadorned tunic or shirt, and apair of
trousers. In this he seemed no differently dressed from the passengers, who were clustering around the
seven centra carriages. All these people were similar in gppearance to the peasants, for they were of the
reddish skin coloration, and very tall. The driver went to the second carriage and turned alarge meta
handle onitsside. Ashedid this, we saw that on each of the seven enclosed carriages large doors were
moving dowly upwards, like meta blinds. The men who had |eft the train clustered expectantly around
these doors.

Within afew seconds, there was a scene of considerable confusion.

We saw that the seven enclosed carriages had been packed to capacity with men and women of
peasant stock, and as the doors were wound open these stumbled or clambered on the ground, spilling
out dl around thetrain.

The men in charge moved amongst the peasants, brandishing what had seemed to uson first sight to be



short canes or sticks, but which now appeared to have avicious and peremptory function. Some kind of
electrical accumulator was evidently within the sticks, for asthe men used them to herd the peasantsinto
ranks, any unfortunate soul who was so much as brushed by the stick received anasty eectrica shock,
accompanied by abrilliant flash of green light and aloud hissing sound. The hapless recipients of these
shocksinvariably fdl to the ground, clutching the part of the anatomy that had been afflicted, only to be
dragged to their feet again by their fellows.

Needlessto say, thewidders of these devilish instruments had little difficulty in bringing order to the
crowd.

"Wemust bring astop to thisat once!™ Amdiasad. "They are treating them no better than daves!”

| think shewas dl for marching forward and confronting the men in charge, but | laid my hand on her
armto redtrain her.

"We must seewhat is happening,” | said. "Wait awhile... thisis not the moment to interfere.”

The confusion persisted for afew minutes more, while the peasants were force-marched towards the
building we had not yet visited. Then | noticed that the doors of the enclosed carriages were being wound
down into place again, and that the man who had driven the train was moving towards the far end.

| said: "Quickly, Amelia, let usboard thistrain. It isabout to leave.”
"But thisisthe end of theline"
"Precisely. Don't you see? It isnow going to go in the opposite direction.”

We hesitated no more, but walked quickly acrossto the train and climbed into the passenger
compartment that had been at the front. None of the men with the eectrical whips paid the least bit of
attention to us, and no sooner were we inside than the train moved dowly forward.

| had expected the motion to be unbaanced - for with only onerail | could not see that it would be
otherwise - but once moving the train had aremarkably smooth passage. There was not even the noise of
wheds, but smply a gentle whirring noise from beneath the carriage. What we were most gppreciative of
in those first few seconds, though, was the fact that the carriage was heated. It had been growing cold
outside, for it was not long to sunset.

The segting arrangementsing de were not too dissmilar from what we were accustomed to at home,
athough there were no compartments and no corridor. Theinside of the carriage was open, so that it
was possible to move about from one part to another, and the seats themselves were metal and
uncushioned. Ameliaand | took sests by one of the windows, looking out across the waterway. We
weredonein the carriage.

During the entire journey, which took about haf an hour, the scenery beyond the windows did not
much change. Therailway followed the bank of the waterway for most of the distance, and we saw that
in places the banks had been reinforced with brick cladding, thus tending to confirm my early suspicion
that the waterway wasin fact alarge canal. We saw afew smal boats plying dong it, and in severa
places there were bridges across it. Every few hundred yards the train would pass another of the meta
towers.

The train stopped just once before reaching its destination. On our Sde of thetrain it looked asif we
had halted at a place no larger than where we had boarded, but through the windows on the other side of
the carriage we could see a huge industria area, with great chimneysissuing copious clouds of smoke,



and furnaces setting up an orange glow in the dark sky. The moon was aready out, and the thick smoke
drifted over itsface.

While we werewaiting for the train to re-start, and severa peasants were being herded aboard, Amelia
opened the door briefly and looked up the line, in the direction in which we were heading.

"Look, Edward,” she said. "We are coming to acity."

| leaned outside too, and saw in the light of the setting sun that amile or two further on there were
many large buildings, clustered together untidily. Like Amdlia, | wasrdieved at thissight, for the
al-apparent barbarities of life in the countryside had repelled me. Lifein any city, however foreign, isby
its nature familiar to other city-dwellers, and there we knew we would find the responsible authorities we
were seeking. What ever this country, and however repressive their local laws, we astravellerswould
receive favoured trestment, and as soon as Ameliaand | had come to agreement (which wasitsdlf a
matter | had till to resolve) we would be bound, by seaor rail, for England. Ingtinctively, | patted my
breast pocket to make sure my wallet was still there. If we wereto return immediately to England what
little money we had with us - we had established earlier in the day that we had two pounds fifteen shillings
and sixpence between us - would have to be used, as a surety of our good faith with the Consul.

Such reassuring thoughts were in my mind as the train moved steedily towards the city. The sun had
now set, and the night was upon us.

"See, Edward, the evening tar isbright.”

Ameéliapointed to it, huge and blue-white, afew degrees above the place of the sun's setting. Next to
it, looking small, and in quarter-phase, was the moon.

| stared &t the evening star, remembering Sir William's words about the planets which made up our
solar system. There was one such, lonely and beautiful, impossibly distant and unattainable.

Then Ameiagasped, and | felt my heart tighten in the same moment.
"Edward,” shesaid. "There are two moonsvisble!™

The mysteries of this place could no longer beignored. Ameliaand | stared at each other in horror,
understanding at long last what had become of us. | thought of the riotous growth of scarlet weed, the
thinness of the atmaosphere, the freezing cold, the unfiltered heat of the sun, the lightnessin our treed, the
deep-blue sky, the red-bodied people, the very dienness of al that surrounded us. Now, seeing the two
moons, and seeing the evening star, therewas afina mystery, one which placed an intolerable burden on
our ability to support our dearest belief, that we were till on our home world. Sir William's Machine had
taken usto futurity, but it had aso borne us unwittingly through the dimension of Space. A Time Machine
it might be, but also a Space Machine, for now both Ameliaand | accepted the frightful knowledge that
in some incredible way we had been brought to another world, one where our own planet was the herad
of night. | stared down at the candl, seeing the brilliant point of light that was Earth reflecting from the
water, and knew only desperation and aterrible fear. For we had been transported through Space to
Mars, the planet of war.

Chapter Eight
THE CITY OF GRIEF



| moved acrossto sit next to Amelia, and she took my hand.

"We should have redlized," she said, whispering. "Both of us knew we could no longer be on Earth, but
neither of uswould admit it."

"We could not have known. It isbeyond al experience.
"Soisthe notion of travel through Time, and yet we readily accepted that.”

Thetrain lurched dightly, and we fdt it beginto dow. | looked past Amdlias profile, acrossthe arid
desert towards that brilliant light in the sky.

"How can we be sure that that is Earth?' | said. "After dl, neither of us has ever-"

"Don't you know, Edward? Can't you fed it ingde you? Doesn't everything el se abouit this place seem
foreign and hogtile? | s there not something that speaksto usinginctively when welook at thet light?Itisa
sght of home, and we both fed it."

"But what areweto do?' Thetrain braked again as| spoke, and looking through the windows on the
opposite side of the carriage | saw that we were stopping inside alarge, darkened train-shed. On our
sdeof thetrain awall came between usand our view of the sky and its ominous reminders.

Amdiasaid: "Wewill have no option in the matter. It is not o much what we do, aswhat isto be done
withus"

"Areyou saying that we arein danger?'

"Possbly ... assoon asit isredized that we are not of thisworld. After al, what would be likely to
happen to a man who came to Earth from another world?"

"I havenoidea" | sad.

"Therefore we can have no ideawhat isin store for us. We shdl have to hope for the best, and trust
that in spite of their primitive society we will be wdl treated. | should not care to spend the rest of my
dayslikeananimd.”

"Nor |. Butisthat likely, or even feasible?'

"We have seen how the daves are treated. If we were taken for two of those wretches, then we could
wdll be put to work."

"But we have aready been taken for two of the overseers” | reminded her. " Some accident of clothing,
or something about our appearance, has compounded in our favour.”

"We dtill need to be careful. Thereis no telling what we shdl find here.”

In spite of the resolution in our words, we were in no condition to take charge of our fate, for in
addition to the multitude of questions that surrounded our prospects, we were both dishevelled, tired and
hungry from our ordedl in the desert. | knew that Ameliacould fedl no better than I, and | was exhausted.
Both of uswere durring our words, and in spite of our attemptsto articulate our fedings, the redization
of where we had been deposited by the Time Machine had been thefina blow to our morae.



Outside, | could hear the daves being herded from the train, and the distinctive crackle of the electrica
whipswas an unpleasant reminder of our precarious postion.

"Thetrain will be moving off soon,” | said, pushing Amdiagently into an upright pogtion. "We have
cometo acity, and we must look for shelter there.”

"l don't want to go."
"Wewill haveto."

| went to the far side of the carriage, and opened the nearest door. | took aquick glance dong the
length of thetrain; evidently the daves were being taken from the opposite Sde of thetrain for here there
was no movement, bar one man sauntering dowly away from me. | went back to Amelia, who was il
gtting passivey.

"In afew minutesthe train will be going back to where we came from,” | said. "Do you wish to spend
another night in the desert?'

"Of coursenot. I'm just alittle nervous at the thought of entering the city.”

| said "We must eat some food, Amelia, and find somewhere safe and warm to deep. The very fact
that thisisacity isto our advantage: it must be large enough for usto go unnoticed. We have dready
survived agreat ordedl, and | do not think we need fear anything further. Tomorrow we will try to
edtablish what rightswe have."

Ameliashook her head lethargically, but to my relief she then rose wearily to her feet and followed me
from the carriage. | gave her my hand to help her to the ground, and she took it. Her grasp was without
pressure.

The sound of the whips echoed from the other side of the train as we hurried towards where aglow of
light emanated from behind a protruding corner. There was no sign of the man | had seen earlier.

Aswe came round the corner we saw ahead of usatall doorway, set well back into the brick wall and
painted white. Over the top wasasign, illuminated in some manner from behind, and bearing alegend in
agyle of printing that wastotally incomprehensibleto me. It wasthissign that drew our attention, rather
than the door itsdlf, for thiswas our first Sght of Martian written language.

After we had stared at thisfor afew seconds - the | ettering was black on awhite background, but here
the superficia smilarity with Earth scripts cameto an end - | led Amdiaforward, anxiousto find warmth
and food. It was bitterly cold in the train-shed, for it was open to the night air.

There was no handle on the door, and for amoment | wondered if there would be some dien
mechanism that would defy us. | pushed experimentally, and discovered that one side of the door moved

dightly.

I must have been weak from our sojourn in the wilds, for beyond this| wasincapable of shifting it.
Amélia helped me, and in amoment we found that we could push the door open far enough for usto
pass through, but as soon as we released it the heavy device siwung back and closed with adam. We



had come into a short corridor, no longer than five or six yards, at the end of which was another door.
The corridor was completely featureless, with the exception of one eectrical incandescent lamp fixed to
the celling. We went to the second door and pushed it open, feding asimilar weight. Thisdoor so
closed quickly behind us.

Amdiasad: "My earsfed asthough they are blocked.”
"Minetoo," | said. "I think the pressure of air isgreater here."

Wewerein asecond corridor, identical to the first. Ameliaremembered something she had been taught
when she wasin Switzerland, and showed me how to rdlieve the pressurein my ears by holding my nose

and blowing gently.
Aswe passed through the third door there was another increase in the density of the air.
"| fed | can breathe at lagt,” | said, wondering how we had survived for so long inthethin air outsde.
"We must not over-exert oursdves" Amdiasad. "l fed alittle dizzy dready."

Even though we were anxious to continue on our way we waited in the corridor for afew minutes
longer. Like Amdlia, | wasfeding light-headed in thericher air, and this sensation was sharpened by a
barely detectable hint of ozone. My fingertips were tingling as my blood was renewed with thisfresh
supply of oxygen, and this coupled with the fact of the lighter Martian gravity - which, while we had been
in the desert, we had attributed to some effect of high dtitude - lent a spuriousfedling of great energy.
Spuriousit surely was, for | knew we must both be near the end of the tether; Amdias shoulders were
stooped, and her eyes were still half-closed.

| placed my arm around Amelias shoulders.
"Comedong," | said. "We do not have much further to go.”
"l an dill alittlefrightened.”

"Thereis nothing that can threaten us," | said, but in truth | shared her fears. Neither of uswasin any
position to understand the full implications of our predicament. Deep inside, | wasfeding thefirst
tremblings of an ingtinctive dread of the dien, the strange, the exatic.

We stepped dowly forward, pushed our way through the next door, and at last found ourselves
looking out across a part of the Martian city.

Outside the door through which we had come a street ran from I€eft to right, and directly opposite us
were two buildings. These, at first sght, loomed large and black, so used were we to the barrenness of
the desert, but on a second examination we saw that they were scarcely bigger than the grander private
houses of our own cities. Each one stood aone, and wasintricately ornamented with moulded plaster on
the outside walls; the doors were large, and there were few windows. If thislendsto such buildings an
auraof grace or elegance, then it should be added that both of the two buildings we then saw wereina
state of advanced decay. One, indeed, had one wall partialy collapsed, and adoor hung open on a
hinge. In the interiors we could see much rubble and litter, and it was clear that neither had been



occupied for many years. Thewalls still standing were cracked and crumbling, and therewasno visible
sign that aroof gill stood.

| glanced up and saw that the city was open to the sky, for | could make out the stars overhead.
Curioudly, though, the air was as dense here as it had been inside the corridors, and the temperature was
much warmer than we had experienced in the desert.

The street we were in was lighted: at intervals a ong each side were severa more of the towerswe had
seen, and now we redlized apart, at least, of their function, for on the polished roof of each tower wasa
powerful light which swept to and fro as the platform rotated dowly. These constantly sweeping beams
had a strangdly sinister aspect, and they were far removed from the warm, placid gadightsto which we
were both accustomed, but the very fact that the Martiansilluminated their Streets at night wasa
reassuringly human detail.

"Which way shdl we go?' Amdiasad.

"We must find the centre of the city,” | said. "Clearly thisisaquarter that hasfdleninto disuse. |
suggest we strike directly away from thisrail-terminus until we meet some of the people.”

"The people? Y ou mean ... Martians?'

"Of course,” | said, taking her hand in mine with ashow of confidence. "We have dready accosted
severd without knowing who they were. They seem very like us, so we have nothing to fear from them.”

Without waiting for areply | pulled her forward, and we walked briskly adong the street towards the
right. When we came to the corner we turned with it, and found we were in asmilar, though rather
longer, street Along each side of thiswere more buildings, styled as ornately asthefirst we had seen, but
with sufficient subtle variationsin architecture to avoid obvious repetition of shape. Here too the buildings
were in decay, and we had no means of knowing for what purposes they had once been used. The
ruination gpart, this was not a thoroughfare which would have disgraced one of the spa-towns of

England.

Wewalked for about ten minutes without seeing any other pedestrians, athough aswe passed one
street-junction we briefly saw, at some distance down the intersecting road, a powered conveyance
moving swiftly across our view. It had appeared too quickly for usto seeit in any detail, and we were left
with an impression of considerable speed and incontinent noise.

Then aswe approached a cluster of buildings from which severd lightsissued, Amelia suddenly pointed
aong asmaller street to our right.

"See, Edward,” she said softly. "There are people by that building.”

Along that street too were lighted buildings, and from one of them, as she had indicated, severd people
had just walked. | turned that way instantly, but Amelia held back.

"Let'snot go that way," she said. "We don't know-"

"Areyou prepared to starve?' | cried, although my bravurawas afacade. "We must see how these
people live, so that we may eat and deep.”

"Do you not think we should be more circumspect? It would be foolhardy to walk into a Situation we
could not escape from."

"Wearein such agtuation now," | said, then deliberately made my voice more persuasive. "We arein



desperate trouble, Ameliadear. Maybe you areright to think it would be foolish to walk straight up to
these people, but | know no other way."

Amdiasad nothing for amoment, but she stood close by my side, her hand limp in mine. | wondered if
she were about to faint once more, for she seemed to be swaying dightly, but after awhile she looked up
at me. Asshe did so, the sweeping beam from one of the towersfell full across her face, and | saw how
tired and ill she looked.

She said: "Of courseyou areright, Edward. | did not think we should survive in the desert. We must of
course mingle with these Martian people, for we cannot return to that.”

| squeezed her hand to comfort her, and then we waked dowly towards the building where we had
seen the people. As we approached, more gppeared through the main doorway and headed up the street
away from us. One man even glanced in our direction as two of the light-beams swept across us, so that
he must have seen us clearly, but he showed no visible reaction and walked on with the others.

Amediaand | cameto ahdt in front of the doorway, and for afew seconds | stared down the street at
the Martians. They al walked with acurious, easy loping motion; doubtless thiswas a product of the low
gravity conditions, and doubtless agait that Ameliaand | would perfect as soon aswe grew more
accustomed to the conditions here.

"Dowegoindde?' Amdiasad.

"l can think of no other course,” | said, and led the way up the three low stepsin front of the door.
Another group of Martian people was coming out in the opposite direction, and they passed without
appearing to notice us. Their faceswere indistinct in the haf-light, but close to we saw just how tall they
were. They wereal at least Sx inchestaler than|.

Light from within was spilling down the passage beyond the door, and as we passed through we came
into ahuge, brightly lit room, one so large that it seemed it must occupy the whole of the building.

We stopped just inside the door, standing warily, waiting for our eyesto adjust to the brilliance.

All was at first confusing, for what furniture was there was in haphazard order, and consisted, for the
most part, of what seemed to be tubular scaffolding. From this were suspended by ropeswhat | can best
describe as hammocks: large sheets of thick fabric or rubber, hanging some two feet from the ground. On
these, and standing around them, were severa dozen of the Martian people.

With the exception of the peasant-daves - whom we surmised to be of the lowest socid order - these
were the first Martians we had seen closdly. These were the city-dwellers, the same as those men we had
seen wielding the electrical whips. These were the people who ordered this society, eected its leaders,
madeits laws. These were from now to be our peers, and in spite of our tiredness and mental
preoccupations Ameiaand | regarded them with considerable interest.

| have already noted that the average Martian isatal being; what is aso most noticeable, and of
emphatic importance, isthat the Martians are undeniably human, or human-like.

To spesk of the average Martian is as mideading as to speak of the average human on Earth, for even



inthosefirst few seconds as we regarded the occupants of the building, Ameliaand | noticed that there
were many superficial differences. We saw some who were taler than most, some shorter; there were
thinner Martians and fatter ones; there were some with great manes of hair, otherswere bald or bading;
the predominant skin-tone was areddish tint, but this was more evident in some than in others.

With thisin mind, then, let me say that the, average adult Martian male could be roughly described thus:

He would be of the order of some six feet six inchestdl, with black or brown head-hair. (We saw no
red-heads, and no blonds.) He would weigh, if he were to step on scales an Earth, some two hundred
pounds. His chest would be broad, arid apparently well-muscled. He would have facia hair, with thin
eyebrows and wispy beard; some of the males we saw were clean-shaven, but this was uncommon. His
eyeswould be large, uncannily palein coloration, and set wide apart in hisface. Hisnose would be flat
and broad, and his mouth would be generoudy fleshed.

At firgt Sght the Martian face isa disturbing onefor it seems brutal and devoid of emotion; aswe later
mingled with these people, however, both Ameliaand | were able to detect facia nuances, even though
we were never sure how to interpret them.

(My description hereis of acity-Martian. The dave people were of the sameracia stock, but dueto
the privationsthey suffered, most of the daves we saw were comparatively thin and puny.)

TheMartian female - for women there were in that room, and children too - is, like her Earthly
counterpart, dightly the physicd inferior of the male. Even so, dmost every Martian femae we saw was
taller than Amdlia, who is, as has dready been said, taler than the average Earth woman. Thereisno
woman on Mars who could ever be considered to be abeauty by Earth standards, nor, | suspect, would
that concept have any meaning on Mars. At no time did we ever sensethat Martian femaleswere
appreciated for their physical charms, and indeed we often had reason to believe that, as with some
animals on Earth, the roles on Mars were reversed in this respect

The children we saw were, dmaost without exception, charming to usin the way any youngster has
charm. Their faces were round and eager, not yet rendered unpleasant by the broadness and flatness so
evident in the adults. Their behaviour, like that of Earth children, was on the whole riotous and
mischievous, but they never gppeared to anger the adults, whose attitude was indulgent and solicitousto
them. It often seemed to us that the children were the sole source of happiness on thisworld, for the only
time we saw the adults laughing wasin the company of children.

Thisbrings meto an aspect of Martian life which did not at first strike us, but which in later times
became increasingly obvious. That isto say that | cannot imagine arace of beings more universaly
lugubrious, downcast or plainly miserable than the Martians.

The aura of despondency was present in theroom as Ameliaand | first entered it, and it was probably
this which was our eventud saving. The typica Martian | have described would be obsessed with his
internal miseriesto the virtual excluson of al other factors. To no other reason can | attribute the fact that
Ameliaand | were able to move so fredy about the city without attracting attention. Even in those first
few moments, aswe stood in anticipation of thefirst cry of larm or excitement at our appearance, few
Martians so much asglanced in our direction. | cannot imaginethe arrival of aMartian in an Earth city
iciting the sameindifference.

Perhaps dlied to this overd| depression wasthe fact that the room was almost silent. One or two of the
Martians spoke quietly, but most stood or sat about glumly. A few children ran while their parents
watched, but this was the only movement The voices we heard were weird: soprano and melifluous.
Obvioudy we could not understand the words or even the tenor of the conversations - athough the



words were accompanied by intricate hand-signals - but the Sight of these large and ugly people spesking
inwhat seemed to usto be fal setto was most disconcerting.

Amdiaand | waited by the door, unsure of everything: | looked at Amelia, and suddenly the sight of
her face - tired, dirty, but so lovely - was awelcome reminder of al that was familiar to me. She looked
back at me, the strain of the last two days il reveding itsdf in her expression, but she smiled and
entwined her fingers through mine once more.

"They'rejust ordinary people, Edward."
"Areyou dill frightened?" | said.
"I'm not sure.... they seem harmless.”

"If they can livein thiscity, then so can we. What we must do is see how they conduct their everyday
lives, and follow their example. They seem not to recognize us as srangers.”

Just then agroup of the Martians moved away from 'the hammocks and waked in their strange, loping
gait towards us. At once | led Ameliaback through the door, and returned to the street with its
ever-sweeping lights. We crossed to the further side, then turned back to watch what the Martians were
doing.

In amoment the group appeared, and without looking oncein our direction they set off down the way
we had seen the others go earlier. We waited for half a minute, then followed them at a distance.

As soon aswe returned to the street we realized that it had been warmer inside, and this was cause for
further reassurance. | had been fearing that the native Martianslived habitudly in coldness, but theinside
of the building had been heated to an acceptable level. | was not surethat | wishedto degpina
communa dormitory - and wished such conditions even lessfor Amelia- but even if we did not care for
it, we knew at least that we could tonight deep warmly and comfortably.

It turned out that there was not far to walk. The Martians ahead of us crossed a street-junction, joined
another, much larger, group waking from adifferent direction, then turned into the next building they
cameto. Thiswaslarger than many of the buildings we had so far seen, and from what we could see of it
inthefitful illumination of the tower lightsit appeared to be plainer in architecturd style. Therewaslight
showing from the windows, and as we came nearer we could hear much noise from within.

Ameliamade an exaggerated sniffing noise.
"l amdll food," shesad. "And | hear clattering of dishes.”
| sad: "And | detect wishful thinking."

However, our mood was now much lighter, and feeble though such an exchange might be it wasan
indication that Ameliawas sharing my feding of renewed hope.

We did not hesitate as we approached the building, so emboldened had we been by our visit to the
other building, and walked confidently through the main door into avast, brightly lit hall.



It was clear at once that thiswas not another dormitory, for amost the entire floor-space was given
over to long tables set in pardld rows. Each of these was crowded with Martian people apparently in the
middle of abanquet. The tableswere liberdly spread with dishes of food, the air wasladen with a
steamy, greasy smell, and the walls echoed to the sound of the Martians voices. At the far end was what
we assumed was the kitchen, for here about a dozen of the dave-Martians were toiling with meta plates
and huge dishfuls of food, which were set out along araised platform by the entrance to the kitchen.

The group of Martians we had been following had walked to this platform, and were helping
themsalvesto food.

| said: "Our problem is solved, Amdia. Hereisample food for the taking."

"Assuming wemay edt it in safety.”

"Do you mean it could be poisonous?’

"How are we to know? We are not Martian, and our digestive systems might be quite different.”
"l don't intend to Sarvewhile | decide,™ | said. "And anyway we are being watched.”

Thiswas the casg, for dthough we had been able to stand unnoticed in the dormitory building, our
evident heditation was attracting attention. | took Amelia by the elbow and propelled her towardsthe
platform.

My hunger had been such, earlier in the day, that | had thought | could have eaten anything. In the
hours between, however, the gnawing hunger had passed to be replaced by a sensation of nausea, and
the compulsion to eat was now much less than | would have anticipated. Furthermore, as we approached
the platform it was clear that athough there was food in abundance, there wasllittle that looked at all
appetizing, and | was stricken with amost unexpected fastidiousness. Mot of the food wasliquid or
semi-liquid, and waslaid out in tureens or bowls. The scarlet weed was obvioudy the staple, diet of these
people, in spite of the severa fields of green-crop we had seen, for many of the stew-like dishes
contained large quantities of the red stems and leaves. There were, though, one or two plates of what
could be mest (dthough it was very under-cooked), and to one side there was something which, but for
the fact we had seen no cattle, we could have taken for cheese. In addition, there were several glassjugs
containing vividly coloured liquids, which were poured over the food as sauces by the Martians.

"Take smdl quantities of asmany different kindsaspossible” Amdiasad softly. "Thenif any of itis
dangerous, the effect will be minimized.”

The plates were large, and made of adull metallic substance, and we each took a generous amount of
food. Once or twice | sniffed what | wastaking, but thiswas unedifying, to say the least.

Carrying our plates, we went towards one of the tables at the side, away from the main group of
Martians.

There was asmall number of the people at one end of the table we sdlected, but we passed them by
and sat at the other end. The seats were long low benches, one on each side. Ameliaand | sat next to
each other, not at dl at easein this strange place, even though the Martians continued to pay no attention
to us now we had moved away from the door.

We each took alittle of the food: it was not pleasant, but it was still quite hot and was certainly better
than an empty stomach.

After amoment, Ameliasaid in alow voice: "Edward, we cannct livelike thisfor ever. We have smply



been lucky sofar.”

"Don' let usdiscussit. We are both exhausted. Well find somewhere to deep tonight, and in the
morning wewill make plans

"Plansto do what? Spend alifetimein hiding?'

We ate our way stoicaly through the food, being reminded continually of that bitter taste we had first
experienced in the desert. The meat was no better; it had atexture smilar to some cuts of beef, but was
sweet and bland in flavour. Even the 'cheese!, which we left until the end, was acidic.

On the whole our attention was distracted away from the food by the events about us.

| have already described the Martians habitual expression as being one of great lugubriousness, and in
spite of the amount of conversation there was no levity. On our table, aMartian woman leaned forward
and rested her wide forehead on her arms, and we could see tearstrickling from her eyes. A little |ater,
onthefar sde of the hal, aMartian man jumped abruptly back from his seat and strode around the
room, waving hislong arms and declaiming in his queer, high-pitched voice. He cameto awall and leant
againg it, banging hisfists and shouting. Thisat last attracted the attention of hisfellows, and severd
hurried to him and stood about, apparently trying to soothe him, but he was disconsol ate.

Within afew seconds of thisincident there was set up, asif the misery were contagious, such agenerd
caterwauling that Ameliawasimpelled to say to me: "Do you 'supposeit is possible that herethe
responses are different? | mean, when they appear to be crying, are they actudly laughing?’

"I'm not sure,” | said, cautioudy watching the weeping Martian. He continued his outburst alittle longer,
then turned away from hisfriends and hurried from the hall with his hands covering hisface. The others
waited until he had vanished through the door, then returned to their own seets, looking morose.

We noticed that most of the Martians were taking large quantities of drink from glassjugs set on every
table. Asthiswas transparent we had assumed that it, was water, but when | tasted some it was instantly
clear that thiswas not so. Although it was refreshing to drink it was strongly acoholic, to such an extent
that within afew seconds of swalowing it | felt pleasantly dizzy.

| poured some for Amelia, but she only sipped at hers.
"Itisvery strong,” shesaid. "We must not lose our wits."

| had dready poured mysdf a second draught, but she restrained me from drinking it. | suppose she
was wise to do this, because as we watched the Martians it was plain that most of them were fast
becoming inebriated. They were being noisier and more cardessin their manners than before. We even
heard laughter, dthough it sounded shrill and hystericdl. Large quantities of the acoholic beverage were
being drunk, and kitchen-daves brought out severa more jugs of it. A bench fell back wardsto thefloor,
tipping its Sttersinto a sprawling heap, and two of the young male kitchen-daves were captured by a
group of femae Martians who then hemmed them into a corner; what followed we could not seeinthe
confusion. More daves came out of the kitchen, and most of these were young females. To our
agtonishment, not only were they completely unclothed but they mingled fredy with their magters,
embracing and enticing them.

"I think itistimeweléft," | sadto Amdia

She stared & the devel oping Situation for afew moments longer before replying. Then shesad: "Very
well. Thisisgrosdy distasteful .



We went towards the door, not pausing to look back. Another bench and atable were overturned,
accompanied by a crash of breaking glasses and shouts from the Martian people. The maudlin
atmosphere had been entirely banished.

Then, as we reached the door, a sound came echoing through the hall, chilling us and forcing usto look
back. It was aharsh and discordant screeching sound, apparently emanating from one distant corner of
the hdl, but with sufficient volume to drown every other sound.

Its effect on the Martians was drameatic: al movement ceased, and the people present looked wildly
from oneto the other. In the silence that followed this brutal and sudden intrusion, we heard the sound of
renewed sobbing.

| said: "Comeon, Amdia™"

So we hurried from the building, sobered by the incident, not understanding but more than alittle
frightened.

There were now even fewer people about than before, but the tower lights swept acrossthe Streets as
if to pick out those who wandered in the night when al others were engaged insde.

| led Ameliaaway from that area of the city where the Martians gathered, and back towards the part
we had first walked through, where fewer lights showed. Appearances, though, were deceptive, for the
fact that a building showed no light and emitted no noise did not mean it was deserted. We waked for
about half amile, and then tried the door of adarkened building. Inside, lights were shining and we saw
that another feast had taken place. We saw ... but it is not correct that | should here record what we
saw. Amelia had no more wish than | to witness such depravity, and we hastened away, sill not ableto
reconcile thisworld with the one we had | eft.

When we next tried abuilding | went forward alone ... but the place was empty and dirty, and
whatever had been its contents had been thoroughly destroyed by fire. The next building we explored
was another dormitory-hal, well occupied by Martians. Without causing disturbance, we went away.

So it went, aswe moved from one building to the next, seeking an unoccupied dormitory-hdl; so long
did we search that we began to think that there was none we could find. But then at last we werein luck,
and came to a hall where hammocks hung unoccupied, and we went inside and dept.

Chapter Nine
EXPLORATIONS

During the weeks that followed, Ameiaand | explored the Martian city asthoroughly as possible. We
were hindered by the fact that we had perforce to go everywhere on foot, but we saw as much aswe
could and were soon able to make reasonable estimates as to its Size, how many peopleit contained,
where the mgor buildings were stuated, and so forth. At the same time we tried to make what we could
of the people of Mars, and how they lived; to be honest, however, we did not find much satisfaction on
thisscore.



After two nightsin the first dormitory we found, we moved to a second building, much neerer to the
centre of the city and more conveniently sited by adining-hal. Thistoo was unoccupied, but its previous
users had left many possessions behind them, and we were ableto live in some comfort. The hammocks
would have been unbearably hard on Earth - for the fabric of which they were made was coarse and
unyidlding - but in the light Martian gravity they were perfectly adequate. For bedding we used large,
pillow-like sacksfilled with a soft compound, which were smilar to the quilts used in some European
countries.

We aso found clothing that had been abandoned by the previous occupants, and we wore the drab
garments over our own clothes. Naturally enough they were rather large for us, but the loosefit over our
clothes made our bodies appear larger, and so we were able to pass more readily as Martians.

Ameliatied her hair back in atight bun - gpproximating the style favoured by the Martian women - and
| dlowed my new beard to grow; every few days Amdiatrimmed it with her nall- scissorsto giveit the
wispy appearance of the Martians.

At thetime dl this seemed to us amatter of priority; we were very aware that we looked different from
the Martians. To this extent, our two days sojourn in the desert had been to our unwitting advantage: our
sunburned faces, uncomfortable as they were, were a credible approximation of the Martians skin-hue.
Asthe days passed, and our complexions began to fade, we returned one day to the desert beyond the
city, and afew hoursin that bitter radiant heat restored the colour temporarily.

But thisistaking my narrative ahead of itsdlf, for to convey how we, survived in that city | must first
describe the place itsdlf.

Within afew days, of our arrival, Ameliahad dubbed our new home Desolation City, for reasons
which should dready be clear.

Desolation City was Stuated at the junction of two canas. One of these, the one by whose banks we
had first landed, ran directly from north to south. The second approached from the north-west, and after
the junction - where there was a complicated arrangements of locks - continued to the south-east. The
city had been built in the obtuse angle formed by the two canals, and aong its southern and western
edges were several docking accesses to the waterways.

Asnear aswe could estimate it the city covered about twelve square miles, but a comparison on this
basswith Earth citiesismideading, for Desolation City was amost exactly circular. Moreover, the
Martians had lighted on the ingenious notion of entirdly separating the industrid life of the city from the
resdentid, for the buildings were designed for the everyday needs of the people, while the manufacturing
work was carried out in theindustrid areas beyond the city's periphery.

Therewere two such industria concentrations: the large one we had seen from the train, which lay to
the north, and a smdler one built beside the cand to the south-east.

In terms of resident population, Desolation City was very small indeed, and it was this aspect which
had most prompted Amdiato giveit its unprepossessing name.

That the city had been built to accommodate many thousands of people was quite obvious, for



buildings there were many and open spaces there were few; that only afraction of the city was presently
occupied was equally apparent, and large areas were laid to waste. In these parts many of the buildings
were derelict, and the streets were littered with masonry and rusting girders.

We discovered that only the occupied parts of the city were lighted at night, for aswe explored the city
by day we frequently found areas of decay where none of the towers was present. We never ventured
into these regions a night, for quite gpart from being dark and threatening in their londiness, such areas
were patrolled by fast-moving vehicles which drove through the streets with a banshee howling and an
ever-probing beam of light.

Thissniger policing of the city wasthefirst indication that the Martian people had inflicted on
themselves arégime of Draconian suppression.

We often speculated asto the causes of the under-population. At first we surmised that the shortage of
manpower was only apparent, created by the quite prodigious amount of effort poured into the industrial
processes. By day we could see the industrial areas beyond the city's perimeter, belching dense smoke
from hundreds of chimneys, and by night we saw the same areas brightly lit asthe work continued; thusit
was that we assumed most of the city's people were at work, labouring around the clock through
work-shifts. However, aswe grew more used to living in the city, we saw that not many of the
ruling-class Martians ever |eft its confines, and that therefore most of the industrial workers would be of
thedave class.

I have mentioned that the city was circular in shape. We discovered this by accident and over aperiod
of severd days, and were ableto confirm it later by ascending one of the taler buildingsin the city.

Our fird redization came asfollows. On our second or third full day in Desolation City, Ameliaand |
were wa king northwards through the city, intending to seeif we could crossthe mile or so of desert
between us and the larger of the two industria concentrations.

We cameto astreet which led directly northwards, seeming to open eventualy on to the desert. This
was in one of the populated areas of the city, and watch-towers abounded. | noticed, as we approached,
that the tower nearest to the desert had stopped rotating to and fro, and | pointed this out to Amelia. We
consdered for afew moments whether or not to continue, but Ameia said she saw no harm.

However, as we passed the tower it was quite obvious that the man or men inside were rotating the
observation-platform to watch us, and the dark, oval window at the front mutely followed our progress
past it. No action was taken against us, so we continued, but with adistinct feeling of apprehension.

So taken were we with this sillent monitoring that we fetched up unexpectedly and shockingly against
the true perimeter of the city; thistook the form of aninvisible, or nearly invisble, wall, stretching from
one sde of the roadway to the other. Naturally enough, we thought at first that the substance was glass,
but this could not be the case. Nor wasiit, indeed, any other form of materia that we knew. Our best
notion wasthat it was some kind of energetic field, induced by electrical means. It was, though,
completely inert, and under the gaze of the watch-tower we made afew rudimentary attemptsto fathom
it. All we could fed wastheimpermesgble, invisble barrier, cold to the touch.

Chastened, we walked back the way we had come.

On alater occasion, we walked through one of the empty quarters of the city, and found that there too
thewall existed. Before long we had established that the wall extended al around the city, crossing not
just streets but behind buildings too.

Later, from the aspect of the roof, we saw that few if any of the buildings lay beyond thiscircle.



It was Ameliawho first posited a solution, linking this phenomenon with the undoubted one that
ar-dengty and overdl temperature in the city were higher than outside. She suggested that theinvisible
barrier was not merely awall, but in fact a hemisphere which covered the entire city. Benegth this, she
said, air-pressure could be maintained at an acceptable level, and the effect of the sun through it would
be closely akin to that of aglasshouse.

Desolation City was not, however, aprison. To leave it was as easy asit had been for usto enter it
initidly. On our journeys of exploration we came across severa places where it was possible merdly to
walk through some specidly maintained fault in thewall and enter the rarefied atmosphere of the desert.

One such fault was the series of doors and corridors at the railway terminus; there were smilar ones at
the wharves built by the cands, and some of these were immense structures by which imported materids
could be taken into the city. Severd of the mgor Streets, which ran towards the industrial aress, had
trangit buildings through which people could pass fredly.

What was most interesting of dl, though, was that the vehicles of the city were able to passdirectly
through the wall without either hesitation or detectable leakage of the pressurized atmosphere. We saw
this occur many times.

| must now turn the attention of this narrative towards the nature of these vehicles, for among the many
marvels Ameliaand | saw on Mars these numbered among the most amazing.

Thefundamentd differencelay in thefact that, unlike Earth engineers, the Martian inventors had
dispensed with the whed entirely. Having seen the efficiency of the Martians vehicles| was, indeed,
forced to wonder how far Earthly developmentsin thisfield had been retarded by the obsession with the
whedl! Furthermore, the only wheeled vehicles we saw on Mars were the crude hand-carts used by the
daves, an indication of how lowly the Martians consdered such methods!

Thefirg Martian vehicle we saw (not counting the train in which we had arrived, dthough we assumed
that thistoo was without wheds) was the one which had raced through the Streets that first dismal night in
Desolation City. The second we saw was during the morning of the next day; that too was moving at
such alick that we were left with a confused impression of speed and noise. Later, however, we saw one
moving more dowly, and later still we saw severd at rest.

To say that Martian vehicles walked would beinaccurate, although | can think of no closer verb.
Beneath the main body (which, according to its use, was designed in afashion more or less conventional
to us) were rows of long or short metal legs, the length being determined by the kind of useto which the
vehicle was put. These legs were mounted in groups of three, connected by atransmission deviceto the
main body, and powered from within by some hidden power source.

The motion of theselegswas a once curioudy life-like and rigidly mechanicd: a any onetime only one
of the threelegs of each mounting would be in contact with the ground. In motion, the legswould ripple
with a quas-perigtdtic motion, the two raised legs reaching forward to take the load, the third onelifting
and reaching forward initsturn.

The largest vehicle we saw at close quarters was agoods- haulage machine, with two parallel rows of
sixteen groups of these legs. The smallest machines, which were used to police the city, had two rows of



three groups.

Each leg, on close examination, turned out to be made of severd dozen finely-machined disks,
balanced on top of each other like apile of pennies, and yet activated in some way by an dectrica
current. As each of the legs was encased in atrangparent integument, it was possible to seethe, devicein
operation, but how each movement was controlled was beyond us. In any event, the efficiency of these
machineswasin no doubt: we frequently saw the policing-vehicles driving through the Streets at avel ocity
well in excess of anything a horse-drawn vehicle could attain.

Perhaps even more puzzling to us than the design of these vehicles was the men who drove them.

That men were insde them was gpparent, for on many occasions we saw ordinary Martians spesking
to the driver or other occupants, with spoken replies coming through ameta grille set in the side of the
machine. What was a so quite clear wasthat the drivers were in positions of extraordinary authority, for
when addressed by them the Martians in the street adopted a cowed or respectful manner, and spokein
subdued tones. However, a no time did we seethe drivers, for dl the vehiclesweretotally enclosed - at
least, the driver's compartment was enclosed - with only a piece of the black glass set at the front, behind
which the driver presumably stood or sat. Asthese windows were similar to those we saw on every
watch-tower, we presumed that they were operated by the same group of people.

Nor were dl the vehicles as prosaic as maybe | have made them appear.

Confronted, as we were, with amultitude of sirange sights, Amedliaand | were congtantly trying to find
Earthly paradlelsfor what we saw. It islikely, therefore, that many of the assumptions we made at this
timewereincorrect. It wasrelatively safe to assume that the vehicles we thought of as drays were just
that, for we saw them performing similar tasks to those we knew on Earth. There was no way, though, of
finding an Earthly equivaent for some of the machines.

One such was adevice used by the Martians in conjunction with their watch-towers.

Directly outside the dormitory building we settled in, and vigble to us from our hammocks, was one of
the watch-towers. After we had been in occupation for about eight days, Amelia pointed out thet there
appeared to be something wrong with it, for its observation platform had ceased to rotate to and fro.
That night we saw that itslight was not on.

The very next day one of the vehicles came to a halt beside the tower, and there took place arepair
operation | can only describe asfantastic.

The vehiclein question was of atype we had occasionaly seen about the city: along, low machine
which, aboveitsdrive- leg platform, was an apparent mass of glittering tubing, heaped in disorder. Asthe
legged vehicle hated beside the watch-tower, this confusion of metd reared itself up, to reved that it
possessed five of the perigtdtic legs, the remainder of the appendages being a score or more of tentacular
ams.

It stepped down from the platform of the vehicle, thejointed arms clanging and ringing, then walked the
short distance to the base of the tower with a movement remarkably like that of a spider. We both
looked, for some clue asto how the thing was being driven, but it seemed that either the monstrous



machine had an intelligence of itsown, or ese it was controlled in some incredible way by the driver of
the vehicle, for there was plainly no one anywhere near it. Asit reached the base of the tower, one of its
tentacles was brought into contact with araised meta plate on one of the pillars, and in amoment we
saw that the observation platform was lowering. Apparently it could lower itsdf only so far, for when the
platform was about twenty feet from the ground the tentacular device seized the tower'slegsinits horrid
embrace, and began to climb dowly upwards, like aspider climbing astrand of itsweb.

When it reached the observation-platform it settled itsdlf in position by clinging on with itslegs, and then
with severa tentacles reached through a number of tiny ports, apparently searching for the parts of the
mechanism which had failed.

Ameliaand | watched the whole operation, unnoticed insde the building. From the arriva of the legged
vehicleto itseventual departure, only twelve minutes elapsed, and by the time the iron monster had
returned to its place on the rear of the vehicle, the observation-platform had been raised to its erstwhile
height, and was rotating to and fro in its usua way

So far, | have not had much to say about our day-to-day survival in this desolate city, nor, for the
moment, will I. Our internal preoccupations were many and greet, and, in severa ways, more important
than what we were seeing about us. Before turning to this, though, | must first establish the context. We
aredl creatures of our environment, and in disturbingly subtle ways Ameliaand | were becoming alittle
Martian in our outlook. The desolation about us was reaching our souls.

Vi

Aswe moved about the city one question remained ever unanswered. That isto say: how did the
ordinary Martian occupy histime?

We now understood something of the socia ramifications of Mars. Thiswasin effect that the lowest
socid stratum was the dave-people, who were forced to do al the manual and demeaning tasks
necessary to any civilized society. Then came the Martians of the city, who had powers of supervison
over the daves. Above these were the men who drove the legged vehicles and, presumably, operated the
other mechanica deviceswe saw.

It wasthe city-dwelling Martians in whom we were most interested, for it was among them that we
lived. However, not al of these were occupied. For instance, it took relatively few of them to supervise
the daves (we often saw just one or two men able to control several hundred daves, armed with only the
electrica whips), and dthough the vehicles were many in number, there were always plenty of peoplein
the city, apparently idle,

On our perambulations Ameliaand | saw much evidence that time hung heavy on these people. The
nightly carousing was obvioudy aresult of two factors: partly away of appeasing the endless grief, and
partly away of expressing boredom. We frequently saw people squabbling, and there were severd
fights, dthough these were dissipated ingtantly at the Sght of one of the vehicles. Many of thewomen



appeared to be pregnant; another indication that there was not much to occupy either the minds or the
energies of the people. At the height of the day, when the sun was overhead (we had cometo the
conclusion that the city must be built dmost exactly on the Martian equator), the pavements of the streets
were littered with the bodies of men and women relaxing in the warmth.

One possibility that would account for the gpparent idleness was that some of them were employed in
the near-by industrid area, and that the Martians we saw about the city were enjoying some leave.

Aswe were both curiousto see the industria areas and discover, if we could, what was the nature of
al thefurious activity that took place, one day, about fifteen days after our arrival, Amdliaand |
determined to leave the city and explore the smaler of the two complexes. We had dready observed that
aroad ranto it, and that athough the mgjority of the traffic was the haulage type of vehicle, severa
people - both city-dweller and dave - were to be seen walking aong it. We decided, therefore, that we
would not attract unwanted attention by going there oursalves.

Weleft the city by a system of pressurized corridors, and emerged into the open. At once our lungs
were labouring in the sparse atmosphere, and we both remarked on the extreme climate: the thin
coldness of the air and the harsh radiance of the sun.

Wewaked dowly, knowing from experience how exercise debilitated usin this climate, and so after
half an hour we had not covered much more than about a quarter of the distance to theindustrid Ste.
Already, though, we could smell something of the smoke and fumes released from the factories dthough
none of the clangour we associated with such works was audible.

During apause for rest, Amelialaid her hand on my arm and pointed towards the south.
"What isthat, Edward?' she said.
| looked in the direction she had indicated.

We had been walking aimost due south-east towards the industria Site, parallel to the cand, but on the
far dde of the water, well away from the factories, was what gppeared at first Sght to be an immense
pipeline. It did not, however, appear to be connected to anything, and indeed we could see an open end
toit.

The continuation of the pipe wasinvisbleto us, lying asit did beyond the industrid buildings. Such an
gpparatus would not normally have attracted our attention, but what was remarkable was the fact of the
intense activity around the open end. The pipe lay perhaps two milesfrom where we stood, but in the
clear air we could see distinctly that hundreds of workers were sivarming about the place.

We had agreed to re<t for fifteen minutes, so unaccustomed were we to the thin air, and as we moved
on afterwards we could not help but glance frequently in that direction.

"Could it be somekind of irrigation duct?' | said after awhile, having noticed that the pipe ran from
eadt to west between the two diverging canals.

"With, abore of that diameter?"

| had to admit that this explanation was unlikely, because we could see how the pipe dwarfed those
men nearest to it. A reasonable estimate of the interna diameter of the pipe would be about twenty feet,
and in addition the metd of the tube was some eight or nine feet thick.

We agreed to take a closer look at the strange construction, and so left the road, striking due south
across the broken rock and sand of the desert. There were no bridges across the cana here, so the bank



was asfar aswe could proceed, but it was close enough to alow us an uninterrupted view.

The overdl length of' the pipe turned out to be gpproximately one mile. From this closer position we
could see the further end, which was overhanging asmal lake. This had gpparently been artificialy dug,
for its banks were straight and reinforced, and the water undermined at least half of the length of the pipe.

At the very edge of the lake, two large buildings had been constructed side by side, with the pipe
running between them.

We sat down by the edge of the cand to watch what was happening.

At the moment many of the men at the nearer end of the pipe were concentrating on extracting fromit a
huge vehicle which had emerged from the interior. Thiswas being guided out of the pipe, and down a
ramp to the desert floor. Some difficulty seemed to have arisen, for more men were being force-marched
acrossto help.

Half an hour later the vehicle had been successfully extricated, and was moved some distance to one
sde. Meanwhile, the men who had been working by the end of the pipe were dispersing.

A few more minutes passed, and then | suddenly pointed.
"Look, Amdial" | sad. "Itismoving!"

The end of the pipe nearer to uswas being lifted from the ground. At the same moment the further end
was sinking dowly into the lake. The buildings at the edge of the lake were the instruments of this motion,
for not only were they the pivot by which the pipe turned, but we also heard a great clattering and roaring
from engines insde the buildings, and green smoke poured from severad vents.

Theraising of the pipe wasthe work of only aminute or so, becausefor dl its Szeit moved smoothly
and with precision.

When the pipe had been lifted to an angle of about forty-five degrees from horizontal, the clattering of
the engines died away and the last traces of the green smoke drifted to one side. The time was near
midday, and the sun was overhead.

In this new configuration the pipe had taken on the unmistakabl e gppearance of avast cannon, raised
towards the sky!

The waters of the lake became still, the men who had been working had taken refuge in a series of
buildingslow on the ground. Not redlizing what was about to happen, Ameiaand | stayed wherewe
were.

Thefirgt indication that the cannon was being fired was an eruption of white water boiling up to the
surface of the lake. A moment later we felt adeep trembling in the very soil on which we sat, and before
usthe waters of the cand brokeinto amillion tiny wavelets.

| reached over to Amdlia, threw my arms around her shoulders and pushed her sdewaysto the
ground. Shefdl awkwardly, but | flung mysdlf over her, covering her face with my shoulder and
wrapping my arms about her head. We could fed the concussionsin the ground, asif an earthquake
were about to strike, and then anoise came, like the degpest growlingsin the heart of athundercloud.

Theviolence of thisevent grew rapidly to a Pesk and then it ended as abruptly asit had begun. In the
sameingant we heard a protracted, shrieking explosion, howling and screaming like a thousand whistles
blown smultaneoudy in one's ear. Thisnoise sarted a its highest frequency, dying away rapidly.



Asthe racket was dtilled, we sat up and looked across the cana towards the cannon.

Of the projectile - if any there had been - there was no sign, but belching from the muzzle of the cannon
was one of the largest clouds of vapour | have ever seenin my life. It was brilliant white, and it spread
out in an dmogt spherica cloud above the muzzle, being congtantly replenished by the quantities Still
pouring from the barrel. Th less than a minute the vapour had occluded the sun, and at once we felt much
colder. The shadow lay across most of the land we could see from our vantage point, and being dmost
directly beneath the cloud as we were, we had no way of estimating its depth. That thiswas consderable
was evidenced by the darkness of its shadow.

We stood up. Already, the cannon was being lowered once more, and the enginesin the pivotal
buildings were roaring. The daves and their supervisors were emerging from their shelters.

We turned back towards the city, and walked as quickly aswe could towards its relative comforts. In
the moment the sun had been shaded the apparent temperature around us had fallen to well below
freezing point. We were not much surprised, therefore, when afew minuteslater we saw thefirst
snowflakesfaling about us, and astime passed the light fal became a dense and blinding blizzard.

Welooked up just once, and saw that the cloud from which the snow fell - the very cloud of vapour
which had issued from the cannon! - now covered dmost the entire sky.

We amost missed the entrance to the city, so deep was the snow when we reached it. Here too we
saw for thefirgt time the dome-shape of theinvisible shield that protected the city, for snow lay thickly on
it.

A few hourslater there was another concussion, and later another. In al there were twelve, repeated at
intervas of about five or six hours. The sun, when itsrays could penetrate the clouds, quickly melted the
snow on the city's dome, but for the most part those days were dark and frightening onesin Desolation
City, and wewerenot donein thinking it

Vil

So much for some of the mysteries we saw in the Martian city. In describing them | have of necessity
had to portray Ameliaand mysdlf as curious, objective tourists, craning our necksin wonder as any
traveller in aforeign land will do. However, dthough we were much exercised by what we saw, this
seeming objectivity wasfar from the case, for we were alarmed by our predicament.

There was one matter of which we rarely spoke, except obliquely; this was not because we did not
think of it but because we both knew that if the subject were raised then there was nothing hopeful that
could be said. Thiswasthe manifest impossibility that we should ever be able to return to Earth.

It was, though, at the centre of our very thoughts and actions, for we knew we could not exist likethis
for ever, but to plan therest of our livesin Desolation City would be atacit acceptance of our fate.

The nearest elther of us cameto confronting our problem directly was on the day we first saw how
advanced was the Martians science.

Thinking that in asociety as modern as thiswe should have no difficulty in laying our hands on the
necessary materids, | said to Amelia: "We must find somewhere we can set aside as alaboratory.”



Shelooked & me quizzicdly.

"Areyou proposing to embark on a scientific career?’ she said.

“I'm thinking we must try to build another Time Machine.”

"Do you have any notion of how the Machine worked?"

| shook my head. "I had hoped that you, as Sir William's ass stant, would know."

"My dear,” Amdiasad, and for amoment shetook my hand affectionately in hers, "1 would have as
littleideaasyou.”

Therewe had let it rest. It had been an extreme hope of mine until then, but | knew Ameliawell enough
to gppreciate that her reply meant more than the words themselves. | redlized she had dready considered
the idea herself, and had come to the conclusion that there was no chance that we could duplicate Sir
William'swork.

So, without further discussion of our progpects, we existed from day to day, each of us knowing that a
return to Earth wasimpossible. One day we should have to confront our Situation, but until then we were
smply putting off the moment.

If we did not have peace of mind, then the physical needs of our bodies, were adequately met

Our two-day sojourn in the desert had not apparently caused lasting harm, although | had contracted a
mild head-cold at sometime. Neither of us kept down that first meal we ate, and during the night that
followed we were both unpleasantly ill. Since then we had been taking the food in smaller quantities.
There were three of the dining hals within waking distance of our dormitory, and we aternated between
them.

As| have dready mentioned, we dept in adormitory to ourselves. The hammocks were large enough
for two people, so, remembering what had passed between us earlier, | suggested alittle wistfully to
Amdiathat we would be warmer if we shared a hammock.

"We are no longer in the desert, Edward,” was her reply, and from then we dept separately.

| fet alittle hurt at her response, because athough my designs on her were still modest and proper |
had good cause to believe that we were less than strangers., But | was prepared to abide by her wishes

During the days our behaviour together was friendly and intimate. She would often take my hand or my
arm aswe walked, and at night we would kiss chastely before | turned my back to alow her to undress.
At such times my desires were neither modest nor proper, and often | was tempted most ingppropriately
to ask her again to marry me. Inappropriate it was, for where on Mars would we find a church? Thistoo
was amatter | had to put aside until we could accept our fate

On the whole, thoughts of home predominated. For my own part | spent considerable time thinking
about my parents, and the fact that | would not see them again. Trividlities occupied me too. One such
wastheirrestible certainty that | had left my lamp burning in my room at MrsTait's. | had beenin such
high spiritsthat Sunday morning | departed for Richmond that | did not recall having extinguished the
flame before | |eft. With irritating conviction | remembered having lit it when | got out of bed.. but had |
left it burning? It was no consolation to reason with mysdlf that now, eight or nine yearslater, the matter
was of no consequence. But gtill the uncertainty nagged a me, and would not leave me.

Ameliatoo seemed preoccupied, athough she kept her thoughtsto hersalf. She made an effort not to



appear introgpective, and affected a bright and lively interest in what we saw in the city, but there were
long periodsin which we were both slent, and thiswasitsdf significant. An indication of the degreeto
which she was distracted was that she sometimestalked in her deep; much of thiswas incoherent, but
occasiondly she spoke my name, and sometimes Sir William's. Once | found away of asking tactfully
about her dreams, but she said she had no memory of them.

viii

Within afew days of our arriva in the city, Amdia set hersdlf the task of learning the Martian language.
She had always had, she said, afacility with languages, and in spite of the fact that she had no accessto
ether adictionary or agrammar she was optimigtic. There were, she said, basic situations she could
identify, and by listening to the words spoken at the time she could establish a rudimentary vocabulary.
.Thiswould be of great useto us, for we were both severely limited by the mutenessimposed upon us.

Her first task wasto essay an interpretation of the written language, in the form of what few sgnswe
had seen posted about the city.

These were few in number. There were some signs at each of the city's entrances, and one or two of
the legged vehicles had words inscribed upon them. Here Amdiaencountered her firgt difficulty, because
asfar as she could discern no sign was ever repeated. Furthermore, there appeared to be agreat number
of scriptsin use, and she was incapable of establishing even one or two letters of the Martian a phabet.

When she turned her attention to the spoken word her problems multiplied

Themgjor difficulty here was an apparent multitude of voice-tones. Quite gpart from the fact that the
Martians voca chords pitched their voices higher than would have been natura on Earth (and both
Amediaand | tried in private to reproduce the sound, with comicd effects), there was an apparently
endless subtlety of tone variations.

Sometimes a Martian voice we heard was hard, with what we on Earth would cal asneer lending an
unpleasant edgeto it; another would seem musical and soft by comparison. Some Martians would spesk
with acomplex sibilance, otherswith protracted vowel-sounds and pronounced plosives.

Further complicating everything was the fact that al Martians appeared to accompany their
conversation with eaborate hand and head movements, and additionally would address some Martians
with one voice-tone, and othersin adifferent way.

Also, the dave-Martians appeared to have adidect al of their own.

After saverd days of trying, Ameliacame to the sad conclusion that the complexity of the language (or
languages) was beyond her. Even so, until our last days together in Desolation City she wastrying to
identify individual sounds, and | was very admiring of her diligence.

There was, though, one voca sound whose meaning was unmistakable. It was a sound common to all
races on Earth, and had the same meaning on. Mars. That was the scream of terror, and we were to hear
much of that eventudly.



We had been in Desolation City for fourteen days when the epidemic struck. At first we were unaware
that anything was amiss, athough we noticed some early effects without redlizing the cause. Specificdly,
thiswas that one evening there seemed to be far fewer Martians present in the dining hall, but so
accustomed were we to odd things on thisworld that neither of us attributed to it anything untoward.

The day following was the one on which we witnessed the firing of the snow-cannon (for such was
what we cameto cal it) and so our interests lay elsewhere. But by the end of those days when snow fell
more or lesswithout et over the city, there was no mistaking that something was serioudy wrong. We
saw severd Martians dead or unconsciousin the streets, avisit to one of the dormitorieswas
confirmation enough that many of the people wereill, and even the activities of the vehiclesreflected a
change, for there were fewer of them about and one or two were clearly being used as ambulances.

Needlessto say, asthefull redization cameto us, Amdiaand | stayed away from the populated areas
of the city. Fortunately, neither of us displayed any symptoms;, the stuffiness as aresult of my head-cold
stayed with me rather longer than it might have done at home, but that was al.

Amedlias|aent nursing ingtincts came to the surface, and her conscience told her she should go to help
the sick, but it would have been grosdy unwise to do so. Wetried to cut ourselves off from the anguish,
and hoped the, disease would soon pass.

It seemed that the plague was not virulent. Many people had contracted it, and by the evidence of the
number of bodieswe saw being transported in one of the legged vehicles we knew that many had died.
But after five dayswe noticed that life was beginning to return to normal., If anything, there was more
misery about than ever before - for once we felt the Martians had good cause - and there were,
regrettably, even fewer people in the underpopulated city, but the vehicles returned to their policing and
haulage, and we saw no more dead in the streets.

But then, just as we were sensing the return to norma, there came the night of the green explosions.

Chapter Ten
A TERRIBLE INVASION

| was awakened by the first concussion, but in my deepy state | presumed that the snow-cannon had
been fired once more.

During those nights of itsfiring we had grown accustomed to the tremors and distant explosions. The
bang that woke me, though, was different.

"Edward?"
"I'mawake," | said. "Wasthat the cannon again?'
"No, it was different. And there was aflash, It lighted the whole room."

| stayed silent, for | had long since learned the futility of speculating about what we saw inthisplace. A



few minutes passed, and the city was unmoving.
"It was nothing,” | said. "Let'sgo back to deep.”
“Ligen.

Some distance away, across the deeping city, apolicing- vehicle was driving quickly, its banshee siren
howling. A moment later a second one started up, and passed within afew streets of wherewe lay.

Jugt then the room waslit for an ingtant with the most vivid and lurid flash of green. Initslight | saw
Ameliagitting up in her hammock, clutching her quilt around her. A second or two later we heard a
tremendous explosion, somewhere beyond the city's limits.

Amdiaclimbed with the usud difficulty from the hammock, and walked to the nearest window.
"Can you see anything?'

"l think therésafire," shesad. "It'sdifficult to tell., Thereis something burning with agreen light.”
| started to move from my hammock, for | wished to seethis, but Amelia stopped me.

"Please don't cometo thewindow," 'she said. "1 am unclothed.”

"Then please put something on, for | wish to seewhat is happening.”

Sheturned and hurried towards where she placed her clothes a night, and as she did so the room was
once morefilled with brilliant green light. For amoment | caught an inadvertent glimpse of her, but
managed to look away in time to spare her embarrassment. Two seconds later there was another loud
explosion; thiswas either much closer or much larger, for the ground shook with the force of it.

Amdiasad: "l have my chemise on, Edward. Y ou may come to the window with me now."

| normally dept wearing apair of the Martian trouser-garments, and so climbed hastily from the
hammock and joined her at the window. As she had said, there was an area of green light visible away
towards the east. It was neither large nor bright, but it had an intengity about the centre of the glow that
would indicate afire. It was dimming as we watched it, but then came another explosion just besideiit
and | pulled Amdliaaway from the window. The blast effect was thistime the greatest yet, and we began
to grow frightened.

Ameliastood up to look through the window again, but | placed my arm around her shoulder and
pulled her forcibly away.

Outside, there was the sound of more sirens, and then another flash of green light followed by a
concussion.

"Go back to the hammocks, Amdia," | said. "At least on those we will be shidded from the blast
through thefloor."

To my surprise Ameliadid not demur, but walked quickly towards the nearest hammock and climbed
on. | took one more look in the direction of the explosions, staring past the watch-tower that stood
outside our building and seeing the ever-spreading diffusion of green fire. Even as| looked there was
another brilliant flare of green light, followed by the concussion, and so | hurried over to the hammocks.

Amediawasgtting up in the one | normally used.



"I think tonight | should like you to be with me" she said, and her voice was trembling. | too felt alittle
shaken, for the force of those explosions was considerable, and athough they were agood distance
away were certainly grester than anything in my experience.

| could just make out her shapein the darkened room. | had been holding the edge of the hammock in
my hand, and now Ameliareached forward and touched me. At that moment there was yet another flash,
onefar brighter than any of the others. Thistime the shock-wave, when it came, shook the very
foundations of the building. With this, | threw aside my inhibitions, climbed on to the hammock, and
wriggled under the quilt besde Amelia. At once her arms went around me, and for amoment | was able
to forget about the mysterious explosions outside,

These continued, however, at irregular intervals for the best part of two hours, and asif they were
provoked by the explosions the sound of the Martians vehicle sirens doubled and redoubled as one after
another hurtled through the streets.

So the night passed, with neither of us deeping. My attention was divided, partly between the unseen
events outside and the precious closeness of Ameliabeside me. | so loved her, and even such a
temporary intimacy was without pardld to me.

At long last dawn came, and the sound of the sirens faded. The sun had been up for an hour before the
last onewas heard, but after that dl was slent, and Ameiaand | climbed from the hammock and
dressed.

| walked to the window, and stared towards the east... but there was no sign of the source of the
explosions, beyond afaint smudge of smoke drifting across the horizon. | was about to turn back and
report thisto Ameliawhen | noticed that the watch-tower outside our building had vanished during the
night. Looking further ong the street | saw that al the others, which were now such afamiliar part of the
city, had aso gone.

After the bedlam of the night the city was unnaturaly quiet, and so it was with quite understandable
misgivingsthat we left the dormitory to investigate. If the atmospherein the city had been in the past one
of dreadful anticipation, then this stillness was like the approach of expected death. Desolation City was
never anoisy place, but now it was empty and silent. We saw evidence of the night's activity in the
dreets, in the form of heavy marksin the road-surface where one of the vehicles had taken a corner too
fast, and outside one of the dormitory hallswas a pile of spilled and abandoned vegetables.

Rendered uneasy by what we saw, | said to Amelia: "Do you think we should be out? Would we not
be safer indde?’

"But we must discover what isgoing on.”
"Not at risk to oursalves."
"My dear, we have nowhereto hide on thisworld,” she said.

We came &t |ast to the building where we had once ascended to see the extent of the city. We agreed
to climb to the roof, and survey the situation from there.



From the top the view told uslittle more than we aready knew, for there was no sign of movement
anywherein the city. Then Amdlia pointed to the east.

"So that is where the watch-towers have been taken!" she said.

Beyond the city's protective dome we could just make out acluster of thetal objects. If those were the
towers then that would certainly account for their disappearance from the city. It wasimpossible to see
how many were out there, but at areasonable estimate it was certainly ahundred or more. They had
been lined up in adefensve formation, placed between the city and where we had seen the explosionsin
the night.

"Edward, do you suppose thereisawar going on here?’

" think there must be. Certainly there has not been a happy atmospherein the city."
"But we have seen no soldiers”

"Maybewe are to see some for the first time."

| wasin thelowest of spirits, sensing that at last we were going to be forced into accepting our plight. |
saw at that moment no aternative to the prospect of becoming embroiled forever in Martian life. If awar
it wasfor this city, then two aiens such as oursalves would soon be discovered. If we stayed in hiding we
would doubtless be found, and, if so, would be taken for spies or infiltrators, We must, very soon,
declare our selvesto those in authority and become as one with the inhabitants here.

Seeing no better vantage point available to us, we agreed to stay where we were until the sSituation
became clearer. Neither of us had any wish to explore further; death and destruction were in the winds.

We did not have long to wait... for even aswefirst saw the line of watch-towers defending the city the
invasion, unbeknown to us, had already begun. What happened out there beyond the city's dome must
be amatter of conjecture, but having seen the aftermath | can say with some certainty that the first line of
defence was atroop of Martians armed only with hand-weapons. These wretched men were soon
overwhelmed, and those not killed fled to the temporary safety of the city. This much was happening
even as we wa ked through the streets to our present vantage point.

The next development was twofold.

Inthefirst place, we at last saw Signs of movement; these were the fleeing defenders, returning to the
city. Secondly, the watch-towers were attacked. Thiswas over in amatter of minutes. The antagonists
were armed with some kind of heet thrower which, when turned on the towers, dmost immediately
rendered them molten. We saw the destruction as bursts of flame, as one tower after another was struck
with this heat, and exploded violently.

If by thisdescription | seem to imply that the towers were defenceless, then | must add that thiswas
not so. When, somewhat |ater, | saw the wreckage of the battle, | realized that aspirited, if ultimately
ineffectud, defence had been put up, for severa of the attackers vehicles had been destroyed.

Amdids hand crept into mine, and | squeezed it reassuringly | was placing secret faithin the city's
dome, hoping that the marauders would have no way of penetrating it.

We heard screams. There were more of the people about the streets now, both city-Martians and
daves, running with the strange, loping gait, looking frantically about, intent on finding safety in the maze
of city Streets.



Suddenly, flame exploded about one of the buildings by the perimeter of the city, and screams could
digtantly be heard. Another building burst into, flames, and then another.

We heard anew sound: adeep-throated sren, risng and faling, quite unlike the noises we had grown
accustomed to in the city.

| said: "They have penetrated the dome.”

"What shall we do?' Amelidsvoice was cam, but | fet that shewas forcing hersdf not to panic. |
could fed her hand trembling in mine, and our pams were damp with perspiration.

"Wemust stay here," | said. "We are as safe here as anywhere.”

Down in the streets more Martians had gppeared, some running out from the buildings where they had
been hiding. | saw that some of the people fleeing from the battle had been wounded, and one man was
being carried by two of hisfellows, hislegs dragging.

One of the policing-vehicles gppeared, moving quickly through the streets towards the battle. It dowed
asit passed some of the Martians, and | heard the driver's voice, apparently ordering them to return to
the fight. The people took no notice and continued their confused retreat, and the vehicle drove away.
More srens could be heard, and soon several more legged vehicles hurried past our building towards the
fray. In the meantime, more buildings on the edge of the city had been fired.

I heard an explosion to the south of us, and | looked that way. | saw that flames and smoke wererising
there, and redlized that another force of invaders had broken through!

The plight of the city seemed desperate, for nowhere could | see a concerted defence, and there was
certainly no resistance on, the new front.

There came agrinding, roaring sound from the east, and another blast of that dien sren, immediately
followed by asecond. The Martiansin the street near our building screamed terribly, their voices more
high-pitched than ever.

Then at last we saw one of the marauders.

It was alarge, ironclad vehicle, the rows of articulate legs concedled by meta plating at each side.
Mounted high on itsrear wasagrey metal gun-barrel, some six or eight feet in length, which by the
pivota device on which it was mounted was able to point in any direction the driver of the vehicle chose.
As soon aswe saw the invading vehicle, this cannon rotated and a building to one side burst abruptly into
flame. There was aterrible noise, like sheets of metal torn asunder.

The marauding vehicle was quite close to us, not more than two hundred yards away and in clear view.
It showed no sign of* halting, and as it passed aroad junction it released another bolt of inferna energy,
and one of the dining halls where we had often eaten exploded into flame.

"Edward! There!"

Amelia pointed down the intersecting street, dong which we now saw five of the city's policing-vehicles
approaching. | saw that they had been equipped with smdler versions of the invaders heat-cannons, and
as soon asthey had adear line of sight the two leading vehiclesfired.

The effect wasingantaneous: with adeafening explosion theinvading vehicle blew gpart, showering
debrisinal directions. | just had time to see that one of the attacking city-vehicles was blown backwards
by the blast before the shock-wave hit the building we were on. Fortunately, Ameliaand | were aready



crouching low, otherwise we should certainly have been knocked off our feet. Part of the parapet was
blown inwards, narrowly missing me, and part of the roof behind us collapsed. For afew secondsthe
only sound we could hear was the crash of metal debrisasit fell across the streets and buildings.

Thefour undamaged policing-vehicles continued on without hesitation, skirted around their damaged
colleague and drove over the shattered remains of the enemy. A few seconds later they were lost to sight
asthey headed rapidly towards the scene of the maininvasion.

We had only afew moments respite.

With the sinister combination of clanking metd legs and ear-piercing sirens, four more of the marauders
were coming into the centre of the city from the southern penetration. They moved with frightening speed,
blasting occasiondly at previoudy undamaged buildings. The smoke pouring out of thefired buildingswas
now swirling about our heads, and it was often difficult either to see or breathe.

We looked round desperately to seeif any defenders werein the vicinity, but there was none. Scores
of Martianstill ranwildly inthe Streets.

Three of the marauders roared past our building, and disappeared into the smoke-filled streets to the
north. The last, though, dowed asit came to the wreckage of itsally, and hated before the tangled metd.
It waited there for aminute, then came dowly down the street towards us.

Inamoment it stopped directly beneath our vantage point Amdiaand | stared down tremuloudly.
| said suddenly: "Oh my God, Amdlia Don't look!!"

It wastoo late. She too had seen the incredible sight that had caught my attention. For afew secondsit
was asif dl the confusion of thisinvasion had tilled, while we stared numbly &t the enemy machine.

It had clearly been specialy designed and built for operations such asthis. As| have said, therewas
mounted on its rear the destruction-dealing hest projector, and stowed just in front of thiswas amuch
larger version of the metallic spider- machine we had seen repairing the watch-tower, crouching with its
uncanny mechanicd life momentarily illed.

At thefront of the vehicle wasthe pogition where the driver of the craft was Stuated; thiswas shielded
in front, behind and to each side with iron armour. The top, though, was open, and Ameliaand | were
looking straight down into it

What we saw ingde the vehicle was hot a man, |et that be abundantly dear from the outset. That it was
organic and not mechanica was equaly apparent, for it pulsed and rippled with repdllent life Its colour
wasadull grey-green, and its glistening main body was bloated and roughly globular, somefivefeetin
diameter. From our position we could see few details, bar alight-coloured patch on the back of the
body, roughly comparable to the blow-hole on the head of awhae. But we could also seeits tentacles.
Theselay in agrotesque formation at the front of the body, writhing and dithering in amost revolting
fashion. Later | wasto see that there numbered sixteen of these evil extensions, but in that first moment of
gppalled fascination it seemed that the whole cab wasfilled with these cregping, winding abominations.

| turned away from the Sight, and glanced at Amedlia.

She had gone deathly pale, and her eyeswere closing. | placed my arm about her shoulders, and she
shuddered ingtinctively, asif it had been that disgusting monster-creature, and not 1, that had touched her.

"Inthe name of dl that isgood,” she said. "What have we cometo?"



| said nothing, adeep nausea tifling al words and thoughts. | smply looked down again at the
loathsome sight, and registered that in those few seconds the monster-creature had levelled its
heat-cannon into the heart of the building on which we crouched.

A second later there was amassive explosion, and smoke and flame legpt about us!

In great terror, for in the impact more of the roof had fallen away behind us, we climbed ungteadily to
our feet and headed blindly for the staircase by which we had ascended. Smoke was pouring, densely
from the heart of the building, and the heat wasintense.

Amdiaclutched my arm as more of the fabric collgpsed beneath us, and acurtain of flame and sparks
flared fifty feet above our heads.

The stairswere built of the same rock asthe walls of the building, and still seemed sound, even as gusts
of heat were billowing up them.

| wrapped my arm over my nose and mouth, and closing my eyesto dits| plunged down, dragging
Ameliabehind me. Two-thirds of the way to the bottom, part of the Staircase had fallen away and we
had to dow our flight, reaching hesitantly for footholds on the jagged parts of the dabsremaining. Hereit
was that the conflagration did itsworst: we could not bresthe, could not see, could not fed anything but
the searing heet of the inferno below us. Miraculoudy, we found the rest of the steps undamaged, and
thrust ourselves down again at last emerging into the street, choking and weeping.

Amdiasank to the ground, just as severd Martians rushed past us, screaming and shouting in their
ghrill, soprano voices.

"We must run, Amdial" | shouted over the roar and confusion around us.

Gamely, she staggered to her feet Holding my arm with one hand, and il clutching her hand-bag with
the other, shefollowed me aswe st off in the direction taken by the Martians.

We had gone but afew yards before we came to the corner of the blazing building.

Ameliascreamed, and snatched at my arm: the invading vehicle had driven up behind us, hitherto
concealed by the smoke. Thought of the repulsive occupant was alone enough to spur us on, and we
haf-fel, haf-ran around the corner... to find a second vehicle blocking our way! 1t seemed to loom over
us, fifteen or twenty feet high.

The Martians who had run before us were there; some were cowering on the ground, others were
milling frantically about, searching for an escape.

On the back of the monstrous vehicle the glittering, spider- like machine was rearing up on its metal
legs, itslong articulate arms dready reaching out like d ow-moving whip-cord.

"Run!" | shouted at Amelia. "For God's sake, we must escape!”

Ameliamade no response, but her clutch on my arm loosened, the hand-bag dipped from her fingers,
and in amoment she fell to the ground in adead faint | crouched over her, trying to revive her.



Just once | looked up, and saw the dreadful arachnoid lurching through the crowd of Martians, itslegs
danking, itsmetd tentacles swinging wildly about., Many of the Martians had falen to the ground
benesth it, writhing in agony.

| leaned forward over Amelia's crumpled figure, and bent over her protectively. She had rolled on to
her back, and her face stared vacantly upwards. | placed my head beside hers, tried to cover her body
withmine

Then one of the metal tentacleslashed against me, wrapping itsalf around my throat, and the most
hideous bolt of electrical energy coursed through me. My body contorted in agony, and | was hurled to
oneddeaway from Amelial

Asl fdl to the ground | felt the tentacle snatching away from me, ripping open part of the flesh of my
neck.

| lay supine, head lolling to one side, my limbs completely paraysed.

The machine advanced, stunning and crippling with itsarms. | saw onewrap itsef around Amdlias
walst, and the jolt of eectricity broke through her faint and | saw her face convulsing. She screamed,
horribly and pitiably.

| saw now that the foul machine had picked up many of those Martiansit had stunned, and was
carrying theminrolls of its glittering tentacles, some till conscious and struggling, othersinert.

The machine was returning to its parent vehicle. | could just see the control-cab from where| was
lying, and to my ultimate horror | suddenly saw the face of one of the abominable beings who had
initiated thisinvasion, staring a us through an opening in the armour. It was abroad, wicked face, devoid
of any sign of good. Two large pale eyes stared expressionlesdy across the carnage it was wreaking.
They were unblinking eyes, mercilesseyes.

The spider-machine had remounted the vehicle, dragging in its tentacles behind it. The Martiansit had
seized were wrapped in folds of jointed, tubular metal, imprisoned in this heaving cage. Ameliawas
among them, pinned down by three of the tentacles, held without care so that her body was twisted
painfully. Shewas gill conscious, and staring a me.

| wastotaly unableto respond as | saw her mouth open, and then her voice echoed shrilly acrossthe
few yards of space that separated us. She screamed my name, again and again.

| lay till, the blood pumping from the wound in my throat, and in amoment | saw theinvading vehicle
move away, driving with its unnatural gait through the broken masonry and swirling smoke of the
devastated city.

Chapter Eleven
A VOYAGE ACROSSTHE SKY

| do not know for how long | was paralysed, although it must have been severd hours. | cannot
remember much of the experience, for it was one of immense physica agony and menta torment,



compounded by an impotence of such grossnessthat to dwell for even amoment on Ameliaslikely fate
was sufficient to send my thoughtsinto amaelstrom of anger and futility.

Only one memory remains clear and undimmed, and that is of a piece of wreckage that happened to lie
directly within my view. | did not noticeit at first, so wild and blinding were my thoughts, but later it
seemed to occupy the whole of my vision. Lying in the centre of the tangle of broken metal was the body
of one of the noisome monster-creatures. It had been crushed in the explosion that had wrecked the
vehicle, and the part of it | could see revealed an ugly mass of contusions and blood. | could also see two
or three of itstentacles, curled in degth.

In spite of my mute loathing and revulsion, | was satisfied to redize that beings so powerful and ruthless
were themsalves mortd.

Atlength | felt thefirg sensationsreturning to my body; | felt them first in my fingers, and thenin my
toes. Later, my arms and legs began to hurt, and | knew that control over my muscles was being
restored. | tried moving my head, and d though | was taken with dizziness | found | could raiseit from
the ground.

Assoon as| could move my arm, | placed my hand against my neck and explored the extent of my
throat-wound. | could fed along and ugly cut, but the blood had stopped flowing and | knew the wound
must be superficid, otherwise | should have died within seconds.

After several minutes of trying | managed to lift mysdf into agtting position, and then at last | found |
could stand. Painfully, | looked about me.

| wasthe only living thing in that street. On the ground about me were several Martians; | did not
examinethem al, but those | did were certainly dead. Across by the other side of the street was the
damaged vehicle, and its hateful occupant. And afew yards from where | stood, poignantly abandoned,
was Amelias hand-bag.

| walked over to it with heavy heart, and picked it up. | glanced ingde, feding asif | wereinvading her
privacy, but the bag contained the only material possessions we had had, and it wasimportant to know if
they were till there. Nothing appeared to have been moved, and | closed the bag quickly. There were
too many thingsingdeit that reminded me of Amdlia

The body of the monster creature was till dominating my thoughts, in spite of my dread and loathing.
Almost againgt my own will | walked acrossto the wreck, carrying Amelias bag in my hand.

| stopped afew feet away from the hideous corpse, fascinated by the grisly sight.

| stepped back, not having learnt anything, but till there was something uncannily familiar about it that
detained me. | diverted my attention from the dead being to the wreck that contained it. | had assumed
that the vehicle had been one of those that had invaded the city. But then, looking anew, | remembered
the policing-vehicle that had been blasted in the explosion, and redlized that this must beiit!

With that sudden awareness, the awful implications of the anonymous and faceless drivers of those city
vehiclescameto me... and | stepped back from the wreck in horror and amazement, more frightened
than | had ever beeninmy life.



A few minuteslater, as| walked in adazed fashion through the streets, avehicle suddenly appeared in
front of me. The driver must have seen me, for the vehicle hated at once. | saw that it was one of the city
haulage-vehicles, and that stlanding in the back were between twenty and thirty Martian humans.

| stared at the control-cab, trying not to imagine the being that was behind the black oval window. A
voice ragped out through the metd grille.

| stood quite still, panicking insde. | had no ideawhat to do, no ideawhat was expected of me.
The voice came again, sounding to my ready car angry and peremptory.

| redlized that severa of the men in the back of the vehicle were leaning over towards me, extending
their arms. | took thisto mean that | was expected to join them, and so | walked over to them, and
without further ado was helped aboard.

Assoon as| and my bag werein the open rear compartment, the vehicle moved off.

My bloodied appearance ensured that | was the centre of attention as soon as| had boarded. Severa
of the Martians spoke directly to me, clearly awaiting somekind of reply. For amoment | wasina
renewed State of panic, thinking thet at last | should haveto reved my dien origins.

But then amost fortunate inspiration came to me. | opened my mouth, made agagging noise, and
pointed at the heinous wound in my neck. The Martians spoke again, but I smply looked blank and
continued to gag at them, hoping thereby to convince them that | had been stricken dumb.

For afew more seconds the unwanted attention continued, but then they seemed to lose interest in me.
More survivors had been seen, and the vehicle had hated. Soon, three more men and awoman were
being helped aboard. They had gpparently not suffered at the hands of the invaders, for they were
uninjured.

The vehicle moved off again, prowling the streets and occasiondly |etting forth an unpleasant braying
sound through its meta grille. It was reassuring to bein the company of these Martian humans, but |
could never quite put from my mind the grotesque presence of the monster-creature in the control-cab.

The dow journey around the city continued for another two hours, and gradudly more survivorswere
picked up. From time to time we saw other vehicles engaged in the same operation, and | presumed from
thisthat theinvason was over.

| found a corner at the back of the compartment, and sat down, cradling Amelias bag in my arms.

| was wondering if what we had seen was, after dl, afull-scaeinvasion. With the marauders departed,
and the city smoking and damaged, it seemed more likely that what we had witnessed was morein the
nature of askirmish, or areprisa mission. | recaled the firing of the snow-cannon, and wondered if those
shells had been aimed at the cities of the enemy. If so, then Ameliaand | had blundered into afracasin
which we had no part, and of which Ameliaat least had become an unwitting victim.

| thrust thisthought aside: it was unbearable to think of her at the mercy of these monster-creatures.

Somewheat |ater another thought occurred to me, one which gave me several unpleasant minutes. Could
it be, | wondered, that | had been mistaken about the departure of the enemy? Wasthistruck being
driven by one of the conquerors?



| pondered thisfor some time, but then remembered the dead monster | had seen. That was apparently
of thiscity, and furthermore the humans | was with did not show the same symptoms of fear as| had
seen during thefighting. Could it be that every city on Mars was managed by the vile monster- creatures?

Therewas hardly any timeto consider this, for soon the compartment wasfilled, and the vehicle set off
at asteady pace towards the edge of the city. We were deposited outside alarge building, and directed
ingde. Here, daves had prepared amed, and with the others| ate what was put before me. Afterwards,
we were taken to one of the undamaged dormitory buildings and allocated hammock-space. | spent that
night lying in acramped position with four Martian males on one hammock.

Therefollowed along period of time (one so painful to methat | can barely bring mysdlf to record it
here), during which | was assigned to alabour-team set to repair the damaged streets and buildings.
There was much to do, and, with the reduced population, no apparent end to the time | would be forced
towork inthisway.

Therewas never the least possibility of escape. We were guarded by the monster-creatures every
moment of every day, and the apparent freedoms of the city, which had allowed Ameliaand | to explore
it so thoroughly, were long gone. Now only aminute area of the city was occupied, and this was policed
not only by the vehicles, but also overseen by the watch-towers not damaged in theraid. These were
occupied by the mongters, who were apparently capable of staying immobilein their perchesfor hours at
atime.

Large number of daves had been drafted in to the city, and the worst and heaviest tasks were given to
them. Even so, much of thework | had to do was onerous.

| was glad in oneway that the work was demanding, for it helped me not to dwell too long on Amelias
plight. | found mysdlf wishing that she were deed, for | could not contemplate the horrible perversionsthe
obscene creatures would put her to if she remained divein thar captivity. But a the sametime, | could
not for one moment alow mysdf to think she was dead. | wanted her dive, for she was my own raison
d'ére. Shewasawaysin my thoughts, however distracting the events around me, and at nights | would
lieawake, tormenting myself with guilt and salf-acrimony. | wanted and loved her S0, that scarcely anight
passed when | did not sob in my hammock.

It was no consol ation that the misery of the Martians was an equa to mine, nor that at last | was
understanding the causes of their eternd grief.

| soon lost count of the days, but it could not have been lessthan six of Earth's months before there
came adramatic change in my circumstances. One day, without prior warning, | was force-marched with
about a dozen men and women away from the city. A monster-vehicle followed us.

| thought at first we were being taken to one of the industria sites, but shortly after leaving the



protective dome we headed south, and crossed the canal by one of the bridges. Ahead of us| saw the
barrdl of the snow-cannon looming up.

It appeared to have escaped undamaged intheraid - or else had been efficiently repaired - for there
was an activity about the muzzle equd to the amount Ameliaand | had seen thet first time. At sight of this
my heart sank, for | did not relish the thought of having to work in the thin, outer atmosphere; | was not
the only one breathing laborioudy aswe marched, but | felt the native Martians would be better suited to
working in the open. The weight of Amelia's hand-bag - which | took with me everywhere - wasa
further encumbrance.

We marched asfar asthe centre of the activity: closeto the muzzleitsdf. By thistime | wason the
point of collapse, so difficult wasit to bresthe. Aswe cameto ahalt | discovered | was not alonein my
agony, for everyone sat weekly on the ground. | joined them, trying to force my heart to il itsfurious
besting.

So occupied was | with my discomfortsthat | had neglected to take stock of the events around me. |
was aware of the great, black muzzle twenty yards from me, and the fact that we had halted by acrowd
of daves, but that wasall.

There were two city-Martians standing to one side, and they were regarding us with some interest.
Oncel redized this, | looked back at them and saw that in certain respects they were different from
other men | had seen here. They seemed very poised, for one thing, and they wore clothes that were
different from those worn by everyone e se. These were black garments, cut in admost military style.

Apparently my looking back at them had drawn attention to mysdlf, for amoment later the two
Martians walked over to me and said something. Playing my role asamute, | stared back at them. Their
patience was thin: one reached down to me and pulled me to my feet | was pushed to one Side, where
three mae daves were aready standing apart. The two city-Martians then went to where the rest of the
daveswere standing, selected ayoung girl, and brought her over tojoin us.

| was uneadily awarethat | and the four daves had become the focus of someinterest. Severd of the
Martians were staring at us, but asthe two men in black came over to usthey turned away, leaving usto
whatever plight wasin store.

An order was issued, and the daves turned obediently away. | followed at once, till anxious not to
seem different. We were herded towards what appeared at first sight to be an immense vehicle. Aswe
approached, however, | saw that it consisted in fact of two objects, temporarily joined together.

Both parts were cylindrical in shape. The longer of the two was redlly the most bizarre machine | had
seen during my time on Mars. It was about sixty feet in length, and, apart from its overdl conformation to
acylindrica diameter of about twenty feet, was not regularly shaped. Along its base were many groups
of the mechanicd legs, but on the whole its exterior was smooth. At severa places around its outer skin
were perforations, and | could see water dribbling from some of these. At the far end of the machine a
long, flexible pipe led away. Thisran right across the desert, at least asfar as the cana, and was looped
and coiled in severd places.:

The smaller of the two objectsis smpler to describe, in that its shape was readily identifiable. So
familiar was this shape that my heart began to beat wildly once more; thiswas the projectile that would
be fired from the cannon!

It wasitsdlf cylindrica for most of itslength, but with a curving, pointed nose. The resemblanceto an
artillery-shell was startling but there was never on Earth any shell of thissizel From one end to another it
must have been at least fifty feet long, and with adiameter of about twenty feet. The outer surface was



finely machined so that it shone and dazzled in the bright sunlight. The smoothness of the surface was
broken only in one place, and thiswas on theflat, rear end of the projectile. Here were four extrusions,
and aswe walked closer | saw that they were four of the heat-cannons we had seen the
monster-creatures using. The four were placed symmetricaly: one a the centre, the other threein an
equilaterd triangle about it.

Thetwo Martians led us past this to where a hatchway had been opened, near the nose of the
projectile. At this| hesitated, for it had suddenly become clear that we wereto go inside. The daves had
hesitated too, and the Martians raised their whipsin amenacing fashion. Before another move could be
made, one of the daveswas touched across the shoulders. He howled with pain, and fdll to the ground.

Two of. the other davesimmediately bent to pick up the stricken man, and then, without further delay,
we hurried up the doping metd ramp into the projectile.

So it wasthat | began my voyage across the skies of Mars.

There were seven human beings aboard that craft: myself and the four daves, and the two black-suited
city-Martianswho werein control.

The projectileitself was divided into three parts. At the very front of the craft was the small
compartment where the two drivers stood during the flight. Immediately behind this, and separated from
it by ametal partition, was a second compartment, and it wasinto thisthat | and the daves were ushered.
At the back of this compartment was asolid meta wall, entirely dividing this part of the craft from the
main hold. It was there that the detestable monster-creatures and their deadly machineswere carried. All
this| discovered by ameans| shdl presently explain, but first | must describe the compartment in which |
was placed.

I had by chance been the last to enter the craft, and so | found mysdlf nearest to the partition. The two
men in charge were shouting ingructions to more men outside, and thislasted for severa minutes,
alowing meto take stock of where we were.

Theinterior of our compartment was dmost bare. The walls were of unpainted meta, and because of
the shape of the craft the floor where we stood curved up to become the ceiling too. Suspended from top
to bottom, if my meaning is understood, were five tubes of what seemed to be a transparent fabric.
Standing againgt the wall which separated this compartment from the main hold waswhat | at first took to
be alarge cupboard or cubicle, with two doors closed acrossit. | noticed that the daves huddled away
from it, and not knowing what it wasfor | too kept my distance.

Theforward areawas smdl and rather cramped, but what most overwhelmed me wasthe array of
scientific equipment it contained. There wasllittle here that | could comprehend, but there was one
indrument whose function wasimmediately self evident.

Thiswas alarge glass pand, placed directly in front of where the two driverswould stand. It was
illuminated in some wise from behind, so that displays were projected on to it, not unlike severad magic
lanterns being operated at once. These diplays revedled a number of views, and my attention was drawn
to them.



The largest of the pictures showed the view directly forward of the projectile; that isto say, at the
moment | first saw it the picture was entirely occupied by the machine presently connected to the nose of
the projectile. Then there were views of what was happening to each side of the projectile, and behind.
Another showed the very compartment in which | stood, and | could see my own figure standing by the
partition. | waved my hand to mysdf for severa moments, enjoying the novelty. The last showed what |
presumed wastheinterior of the main hold of the craft, but here theimage was dark and it was not
possible to make out details.

Lessinteresting than this pand were the other instruments, the largest of which were clustered before
two more of theflexible, trangparent tubes which ran from top to bottom of the compartment.

At last the men at the hatch finished their instructions, and they stepped back. One of them wound a
wheded handle, and the hatch door was dowly brought up until it was flush with the rest of the hull. Asit
did s, our one source of daylight was sealed, and artificid lighting came on. Neither of the two men paid
any attention to us, but moved across to the controls.

| looked at the daves with me inside the compartment. The girl and one of the men were squatting on
thefloor, while athird spoke reassuringly to the man who had been struck with the whip. Thislast wasin
abad way: he was trembling uncontrollably, and had lost the use of hisfacia muscles so that his eyes
were dack, and salivatrickled from his mouth.

Returning my gazeto the displays| saw that with the turning on of the artificia lights, the main hold of
the craft could now be seen. Here, in conditions which looked intolerably cramped, were the
monster-creetures. | counted five of them, and each had aready ingaled itsdf in alarger version of the
transparent fabric tubesthat | had already seen. Seeing these ghastly beings thus suspended was no less
horrific for being dightly comical.

Looking at the other panels | saw that there was till considerable activity around the projectile. There
seemed to be several hundred people outside, mostly daves, and they were engaged in hauling avay
various pieces of heavy equipment which stood around the muzzle of the cannon.

Many minutes passed, with no apparent movement in the craft. The two men at the controls were busy
checking their instruments. Then, unexpectedly, the whole projectile lurched, and looking at the various
panels| saw that we were moving dowly backwards. Another pandl showed the view at the rear of the
craft: we were being propelled dowly up the ramp towards the muzzle of the cannon.

vi

The legged vehicle attached to the nose of the craft appeared to be in control of this operation. Asthe
shell itsdf was pushed into the mouth of the barrel | noticed two things more or less smultaneoudy. The
first was that the temperature ingde the craft immediately lowered, asif the metd of the barrel were
somehow artificidly cooled, and thus sucking the warmth from the projectile; the second was that on the
forward-looking pand | saw greet fountains of water praying from the controlling vehicle. The collar
from which the spray was shot was rotating about the main body of the vehicle, for the spray was
circling. Thismuch | saw aswe entered the barrel, but after afew seconds we had been advanced so far
that the controlling vehicleiitself entered the barrel and so blocked the daylight.

Now, athough there were afew dectricd lightsimplanted in thewalls of the cannon, very little could
be seen on the panels. Faintly, though, beyond the meta hull of the projectile, | could hear the hiss of the



water spraying about us.

The temperature insde the projectile continued to fall. Soon it seemed as cold asit had been that first
night Ameliaand | had spent in the desert, and had | not been long accustomed to this frozen and hostile
world | should have thought | would surely die of frosthite. My teeth were beginning to chatter when |
heard asound | had learned to dread: the harsh grating of the monster-creatures voices, coming from a
grillein the control cabin. Soon after this, | saw one of the men in charge pull alever, and in amoment a
draught of warmer air flowed through the compartment.

So our long passage down the barrel of the cannon continued. After the first moments, when themenin
control were working furioudy, there was not much for anyone to do but wait until the operation was
completed. | passed the time by watching the monster-creaturesin the hold: the one nearest me on the
display-panel seemed to be staring directly at me with its cold, expressionless eyes.

The end of the operation, when it came, was without ceremony. We smply came to the deepest recess
of the barrel - where there had already been placed a solid core of ice, blocking our way - and waited
whilethevehiclein control finished its water-spraying operation. Looking at the rearward display-pand |
saw that the projectile had come to rest only inches from the core of ice.

From this moment, the remainder of the operation passed smoothly and quickly, The contralling vehicle
separated from the projectile, and retreated quickly away up the barrel. Without the load of the craft the
vehicletravelled much faster, and within amatter of minutesit had cleared the end of the barrdl.

On theforward display-pand | could see up the entire length of the barrel, to atiny point of daylight at
the very end. The barrel between us and the daylight had been coated with athick layer of ice.

Vil

Once more came the sound of the monster-creatures voices from the grille, and the four daves| was
with legpt to obey. They hastened towards the flexible tubes, helping the wounded man to hisown. | saw
that in the control cabin the other two men were climbing into the tubes that stood before the contrals,
and | redlized that | too must obey.

Glancing round, | saw that one of the transparent tubes was placed in such a position that view of the
control cabin could be maintained, but that one of the men daveswas dready climbing into it. Not
wishing to lose my advantageous view of the proceedings, | caught the man by his shoulder and waved
my arms angrily. Without hesitation the dave cowered away from me, and moved to another tube.

| picked up Amdlias bag and climbed into the tube through afold in the fabric, wondering what | was
infor. When | wasinsde the fabric hung loosaly about melike acurtain. Air was ducted through it from
above, 0 in spite of the feding of total enclosure it was not unbearable.

My view was rather more restricted, but | could still see three of the displays: the onesfacing fore and
aft of, the projectile, and one of those facing to the sde. Thislast, of course, was presently black, for it
showed nothing but thewall of the barrel.

Quite unexpectedly there came adeep vibration in the projectile, and at the same moment | felt mysdlf
being tipped backwards. | tried to step back to maintain balance, but | wastotaly enclosed by the
trangparent fabric. Indeed, | was now understanding part of the function of this transparent tube, for as



the muzzle of the cannon was being raised, the tube was tightening around me and so supporting me. The
further the cannon barrel was raised the tighter the tube wrapped itself about me, to the point that asthe
tilting cameto an end | wastotadly incgpable of any movement at dl. | was now lying with most of my
weight supported by the tube, for although my feet were il touching the floor, the cannon had been
raised until we were about forty-five degrees from horizontd.

No sooner had we cometo rest than | saw ablaze of light shine out on the rearward-facing panel, and
there was atremendousjolt. A great and ineluctable pressure bore down on me, and the transparent tube
tightened till more. Even 0, the thrust of acceleration pressed againgt me asif with an immense hand.

After thefirg jolt there was no discernible sensation of motion gpart from this pressure, for theice had
been laid with great precison and polished like amirror. Looking at the rear ward display | saw only
darkness, stabbed with four beams of white light; ahead, the point of daylight visible at the muzzlewas
approaching. At first its apparent approach was almost undetectable, but within afew secondsit was
rushing towards us with ever-increasing vel ocity.

Then we were out of the barrdl, and in the same instant the pressure of acceleration was gone, and
bright pictures flooded to the three displays | could see.

In the rearward pand | could see for afew seconds areceding view of the cannon, a huge cloud of
steam pouring from the muzzle; on the Side pand | caught erratic glimpses of land and sky whirling about;
on the forward display | could see only the deep blue of the sky.

Thinking that at last it would be safe to leave the protection of the fabric | tried to step out, but
discovered that | was il firmly held. There was aterrible vertiginous sensation spinning my head, asif |
werefaling from agreat height, and at last | experienced in full the terrors of hel pless confinement; | was
truly trgpped in this projectile, incapable of movement, tumbling through the sky.

| closed my eyes and took a deep breath. The air ducted through the tube was cool, and it reassured
me to know that | was not intended to die here.

| took another deep breath, then athird, forcing mysdlf to be cam.

At length | opened my eyes. Nothing inside the projectile had changed, asfar as| could see. The
scenes on the three displays were uniform: each showed the blue of the sky, but on the rearward one |
could see anumber of objects floating behind our craft | wondered for awhile asto what these could be,
but then identified them as the four heat-projectors which had been played on the ice insgde the cannon. |
presumed by the fact of their being discarded that they had no further function.,

That the craft was turning owly on its axis became apparent afew secondslater, when the Sdeways
pand unexpectedly reveded the horizon of the land, swinging up and across the picture. Soon the entire
display wasfilled with ahigh view of land, but we were at such an dtitude that it was amost impossible
to see details. We were passing over what looked like a dry, mountainous region, but amagor war had
obvioudy taken place at some time as the ground was pock-marked with huge craters. Later, the craft
rolled further so that the sky returned to fill the display.

From the forward display | learned that the craft must now have levelled off, for the horizon could be
seen here. | presumed that this meant we were now in leve flight, dthough the axid spin continued,
evidenced by the fact that the forward horizon was spinning confusingly. The men controlling the craft
must have had some way of correcting this, for | heard a series of hissing noises and gradually the horizon
steadied.

| had thought that once we werein flight there would be no more shocksin store, so | was very



adarmed afew minutes|ater when there was aloud explosion and abrilliant green light flooded acrossall
the panels | could see. The flash was momentary, but another followed seconds later. Having seen those
green flashesin the hours before the invasion | thought at first we must, be under attack, but between
each explosion the atmosphere inside the craft remained cam.

The frequency of these green explosionsincreased, until there was one amost every second, deafening
me. Then they ceased for awhile, and | saw that the projectilestrgectory had been drastically lowered.
For aningant | saw in the forward panel the image of avast city on the ground before us, then therewas
another burgt of green fire burning continualy outside the craft, and al became obscured by the blaze. In
the noise of the roaring, explosivelight | felt the trangparent fabric tightening around me ... and my last
impression was of an dmost intolerable deceleration, followed by atremendous crash.

Chapter Twelve
WHAT | SAW INSIDE THE CRAFT

The pands had gone black, the fabric tubes had relaxed, and al was silent. The floor wastilted sharply
forward, and so | fell from the supporting folds and collgpsed againgt the partition, hardly daring to
believe that once more the projectile was on solid ground. Beside me, the four daves aso fell or stepped
from their tubes, and we al crouched together, trembling alittle after the shocks of theflight.

We were not |eft done for long. From beyond the partition | heard the sound of voices, andina
moment one of the men appeared; he too looked shaken, but he was on hisfeet and carrying hiswhip.

Tomy anger and surprise he raised this devilish instrument, and shouted imprecations at usin his
soprano voice. Naturaly, | could not understand, but the effect on the daves wasimmediate. One of the
men-daves clambered to hisfeet and shouted back, but he was struck with the whip and fell to thefloor.

Again the man in charge shouted at us. He pointed first at the dave who had been whipped aswe
entered the projectile, then at the man he had just stunned, then at the third male dave, then at the girl and
findly at me. He shouted once more, pointed at each of usin turn, then fell silent.

Asif to reinforce his authority, the villainous voice of one of the monster-crestures came braying
through the grille, echoing in thetiny meta compartment.

The dave who had been pointed at first waslying nervelesdy on the floor, where he had falen from his
protective tube, and the girl and the other dave bent to help him to hisfeet. He was till conscious, but
like the other man he appeared to havelost al use of hismuscles. | went forward to help them with him,
but they ignored me.

Now their attention was directed towards the protruding cubicle | had noticed earlier. The doors had
remained closed throughout the flight, and | had assumed that the cubicle contained some equipment.
That thiswas not so was ingtantly revealed when the girl pulled the doors open.

Because of thetilting of the craft the doors siwung right open, and | was able to see what wasinsde.
The entire space was no larger than that of a cupboard, with just enough room for a man to stand within
it. Attached to the meta bulkhead were five clamps, like manacles, but made with afiendish precision



that lent to them adigtinctly surgicdl air.

The mae dave was pushed avkwardly to the entrance to this cubicle, hishead lolling and hislegs
dack. However, some awareness must have been filtering through his befuddied mind, for as soon ashe
saw where he was about to be put he set up as much resistance as he could muster; he was, though, no
match for the other two, and after about a minute's struggle they managed to get him upright into the
cubicle.

As soon astherelevant part of hisbody wasin contact, the manacles closed of their own accord. His
two armswere held firgt, then hislegs, and findly hisneck. A low moaning noise came from his mouith,
and he moved his head desperately, trying to escape. The girl moved quickly to close the doors on him,
and at once hisfeeble cries could scarcely be heard.

| looked in gppalled silence a the others. They stared at the floor, avoiding everyone elsg's gaze. |
noticed that the man in charge gill sood by the partition, hiswhip ready for further use.

Five anguished minutes passed, then with a shocking suddenness the doors of the cubicle fell open and
the man collgpsed acrossthe floor.

| bent down to examine him, as he had falen near my feet. He was certainly unconscious, probably
dead. Where the manacles had held him were rows of punctures, about one-eighth of an inch in diameter.
A trace of blood flowed from each one, on hislimbs and his neck. There was not much blood oozing, for
his body was as white as snow; it was asif every drop of blood had been sucked away.

Even as| was examining this unfortunate, the second stunned man was being dragged towards the
cubicle. Hisresstance was less, for the electrica shock had been administered more recently, and within
afew seconds his body had been manacled in place. The doors were closed.

One of the most shocking aspects of al this was the uncomplai ning acceptance by the daves of their
lot. The two remaining daves, the man and the girl, stood passively, waiting for the wretch in the cubicle
to be bled dry. | could not believe that such barbarities would be tolerated, and yet so strong was the
régime of the mongter-creatures that even this atrocity wasimplemented by the city-Martians.

| looked away from the man with the whip, hoping he would lose interest in me. When, afew moments
later, the man in the cubicle was released and fdll inertly acrossthefloor, | followed the lead of the other
two and calmly moved his body out of the way to make access again to the cubicle.

The remaining mae dave went of his own accord to the cubicle, the manacles closed around him, and |
shut the doors quickly.

The man with the whip stared &t the girl and me for afew seconds longer, then, evidently satisfied that
we were capable of continuing unsupervised, returned unexpectedly to the control cabin

Sensing aminuscule chance of escape, | glanced at the girl; she seemed uninterested and had sat down
with her back to the partition. Free for amoment to act and think independently, | looked desperately
around the compartment Asfar as| could see there was no way out except by the hatchway beyond the
partition. | looked at the curving ceiling and floor, but these were unbroken except for the fittings of the
flexible tubes.

| went quietly to the partition, and peered around it at the two Martiansin charge... They had their
backs towards me, attending to some matter at the controls of the craft. | looked at the whedl-device
which opened and closed the hatch; it would be impossible for me to open it without their hearing me.



Behind me, the cubicle door burst open and the male dave fell out, his bloodless arm falling acrossthe
girl. At the sound of this, thetwo Martians at the controls turned round, and | ducked out of sight. The
girl waslooking a me, and for amoment | was mortified by the expression of stark fear which contorted
her features. Then, without a sound, she stepped into the cubicle, and | was done with the three bodies
of thedaves.

I closed the doors of the cubicle without glancing inside, then went to a part of the compartment where
no bodies lay, and was violently sick.

I could no longer stay in that hellish compartment with its Sights and odours of death; blindly, | struggled
over the heaped bodies and hurled mysdlf around the partition, determined to do to death the two
Martian humans who were the instruments of the torturous daughter.

| had never in al my life been taken with such ablinding and al-consuming rage and nausea. In my
hatred | threw mysalf across the control cabin and landed a huge blow with my arm on the back of the
neck of the Martian nearer to me. He crumpled immediately, his forehead smiting ajagged edge of the
insrumentation.

Hisdectricad whip fell to the floor beside. him, and | snatched it up.

The other Martian was dready seated on the floor, and in the two or three seconds my first attack had
taken had time only to turn hisface towards me. | svung the whip vicioudy, catching him across his
collar-bone, and at once he jerked and fell Sdeways. Coldly and deliberately | stood over him, pressing
the end of the whip againgt histemple. He jerked spasmically for afew seconds, then was till. | turned
my attention to the other Martian, who was now lying semi-conscious on the floor, blood pouring from
thewound in his head. Hetoo | treated with the whip, then at last | threw aside the terrible weapon, and
turned away. | was taken with dizziness, and in amoment | passed out. My last memory was of hearing
the sound of the dave-girl'sbody asit fdll into the compartment behind me,

Chapter Thirteen
AMIGHTY BATTLE

My faint must have turned naturaly to deep, for the next few hours are unremembered.

When at |ast | awoke my mind was tranquil, and for several minutes | had no memory of the hideous
events | had witnessed. Assoon as| sat up, though, | was confronted with the bodies of the two
city-Martians, and everything returned in vivid detall.

| consulted my watch. | had kept thiswound, as| had discovered that the length of a Martian day was
amost the same asthat on Earth, and athough a knowledge of the exact hour was unnecessary on Mars,



it was auseful guide to elapsed time. Now | saw that | had been aboard the projectile for more than
twelve hours. Every minute | stayed within its confines was reminder of what | had seen and done, 0|
crossed directly to the hatch and attempted to openit. | had seen it being closed, so | assumed that a
samplereversa of the action would be sufficient. Thiswas not so; after moving an inch or two the
mechanism jammed. | wasted severa minutestrying, before | abandoned the effort.

I looked around the cabin, sensing for the first time that | might well be trapped here. It was aterrifying
thought and | began to panic, pacing up and down in the confined space, my mind anguished.

At last sensefiltered through, and | set myself to ameticul ous and systematic examination of the cabin.

Firdt, I examined the controls, hoping that there might be someway | could set the display-pands
working, so that | could see where the craft had landed. With no success here (theimpact of landing
appeared to have broken theworkings), | turned my attention to the flying controls themselves.

Although at first Sght there seemed to be an amazing confusion of levers and wheels, | soon noticed
that certain instruments were placed insde one of the transparent pressure-tubes. It was in these that the
two Martians had passed the flight, and so it was logical that they would have had to be able to control
the trgjectory from within.

| parted the fabric with my hands (now that the flight was over it was quite limp), and inspected these
ingruments

They were solidly built - presumably to withstand the various pressures of the firing and find impact -
and smplein design. A kind of podium had been built on the floor of the cabin, and it was on this that
they were mounted. Although there were certain needle-dias whose function | could not even guess, the
two magjor controls were metal levers. One of these bore aremarkable resemblance to the lever on Sir
William's Time Machine: it was mounted pivotally and could be moved fore or &ft, or to either sdel
touched it experimentally, and moved it away from me. At once, there was anoise in another part of the
hull, and the craft trembled dightly.

The other lever was surmounted by a piece of some bright- green substance. This had only one
apparent movement - downwards - and at the same moment | laid my hand on it there was atremendous
explosion outside the hull, and | was thrown from my feet by a sudden, sharp movement of the entire
craft.

As| clambered to my feet again | redlized that | had discovered the device that triggered the green
flashes which had controlled our landing.

Understanding at last that the projectile was till functioning, if momentarily at rest, | decided that it
would be safer if | wereingtead to concentrate on escaping.

| returned to the hatch and renewed my efforts to turn the wheedl. Much to my surpriseit was freer, and
the hatch itsdf actualy shifted afew inches before jamming again. Asit did so aquantity of gravel and
dry soil poured through the crack. Thiswasrather perplexing, until | redlized that in the impact of our
landing alarge part of the craft, and most certainly the nose, would have been buried in the ground.

| considered this with some care, then closed the hatch thoughtfully. | returned to the controls, then,
bracing mysdlf, | depressed the green-tipped lever.

A few seconds late; dightly deafened and certainly unsteady on my feet, | returned to the hatch. It was
gl jammed, but there was more play than before.



It took four more attempts before the hatch opened far enough to admit a minor ava anche of soil and
pebbles, and daylight showed above. | hesitated only long enough to pick up Amdias hand-bag, then
squeezed my way through the aperture to freedom.

After along climb through loose soil, using the solid bulk of the hull to support mysdif, | reached the top
of thewdl of dirt.

| saw that the projectile had on landing created for itself avast pit, in which it now rested. On every
side of it had been thrown up large mounds of soil, and acrid green smoke - produced presumably asa
result of my efforts - drifted about. | had no way of telling how deeply the projectile had been buried on
itsfirgt impact, dthough | guessed | had shifted it fromits origina position during my escape.

| walked around to the rear end of the projectile, which was clear of the ground and overhanging
unbroken soil. The monster-creatures had thrown open the huge hatch, which was the rear wall of the
projectile, and the main hold - which | now saw astaking up most of the volume of the craft - was empty
both of beings and their devices. The bottom lip was only afoot or two above the ground, so it was easy
to enter the hold. | went inside,

It was the work of afew momentsto walk through the cavernous hold and inspect the traces of the
mongters presence, and yet it was nearly an hour before | finally emerged from the craft.

| found that my earlier count had been accurate: that there was space for five of the mongtersin the
hold. There had aso been severa of the vehicles aboard, for | saw many bulkheads and clamps built into
the meta hull by which they had been restrained.

In the degpest part of the hold, againgt the wall which separated it from the forward section, | came
across alarge canopy, the shape and volume of which indicated unerringly that it was for the use of the
monsters. With some trepidation | peered inside ... then recoiled away.

Here was the mechanism which operated the blood-sucking cubicle in the daves compartment, for |
saw an arrangement of blades and pipettes, joined by transparent tubesto alarge glassreservoir ill
containing much blood.

By this device did these vampiric mongterstake the lives of humang

| went to the opened end of the hold, and cleared my lungs of the stench. | was utterly appalled by
what | had found, and my whole body was trembling with revulsion.

A littlelater | returned to the interior of the craft. | went to examine the various pieces of equipment the
monsters had left behind them, and in doing this | made a discovery that made my el aborate escape seem
unnecessary. | found that the hull of the projectile was actually of double thickness, and that leading from
the main hold was a network of narrow passages which traversed most of the length of the craft. By
clambering through these | came eventudly, through atrap-door in the floor that | had not previoudy
noticed, into the control-cabin.

The bodies of the two Martian humans were enough reminder of what | had seen aboard the projectile,
so without further delay | returned through the passages to the main hold. | was about to jump down to



the floor of the desert when it occurred to me that in this dangerous world it would be aswell to be
armed, and so | searched the hold for something that might serve as aweapon. There was not much to
choose from, for the monsters had taken all movable pieces with them... but then | remembered the
bladesin the blood-l etting canopy.

| filled my lungswith fresh air, then hurried to the canopy. There | found that the bladeswere held in
place by asmple sheath, and so | selected one of about nineinchesin length. | unscrewed it, wiped it
clean on the fabric of one of the pressure-tubes, and placed it insde Amdlias hand-bag.

Then at last | hurried from the craft, and went out into the desart.

| looked about me, wondering which way | should travel to find shelter. | knew | was somewhere near
another city, for | had seen it on the display aswe landed, but where it was| did not know.

| glanced firgt at the sun, and saw that it was near meridian. At firg this confused me, for the projectile
had been launched at the height of the day and | had dept for only afew hours, but then | redlized just
how far the craft must have travelled. It had been launched in awesterly direction, so | must now be on
the other sde of the planet during the same day!

However, what was important was that there were till severd hoursto nightfall.

| walked away from the projectile towards an outcropping of rock some five hundred yards away. This
was the highest point | could see, and | judged that from its peak | should be able to survey thewhole
region.

| was not being mindful of my surroundings: | kept my eyes directed towards the ground in front of me.
| was not eated at my escape, and indeed there was agreat gloom in me; afamiliar emotion, for | had
lived with it ancethat day in Desolation City when Amdiahad been snatched away from me. Nothing
had served to remind me of her. It was smply that now | was freed of my immediate concerns, my
thoughts returned inevitably to her.

Thusit wasthat | was halfway to the rocks before | noticed what was going on around me

| saw that many more projectiles had landed. There were adozen within my view, and to one sidel
could see three of the legged ground vehicles standing together. Of the monsters themselves, or the
humans who had brought them here, there was no sign, although | knew that most of the monsters were
probably aready seated ingde the armoured housings of their vehicles.

My lonely presence attracted no attention as | trudged across the reddish sand. The monsters cared
little for the affairs of humans, and | cared nothing for theirs. My only hope wasto locate the city, and so
| continued on my way to the rocks.

Here| paused for amoment, staring around. The texture of the rocks was brittle, and as | placed my
weight on alow ledge, tiny chipsof thedluvia rock fell away.

| climbed carefully, balancing my weight with Amelias bag. When | was about twenty feet above the
desert floor | came to abroad shalf across the face of therocks, and. | rested for afew seconds.



| looked out across the desert, seeing the ugly craters made by the projectiles as they landed, and
seeing the blunt, open ends of the projectiles themsalves. | stared asfar | could seein al directions, but
therewas no sign of the city. | picked up the bag again, and started to work my way around the face of
therocks, climbing dl theway.

The outcrop waslarger than | had first supposed, and it took me several minutes to reach the other
side. Here the rocks were more broken, and my hold was precarious.

| came around alarge rocky protuberance, feding my way along anarrow ledge. As| cleared the
obstacle, | stopped in amazement.

Directly in front of me - and, coincidentally, blocking my view across the desert - was the platform of
one of the watch- towers!

| was so surprised to see one here that | felt no sense of danger. The thing was still; the black, ova
window was on the further Sde, s0 even if there were amonster-creature inside | would not be noticed

I looked across the rock-face in the direction | had been climbing towards, and saw that here there
was adeep cleft. | leaned forward, supporting myself with my hand, and glanced down; | was now about
fifty feet above the desert floor, and it was a sheer drop. My only way down was by the way | had
come. | hesitated, debating what to do.

| felt certain that there was one of the monster-creatures insgde the platform of the tower, but why it
was standing herein the shelter of the rocks | could not say. | remembered the towersin the city: during
normal times the towers seemed to be left to work mechanicaly. | wondered if thiswere one such.
Certainly, thefact that its platform wasimmobile lent weight to the notion that the platform was
unoccupied. Furthermore, by itsvery presence it was denying me the purpose of my climb. | needed to
locate the city, and from where | was forced to stand by nature of the rocks configuration, my view was
blocked by the tower.

Looking again at the platform of the tower | wondered if this obstacle might be turned to my
advantage.

| had never before been quite as close to one asthis, and the details of its construction became of great
interest to me. Around the base of the platform itsalf was ashelf or ledge some twenty-four inchesin
depth; aman could stand in comfort onit, and indeed in greater safety than in my present position on the
rocks. Above this shelf was the body of the platform itsdf: abroad, shalow cylinder with adoping roof,
some seven feet high at the back, and about ten feet high at the front. The roof itself was domed dightly,
and around part of its circumference was arail about three feet high. On the rear wall were three metal
rungs, which presumably assisted entry to and exit from the platform itself, for set into a part of the roof
directly above them was alarge hatch, which was presently closed.

Without further delay | gripped the rungs and hauled myself up to the roof, swinging Amelias bag
before me! | stood up and stepped gingerly towardstherall, gripping it with my free hand. Now at last
my view across the desert was uninterrupted.

Thesight | saw was one which no man before me had ever beheld.

| have dready described how much of the Martian terrain is flat and desert-like; thet there are d'so
mountai nous regions was evidenced by my view from the projectilein flight. What | did not until that
moment realize wasthat, in certain parts of the desert, sngle mountains - of a height and breadth with no
Earthly pardld - thrust themselves out of the plain, sanding aone.



One such stood before me.

Now, lest my words should midead, | must immediately modify my description, for my very first
impression of thismountain wasthat its scae was quite inggnificant. Indeed, my attention was drawn first
to the city | had been seeking, which lay some five milesfrom wherel stood. This| saw through the
crysta-clear Martian air, and registered that it was built on a scale that vastly exceeded that of Desolation

City.
Only when | had established the direction in which | should have, to travel, and the distance | would

have to cover to reach it, did | ook beyond the city towards the mountain against whose lower dopesit
had been buiilt.

At firgt Sght this mountain gppeared to be the beginnings of arounded plateau region; instead of the
upper surface being sharply defined, however, the heights were vague and unclear. As my senses
adapted, | realized that thislack of definition was caused by my looking dong the very surface of the
mountain's dope. So large was the mountain, in fact, that the mgjor part of it lay beyond the horizon, so
that the thrust of its height was competing with the planet's curvature! In thefar distance | could just make
out what must have been the mountain's peak: white and conicad, with vapour drifting from the, volcanic
crater.

This summit seemed to be no more than afew thousand feet high; taking into account the fact of the
planet's curvature, | dare say that amore accurate estimate of the height would be at least ten or fifteen
miles above ground level! Such physical scale was amost beyond the comprehension of aman from
Earth, and it was many minutes before | could accept what | saw.

| was preparing to climb back to the rocks, and start my descent to, the ground, when | noticed a
movement some distance to my left

| saw that it was one of the, legged vehicles, moving dowly across, the desert in the direction of the
city. It was not done; in fact, there were several dozen of these vehicles, presumably brought in the many
projectiles which lay scattered across the desert.

What was more, there were scores of the watch-towers, some standing about the vehicles, others
sheltering, like the one on which | was perched, beside one or another outcropping of rock, of which
there were several between here and the city.

| had long redlized that the flight in which | had taken part was amilitary misson, retdiating againgt the
invasion of Desolation City. | had further assumed that the target would be aminor foe, for | had seen the
might of those invaders and did not think that vengeance would be sought directly againgt them. But this
was not the case. The city against which the vehicles were ranged was immense, and when | looked
towardsit | could just make out the extent to which the place was defended. The outer limits of the city,
for example, seemed forested with watch-towers, lining the perimeter so thickly in placesthat it was asif
astockade had been erected. Moreover, the ground was swarming with fighting-vehicles, and | could
see orderly patterns of them, like black metal soldiers on parade.

Againg thiswas the pitiful attacking force on whose side, accident had placed me. | counted sixty of
the legged ground vehicles, and about fifty of the watch-towers.

| was so fascinated by this spectacle of acoming battle that | forgot for amoment where | was
standing. Indeed, | was speculating about just what kind of role the watch-towerswould play, neglecting
thefact that if | did not move | would surdly find out! My best estimate was that the legged vehicles
would move forward to attack the city, while the watch-towers would stand defence over the projectiles.



At firg this seemed to be the case. The legged vehicles moved dowly and steedily towards the city,
and those watch-towers unprotected by the rocks began to raise their platformsto the full height of sixty
feet.

| decided that it wastime | left my vantage point, and turned round to look back at the rocks, il
gripping theral inmy hand.

Then something happened | could never have anticipated. | heard adight noiseto my right, and |
looked round in surprise. There, emerging from behind the bluff wall of the rocks, came awatch-tower.

It was walking: the three metd shafts that were the legs of the tower were striding eerily benegth the
platform!

The tower on which | stood suddenly lurched, and we fell forward. All around, the other watch-towers
withdrew their legs from the gravelly soil, and strode forward in the wake of the ground-vehicles.

It wastoo late to jump to safety on the rock-face: aready it was twenty yards away. | gripped therail
for dl I wasworth, asthe walking watch-tower bore me out into battle!

It was no good recriminating with mysdlf for my lack of fore-sight; the incredible machine was aready
moving a about twenty milesan hour, and accelerating dl thewhile. The air roared past my ears, and my
hair flew. My eyeswere streaming.

The watch-tower that had been beside mine at the rocks was afew yards ahead of us, but we were
keeping pace. Because of this| was able to see how the contraption managed its ungainly gait. | saw that
it was no lessthan alarger version of the tripodd legsthat powered the ground-vehicles, but the effect
here was quite sartling in itstotal aienness. When driving forward a speed there were never more than
two legsin contact with the ground a any moment, and that only for afleeting ingtant. The weight was
transferred congtantly from oneleg to the next in turn, while the other two swung up and forwards. To
effect thisthe platform at the top wastilted dightly to the right, but the very smoothness of the motion
indicated that there was akind of transmission mounting below the platform that absorbed the minor
irregularities of the ground. | felt far from secure on my precarious perch, but for the moment afirm grip
on therail was enough to ensure that | would not be easily pitched to the ground.

In the heat of the moment | cursed myself for not having redlized that these towers themsaves must be
mobile. It wastruethat | had never before seen one m motion, but none of my speculations about their
use had made any kind of consistent sense.

Wewere dill increasing our peed, moving in awide formation towards the enemy city.

In the van was aline of the vehicles. They were flanked on each sde by four of the towers. Behind
them, spread out in a second rank about half amile long, were ten more of the ground-vehicles. Theres,
including the tower on which | stood, holding on for deer life, followed in open formation behind. Already
we were moving a such a speed that the legs were throwing up acloud of sand and grit, and the wake
from the leading vehideswas stinging my face. My own machine ran smoothly on, the engine humming

powerfully.



Within about aminute we were travelling asfast as any steam train could go, and here the speed stayed
congtant. There was no longer any question of escaping from thisfrightful Stuation; it wasdl | could doto
stay upright and not be did odged.

My downfall was nearly precipitated when, without warning, ametal flap opened benegth my legd |
hauled mysdlf to one side away from it, thankful that the motion of the machine was steady, and watched
increduloudy as there unfolded from the aperture an immense meta contraption, extended on telescopic
rods. Asit brushed within afew inches of my face | saw to my horror that the object mounted was the
barrdl of one of the heat-cannons, It raised itself higher, until it was protruding above the roof of the
tower by some eight feet or more.

Ahead of us | saw that the other towers had a so extended their cannons, and we plunged on across
the desert, headlong in thismost bizarre of cavary-charges!

| was now amost blinded by the sand being thrown up by the leading vehicles, so for the next minute
or two | was unable to see more than the two hurtling towersimmediately ahead of my own. Theleading
vehicles must have whedled to left and right suddenly, for without warning there came abregk in the
cloud of grit and | was able to see directly ahead.

We had been flung, by the diversion of the leading vehicles, into the front-line of the battle!

Ahead of me now | could see the machines of the defending city coming across the desert to meet us.
And what machines they were! There were few of the ground-vehicles, but the defenders strode
confidently towards us on their towers. | could hardly believe what | saw. These battle-machines easily
dwarfed those of my side, rising at least one hundred feet into the air.

The nearest to uswere now lessthan half amile away, and coming nearer with every second.

| stared in amazement at these Titans striding towards us with such effortless ease. The assemblage at
the top of the three legs was no unadorned platform, but acomplicated engine of tremendous size. Its
wallswere littered with devices of inconcelvable function, and where on the smaller watch-towers, was
the black ova window, was a series of multi-faceted ports, winking and glittering in the sunlight. Dangling
articulate arms, like those of the spider-like handling-machines, swung menacingly as the battle-machines
advanced, and at each joint of the incredible legs, bright-green flashes emanated with every movement.

They were now amost upon usl One of the towersthat ran to the right of minelet fly with its
heat-cannon, but ineffectualy. An ingtant later more towers on my sdefired at these mammoth
defenders. There were severd hits, evidenced by brilliant patches of fire that glowed momentarily against
the upper plat form of the enemy, but none of the battle-machines fell. They came on towards us, holding
their fire but weaving from sdeto side, their dender meta legs stepping gracefully and nimbly over the
rocky soil.

| realized that my whole body wastingling, and there was a crackling noise above my head. | glanced
up, and saw a queer radiance about the muzzle of the heat-cannon, and saw that it must, befiring at the
defenders. Intheingtant it took me to so glance up, the defending battle-machines had passed our lines,
gill holding their fire, and the watch-tower on which | stood turned sharply to the right.

Now began a sequence of attacking manoeuvres and evasive tactics that had me smultaneoudy in fear
for my life and aghast with the fiendish brilliance of these machines.

| have compared our running attack to that of a cavary-charge, but | soon saw that this had merely
been the preambl e to the battle proper. The tripoda legs did more than facilitate afast forwards motion;
in close combat they dlowed a manoeuvrability unequaled by anything | had ever seen.



My tower, no lessthan any other, wasin thethick of thefighting. As one with the others, the driver of
my watch-tower wheded his machine from side to side, spinning the platform, ducking, flailing the meta
legs, baancing, charging.

All thewhile, the hest-cannon unleashed its deadly energy, and in that méée of whirling, pirouetting
towers the beams seared through the air, striking home, flaring congtantly against the armoured sides of
the upper platforms. And now the defenders were no longer holding their fire; the battle-machines
danced through the confusion, letting fly their deadly boltswith horrifying accuracy.

It was an unequal conflict. Not only were the towers of my side dwarfed by the hundred-feet high
defenders, but out numbered too. For every one of the towers on my side there seemed to be four of the
giants, and aready their beams of destructive heat were having atelling effect. One by one the smaller
towers were struck from above; some exploded violently, others smply toppled to the ground, making
ever more hazardous the up thrown soil on which the battle was pitched. Now it wasthat | became
frightened for my own life, redizing that if the fortunes of the battle continued, it was only amatter of
seconds before | was struck down.

| was, therefore, greetly relieved when the tower on which | stood abruptly whedled round and
hastened from the centre of the fighting. In al the confusion | had been able to do no more than maintain
my hold, but as soon as we were away from the immediate dangers | discovered that | was shaking with
fear.

| had no time to recover my poise. Instead of retregting fully, the tower hurried around the fringes of the
battle, and joined two others which had smilarly separated themselves. Without a pause we rejoined the
fight, following what was .clearly a pre-arranged tacticd plan.

Marching as a phalanx we advanced towards the nearest of the colossal defenders. Asone, our three
cannons fired, the beams concentrating on the upper part of the glittering engine. Almost a once there
came aminor explosion, and the battle-machine whirled uncontrollably round and crashed to the ground
inathrashing of metd limbs.

So excited was | by this demondtration of intelligent tactics that, | found myself cheering aoud!

However, this battle would not be won by destroying one defender, afact well understood by the
mongtrous drivers of these watch-towers. The three of us hurtled on into the fighting, heading towards
our second intended victim.

Once again we were attacking from the rear, and as the heat- beams came, into play the second
defender was disposed of as spectacularly and efficiently asthefirst.

Such fortune could not last for ever. Scarcely had the second battle-machine falen to the ground than a
third stood before us. Thisone did not have its attention diverted by the ineffectua sniping of the other
attackers - for there were few left in the fray - and as we plunged towardsiit the barrel of its heat-cannon
wasturned full on us.

What happened next was over in seconds, and yet | can recall theincident in detall, asif it had
unfolded over ameatter of minutes. | have said that we charged as a phaanx of three; | was mounted on
the tower which wasto the right and on the outside of the group. The battle-machine's heat-beam fell full
across the tower in the centre, and this exploded at once. So great was the blast that only the fact that |
was thrown againgt the telescopic mount of the cannon saved me from being dashed to the ground. My
tower was damaged by the blast, afact which became ingtantly clear asit lurched and staggered wildly,
and as| clung to the telescopic mount | awaited our crashing to the desert floor as an aready established
matter of fact.



Thethird of the attacking towers, though, was as yet undamaged, and it marched on towardsitstaler
antagonit, the heat-cannon playing its beam without effect across the armoured face of the defender. It
was alast, desperate attack, and the monstrous cresture which drove the tower must have expected its
own annihilation at any moment. Although the defender responded with its own hegt-cannon, the
watch-tower went on unheeding, and flung itsdf suicidally againgt the very legs of the other. Asthey
made contact there was amassive discharge of eectrica energy, and both machines fell sdewaysto the
ground, their legs till working wildly.

Asthis happened | wasfighting for my own survivd, clutching the telescopic rods of the cannon-mount
as the damaged tower staggered away from the battle.

Thefirst shock of damage had passed, and the driver - brilliant, and evil - had managed to regain a
semblance of ,control. The wildness of the tower's career was corrected, and with some unevenness of
gait, which would have been enough to throw meto the ground had | not had afirm purchase on the
mounting, it limped away from the fracas.

Within aminute, the battle - which gtill continued - was hadf amile behind us, and some of thetension
which had gripped me began to drain away. Only then did | redize that but for the faint humming of the
engines, and theintermittent clangour of crashing machines, the entire engagement had been conducted in
adeadly slence.

| did not know how badly damaged the ambulant tower had been, but there was an unprecedented
grinding noise whenever one of the three legs bore the weight. This could not be the only damage,
though, for | could tell that the motive power wasfailing. We had | ft the battle at a consderable velocity,
having gained momentum during the charge, but now we were moving much dower. | had no redl
measure of speed, but the grinding of the damaged leg came at less frequent intervals and the air no
longer roared past my ears.

The origina charge across the desert had taken me much nearer to the city, afact for which | had been
thankful, but now we were heading away fromit, towards one of the banks of red weed.

My immediate concern was how | could leave my perch on the tower. It seemed to me that the
mongter-creature which sat at the controls might well attempt arepair of histower, and would leave the
platform to do so. If that was to happen, | had no desire to be anywhere near at the time. There was,
though, no chance for me to escape until the tower halted.

| became aware of apressurein my left hand, and looking down at it for the first time since the tower
had lurched into battle | found that | was till holding Amelias hand-bag. How it had not been dropped in
the excitement of thefighting | did not know, but some ingtinct had made meretainit! | changed my
position cautioudy, taking the bag into my other hand. | had suddenly remembered the blade | had
placedinddeit, and | took it out, thinking that at last | might need it.

Thetower had virtudly hated now, and was waking dowly through an area of irrigated land where
green crops grew. Not two hundred yards away | could see the scarlet weed-bank, and working at its
base, hacking at the stems and rel easing the sap, were the daves.

There were many more than any group | had seen in Desolation City, and the wretched people were



working in the dimy soil asfar dong the weed-bank as | could seein either direction. Our arriva had not
gone unnaticed, for | saw many of the peoplelook in our direction before turning back hurriedly to their
work.

The damaged leg was making aterrible noise, setting up ametallic screech whenever it took the weight,
and | knew we could not travel much further. At last the tower cameto ahdlt, the threelegs splayed out
beneath us.

| leaned over the edge of the platform roof, trying to seeif it would be possible to shin down one of the
legsto the ground.

Now the excitement of the battle was past, | found my thoughts were more pragmatic. | had, for a
time, been aroused by the thrill of the fighting, even to the extent of admiring the plucky way the smaller
force had thrown itself againgt the far superior defenders. But on Mars there was no element of goodness
in the monster-creatures; | had no placein thiswar between monsters, and the fact that chance had
placed me on one of two warring sides should not have beguiled meinto spurious sympathies. The
creature which had driven this tower into battle had earned my respect for itsvaour, but as| stood on
theroof of the platform, planning my escape, its essential cowardice and beastliness were suddenly
revedled.

| heard again the crackling noise above my heed, and | redlized the heat-cannon was being fired.

At firg | thought that one of the defending battle-machines must have followed us, but then | saw where
the deadly beam was being directed. Far away, over to the right, flame and smoke were legping up from
the weed-bank!

| saw severa daves caught, by thefull force of the beam, and they fell, lifeess, to the muddy ground.

The monster was not content with this atrocity, for then it started to swing the cannon to the side,
sweeping the beam along the weed-bank.

The flames burst and legpt, asif spontaneoudy, astheinvisible beam touched on vegetation and dave
alike. Where the malign hest fell on the spilled sap, gouts of steam exploded outwards. | could seethe
daves struggling to escape as they heard the screams of those afflicted, but in the svampy mirein which
they had to work it was difficult for them to scramble away in time. Many of them threw themsdves
prograte in the mud, but otherswere killed instantly.

This unspeakable deed had been continuing for no more than two or three seconds before | took a part
inending it.

Ever since | had understood the full monstrosity of the power these beings held, a part of my self had
been overwhelmed with hatred and |oathing of the monsters. | did not need to debate the rights or
wrongs of this: the mongter with its damaged tower, taking its unpardonabl e spite on the hel pless humans
below, with cold deliberation and serene mdice.

| took adeep breath, then turned away from the awful sight. Fighting down the revulsion within me, |
reached for the handle of the meta door built into the doping roof of the tower | turneditin vain; it
seemed to be jammed.

| glanced back over my shoulder. The heat-beam was still creeping aong the weed-bank, wreaking its
hideous carnage... but now some of the daves nearest to the vindictive tower had seen me, for one or
two of them were waving helplesdy asthey struggled through the swamp to avoid the beam.



The handle was one | had not seen or used on Mars before, but | knew that it could not be a
sophigticated lock, for the mongter itself, with its clumsy tentacles, must be capable of using it. Then, on
aningpiration, | turned it the other way, the way that on Earth would normaly close alock.

Ingtantly, the handle turned and the door sprung open.

Filling most of theinterior of the platform was the body of the mongter; like asickening bladder, the
grey-green sac bulged and pulsed, shining moistly asif with perspiration.

In utter loathing | swung my long blade down, bringing it smartly againgt the very centre of the back.,
The blade sunk in, but as| withdrew it for a second plunge | saw that, it had not penetrated the
sponge-like consstency of the creature's flesh. | stabbed again, but with aslittle effect.

However, the creature had felt the blows even if it had not been harmed by them. A vile screech was
emitted from the beak-like mouth at itsfront, and before | could evade it one of the tentacles dithered
quickly towards me and wrapped itself about my chest.

Taken unawares, | sumbled down into theinterior of the platform, pulled forward by the tentacle, and
was dragged between the meta wall and the nauseous body itself!

My knife-arm was not constricted, and so in desperation | hacked again and again at the serpentine
tentacle. Beside me the mongter was braying hoarsely, infear or in pain. At last, my knife was beginning
to tell, for the pressure of the tentacle eased as | drew blood. A second tentacle dinked towards me, and
justintime | dashed thefirst one away, causing blood to pump from the wound. As the second tentacle
wound itsdlf about my knife-arm, | panicked momentarily, before transferring the blade to my other hand.
Now | knew the vulnerable place on the tentacle, it took only secondsto hack it away.

My exertions, and the drag of the tentacles, had taken me to the very front of the platform, so that |
was before the face of the mongter itsdlf!

Hereit was asif the whole interior was dive with the tentacles, for ten or adozen were wrapping
themselves around me. | cannot record how gppalling was that touch! The tentacles themselves were
weak, but the combined effect of severa, stroking and clutching me, was asif | had fallen headlong into a
nest of congtrictors. Before me, the beak-like mouth opened and closed, shrieking in pain or anger; once
the beak closed around my leg, but there was no strength in it and it was not able even to rip the cloth.

Above dl werethe eyes. those large, expressonless eyes, watching my every action.

| was now in trouble, for both my armswere pinned, and athough | still held the knifel could not use
it. Instead, | kicked at the soft face before me, aiming at the roots of the tentacles, the shrilling mouth, the
saucer eyes... anything that came within range. Then at last my knife-arm came free, and | dashed wildly
at any part of the filthy body that presented itself.

Thiswasthe turning-point in the squalid affair, for from then on | knew I could win. The front of the
cregture's body was firm to the touch, and therefore vulnerable to the knife. Every blow | landed now
drew forth blood, and soon the platform was a bedlam of gore, severed tentacles and the frightful
screams of the dying mongter.

Atlast | drovethe blade straight in between the creature's eyes, and with one last fading scream it
findly expired.

The tentacles relaxed and sagged to the floor, the beak- mouth fell open, from within the corpse there
came along eructation of noxious vapours and the greet lidless eyes stared bleskly and lifelesdy through



the darkened ova window at the front of the platform.

| glanced through thiswindow just once, and saw dimly that the massacre had been brought to atimely
end. The weed-bank no longer shot forth flame, dthough steam and smoke till drifted from various
places, and the surviving daves were dragging themsalves from the mire.

vi

With ashudder | flung aside the bloodied knife, and hauled mysalf past the sagging corpse to the door.
| struggled through with some difficulty for my handswere dick with blood and ichor. At last | pulled
mysdlf back to the roof, breathing in the thin air with relief, now that | was away from the rank odours of
the monster. The hand-bag waswhere | had left it on the roof.

| picked it up, and, because | should need free use of my hands, looped one of the long handles over
my neck.

For amoment | stared down at the ground. For asfar as| could seein every direction those daves that
had survived the massacre had abandoned their toils and were wading through the mud towards the
tower. Some had aready reached dry land, and were running across to me, waving their long spindly
amsand cdling out in their high, reedy voices.

The leg nearest me seemed to be the straightest of the three, bent in only one place. With the greatest
difficulty | eased mysdlf over the protruding shelf, and managed to grip the metd limb with my knees.
Then | released my hold on the platform, and placed my hands around the rough metd of theleg. Much
blood had spilled from the platform, and athough it was drying quickly in the sunshine it made the meta
periloudy dippery. With great caution &t first, then with more confidence as| grew accustomed toit, |
shinned down the leg towards the ground, the hand-bag swinging ludicroudy across my chest.

Asl| reached the ground and turned, | saw that a huge crowd of the daves had watched my descent
and were waiting to greet me. | took the bag from around my neck, and stepped towards them. At once
they moved back nervoudy, and | heard their voicestwittering in darm. Glancing down at mysdlf | saw
that my clothes and skin were soaked with the blood of the monster, and in the few minutes | had beenin
the sunlight the radiant heat had dried the mess and an unpleasant smell was exuding.

The davesregarded mein silence.

Then | saw that one davein particular was struggling through the crowd towards me, pushing the
othersasidein her haste. | saw that she was shorter than the ret, and fairer of skin. Although shewas
caked in the mud of the weed-bank, and raggedly dressed, | saw that her eyes were blue, and bright with
tears, and her hair tumbled around her shoulders.

Amdia my lovely Amdlia, rushed forward and embraced me with such violence that | was nearly
toppled from my feet!

"Edward!" she shouted ddlirioudy, covering my face with kisses. "'Oh, Edward! How brave you
werel"

| was overcome with such excitement and emotion that | could hardly speak. Then at last | managed a
sentence, choking it out through my tears of joy.



"I've dtill got your bag,” | said.

It wasdl | could think to say.

Chapter Fourteen
INTHE SLAVE-CAMP

Amediawas safe, and | was safe! Lifewasto belived again! We disregarded everything and everyone
around us; ignored the ma odorous condition we were both in; forgot the encircling, curious Martian
daves. The mysteries and dangers of thisworld were of no consequence, for we were together again!

We stood in each other's arms for many minutes, saying nothing. We wept alittle, and we held each
other so tight that | thought we might never separate but become fused in one single organism of
undidtilled joy

We could not, of course, stand like that forever, and the interruption was approaching even aswe
embraced. Soon we could not ignore the warning voices of the daves around us, and we pulled
reluctantly apart, still holding each other's hand.

Glancing towards the distant city | saw that one of the huge battle-machines was striding acrossthe
desert towards us.

Amelialooked about the daves.
"Edwina?' shecdled. "Areyou there?'

In amoment ayoung, femae Martian stepped forward. She was no, more than achild, roughly
equivalent to about twelve Earth years old.

Shesaid (or at least it sounded asif she said): "Yes, Ameia?’
"Tdl the othersto go back to work quickly. We will return to the camp.”

Thelittle girl turned to the other daves, made some intricate hand and head signs (accompanied by a
few of the high, sbilant words), and within seconds the crowd was dispersing.

"Comedong, Edward,” ssid Amdia.: "Thething in that machine will want to know how the monster
waskilled."

| followed her as she strode towards along, dark building set near the weed-bank. After amoment,
one of the city-Martians appeared and fell in beside us. He was carrying one of the electrical whips.

Amelianoticed the askance expresson with which | registered this.
"Don't worry, Edward,” she said. ""Hewon't hurt us.”

"Areyou sure?'



In answer, Ameliaheld out her hand and the Martian passed her the whip. Shetook it carefully, held it
out for meto see, then returned it.

"We are no longer in Desolation City. | have established anew socid order for the daves."
"So it would appear,” | said. ""Who is Edwina?"

"One of the children Sheis naturaly adept at languages - most young Martiansare - and so | have
taught her the rudiments of English.”

| was going to ask more, but the ferocious pace Ameiawas setting in thisthin air was making me
bregthless.

We came to the building, and at the doorway | paused to stare back. The battle-machine had stopped
by the crippled tower on which | had ridden, and was examiningit.

There were four short corridorsinto the building, and insde | wasrelieved to find that it was
pressurized. The city-Martian walked away and left us, while | found mysalf coughing uncontrollably after
the exertions of our walk. When | had recovered | embraced Ameliaonce more, still unableto believe
the good fortune that had reunited us. She returned my embraces no lesswarmly, but after amoment
drew away.

"My dear, we are both filthy. We can wash here.”
"] should very much like achange of clothes,” | said.
"Thereisno chance of that,” Ameiasad,., "You will have to wash your clothes as you wash yoursdlf."

She led meto an area of the building where there was an arrangement of overhead pipes. At the turn of
atap, ashower of liquid - which was not water, but probably a diluted solution of the sap - issued forth.
Ameliaexplained that al the daves used these baths after work, then she went away to use another in
private.

Although theflow of liquid was cold | drenched mysdlf luxurioudly, taking off my clothes and wringing
them to free them of the last vestiges of the foul fluids they had absorbed.

When | consdered neither | nor my clothes could be any further cleansed, | turned off the flow and
sgueezed my clothes, trying to dry them. | pulled on my trousers, but the cloth was dank and heavy and
felt most uncomfortable. Dressed likethis | went in search of Amdia

Therewas alarge meta grille set in One of the walls just beyond the bathing area. Ameliastood before
it, holding out her ragged garment to dry it. At once | turned away.

"Bring your clothes here, Edward," she said.

"When you havefinished," | said, trying not to reved by the sound of my voicethat | had noticed she
was completdly unclad.

She placed her garment on the floor, and walked over and stood facing me,

"Edward, we are no longer in England,” she said. ™Y ou will contract pneumoniaif you wear damp
clothes"

"They will dry intime."



"Inthis climate you will be serioudy ill before then. It takes only afew minutesto dry them thisway.”
She went past. me into the bathing area, and came back with the remainder of my clothes.

"l will dry my trouserslater,” | said.

"Youwill dry them now," shereplied.

| sood in congternation for amoment, then reluctantly removed my trousers. Holding them before me,
insuch away that | was till covered, | dlowed the draught of warmth to blow over them. We stood a
little gpart, and dthough | was determined not to gaze immodestly at Amdlia, the very presence of the girl
who meant so much to me, and with whom I. had suffered so much, made it impossible not to glance her
way several times. Shewas s0. beautiful, and, unclad as she was, she bore hersalf with grace and
propriety, rendering innocent a situation which would have scanddized the most forward-looking of our
neighbours on Earth. My inhibitions waned, and after afew minutes | could contain my impulsesno more

| dropped the garment | was holding, went quickly to her, then took her in my arms and we kissed
passionately for aminute or more.

Wewerevirtudly donein the building. It was fill two hours before sunset, and the daves would not
return before then. When our clothes had dried, and we had put them on again, Ameliatook me around
the building to show me how the daveswere housed. Their conditions were primitive and without
convenience: the hammocks were hard and cramped, what food there was had to be eaten raw, and
nowhere wasthere any possibility of privecy.

"And you have been living like this?' | said.

"Atfirg™ Ameliasaid. "But then | discovered | was someone rather Important. Let me show you
wherel deep.”

She led meto one corner of the communa deeping-quarters. Here the hammocks were arranged no
differently, or so it appeared, but when Ameliatugged on arope attached to an over head pulley, severd
of the hammocks were lifted up to form an ingenious screen.

"During the days we leave these down, in case anew overseer is sent to ingpect us, but when | wish to
be private... | have aboudoir dl of my own!"

Sheled meinto her boudoir, and once again, sensing that foreign eyes could not light upon us, | kissed
Ameliawith passon. | knew now what | had been hungering for during that dire period of londliness!

"Y ou seem to have made yourself at home," | said at length. Ameliahad sprawled across her
hammock, while | sat down on a step that ran across part of the floor.

"One has to make the best of what one finds."
| said: "Amdlia, tell mewhat happened after you were taken by that machine.”

"1 was brought here."



"Isthat dl? 1t cannot have been assmple asthat!”

"l should not wish to experienceit again,” she said. "But what about you? How isit that after dl this
time you appear from within awatch-tower?'

"| should prefer to hear your story firgt."

So we exchanged the news of each other that we both so eagerly sought. The prime concern was that
neither of uswasthe worse for our adventures, and we had each satisfied the other asto that. Amdlia
spoke firgt, describing the journey across land to this dave-camp.

She kept her account brief and seemed to omit much detail. Whether thiswas to spare me the more
unpleasant aspects, or because she did not wish to remind herself of them, | do not know. Thejourney
had taken many days, most of it inside covered vehicles. There was no sanitation, and food was supplied
only once aday. During thejourney Ameliahad seen, as | had seen aboard the projectile, how the
monsters themselves took food. Findly, in awretched state, she and the other survivors of the journey -
some three hundred peoplein dl, for the spider-like machines had been busy that day in Desolation City
- had been brought to this weed-bank, and under super vision of Martians from the near-by city had
been put to work on the red weed.

| assumed at this point that Amelia had finished her story, for | then launched into adetailed account of
my own adventures. | felt | had much to tell her, and spared few details. When | came to describe the
use of the killing-cubicle aboard the projectile | felt no need to expurgate my account, for she too had
seen the device in operation.. However, as| described what | had seen, she paled alittle.

"Please do not dwdl on this," shesaid.
"Butisit not familiar to you?'

"Of courseit is. But you need not colour your account with such relish. The barbaric instrument you
describeis every where used. Thereisonein thisbuilding.”

That revelation took me by surprise, and | regretted having mentioned it. Ameliatold methat each
evening Sx or more of the daves were sacrificed to the cubicle.

"But thisisoutrageoud” | said.

"Why do you think the oppressed people of thisworld are so few in number?' Amdiacried. "Itis
because the very best of the people are drained of life to keep the mongtersaivel™

"l shdl not mentionit again,” | said, and passed on to relate the rest of my story.

| described how | escaped from the projectile, then the battle | had witnessed, and findly, with not
inconsiderable pride, | described how | had tackled and dain the mongter in the tower.

At this Ameliaseemed pleased, and so once more | garnished my narrative with adjectives. Thistime
my authentic details were not disapproved of, and indeed as | described how the creature had finally
expired she clapped her hands together and laughed.

"Y ou must tell your story again tonight,” she said,: "My people will be very encouraged.”
| sad: "Your people?’

"My dear, you must understand that | do not survive here by good fortune. | have discovered that | am



their promised leader, the onewho infolkloreis said to deliver them from oppression.

A little later we were disturbed by the daves returning from their |abours, and for the moment our
accounts were put aside.

Asthe daves entered the building through the two main pressurizing corridors, the overseeing Martians,
who apparently had quarters of their own within the building, camein with them. Severa were carrying
the electrical whips, but once insde they tossed them casudly to one side.

| have recorded before that the habitua expression of aMartian is one of extreme despair, and these
wretched daves were no exception. Knowing what | did, and having seen the massacre that afternoon;
my reaction was more sympathetic than before.

With the return of the daves there was a period of activity, during which the dirt of the day's work was
washed away, and food was brought out. It had been sometime since | had eaten, and athough inits
uncooked state the weed was amost inedible | took as much as | could manage.

Wewerejoined during the med by the dave-child Amediacalled Edwina. | was amazed at the
apparent grasp she had of English, and, what is more, rather amused by the fact that though the girl
could not manage some of the more sophisticated English consonants, Amelia had vested her with distinct
echoes of her own cultured voice. (In rendering Edwinaswordsin this narrative | shall make no attempt
to phoneticize her unique accent, but state her wordsin plain English; how ever, at first | had difficulty in
understanding what she said.)

| noticed that while we ate (there were no tables here; we dl squatted on the floor) the daveskept a
distance from Ameiaand me. Many covert glances came our way and only Edwina, who sat with us,
seemed at easein our company.

"Surely they are used to you by now?' | saidto Amdlia.

"It isof you they are nervous. Y ou too havefulfilled alegendary role.”

At this, Edwina, who had heard and understood my question, said: "Y ou are the pale dwarf.”
| frowned at this, and looked to see if Ameliaknew what she meant.

Edwinawent on: "Our wise men tdll of the pale dwarf who waks from the battle-machine.”
"l see" | said, and nodded to her with a polite smile.

Somewheat |ater, when Edwinawas no longer within hearing, | said: "If you arethe messiah to these
people, why do you have to work at the weed-bank?"

"It isnot my choice. Mogt of the overseers are used to me now, but if any new ones came from the city
| might be singled out if | were not with the others. Also, it issaid in the myths that the one who leads the
peoplewill be one of them. In other words, adave.”

"] think | should hear these myths" | said.



"Edwinawill recitethem for you."
| said: "Y ou talk about the overseers. How isit that no one seemsto fear them now?'

"Because | have persuaded them that all humans have acommon enemy. | am more than playing arole,
Edward. | am convinced that there must be arevolution. The monsters rule the people by dividing them:
they have set one group of humans againgt the other. The davesfear the overseers because it seemsthe
overseers have the authority of the monsters behind them. The city-Martians are content to support the
system, for they enjoy Certain privileges. But asyou and | have seen, thisis merely an expedient to the
monsters. Human blood istheir only demand, and the dave-system isameansto an end. All | have done
hereisto persuade the overseers - who aso know the folklore - that the monsters are an enemy
commontodl."

While we were talking, the dave people were carrying away the remains of the medl, but suddenly al
activitieswere halted by an outburst of sound: the most horrible, high-pitched siren, echoing around the
indgdeof thehdll.

Ameliahad gone very pale, and she turned away and walked into her private area. | followed her
indde, and found her in tears.

"That call," | said. "Doesit mean what | think?"*

"They have comefor ther food,” Amdiasaid, and her sobs were renewed

I will not recount the ghastliness of the scene that followed, but it should be said that the daves had
devised asystem of lots, and the six hapless|osers went to the killing-cubicle in silence.

Ameliaexplained that, she had not expected the mongtersto visit the dave-campstonight. There were
many dead scattered about the weed-bank, and she had hoped that the monsters would have drained
these bodiesfor their nightly repast.

Edwinacameto see Amdiaand me.

"Wewould like to hear the adventures of the pale dwarf,” she said to Amdia "It would make us

"Does she mean | haveto addressthem?" | said. "'l should not know what to say. And how would they
understand me?"

"It isexpected of you. Y our arrival was spectacular, and they want to hear it in your own words.
Edwinawill interpret for you."

"Have you donethis?'



She nodded. "I wastold about thisritual when | was teaching Edwinato speak English. When she had
mastered enough vocabulary, we rehearsed allittle speech and from that day | was accepted astheir
leader. Y ou will not be fully acknowledged by them until you have doneit too.”

| said: "But how much should | tell them? Have you told them we are from Earth?"

"| felt they would not understand, and so | have not. Earth ismentioned in their legends - they call it the
‘warm world' - but only asacelegtia body. So | have not revedled my origins. Incidentally, Edward, |
think it istime you and | recognized that we shdl never again see Earth. Thereis no means of return.
Since | have been here | have been reconciled to that. We are both Martians now."

| pondered thisin silence. It was not anotion | cared for, but | understood what Amelia meant. While
we clung to afase hope we should never settle

Finadly, | said: "Then | will tel them how | flew in the projectile, how | mounted the watch-tower and
how | disposed of the mongter.”

"| think, Edward, that as you are fulfilling amythic prophecy, you should find astronger verb than
'dispose.”

"Would Edwinaunderstand?'

"If you accompany your words with the appropriate actions.”

"But they have aready seen meleave the tower covered in blood!"

"Itisthetelling of the taethat isimportant. Just repest to them what you told me.”

Edwinawas looking as happy asany Martian | had ever seen.

"Wewill hear the adventures now?' she said.

"l suppose s0," | said. We stood up and followed Edwinainto the main part of the hall. Severd of the
hammocks had been moved away, and dl the daves were sitting on the floor. Aswe appeared they
climbed to their feet, and started to jump up and down. It was arather comical action - and one not
wholly reassuring - but Ameliawhispered to me that thiswastheir sgn of enthusiasm.

I noticed that there were about half a dozen of the city-Martians present, standing at the back of the
hall. They were clearly not yet at onewith the daves, but at least the sense of intimidation we had seenin
Desolation City was absent.

Amdiaquietened the crowd by raising her hand and spreading her fingers When they were silent, she
said: "My people. Today we saw the killing of one of the tyrants by this man. He is here now to describe
his adventuresin hisown words."

As she spoke, Edwinatrandated smultaneoudy by uttering afew syllables, and accompanying them
with elaborate hand signs. Asthey both finished, the davesjumped up and down again, emitting a
high-pitched whining noise. It was most disconcerting, and appeared to have no end.

Ameliawhispered to me: "Raise your hand.”

| was regretting having agreed to this, but | raised my hand and to my surprise silencefdl at once. |
regarded these queer folk - these tall, hot-coloured aien beings amongst whom fate had cast our lot, and
with whom our future now lay - and tried to find the words with which to begin. The silence persisted,



and with some diffidence | described how | had been put aboard the projectile. Immediately, Edwina
accompanied my words with her weird interpretation.

| began hesitantly, not sure of how much | should say The audience remained silent. As| warmed to
my story, and found opportunities for description, Edwinasinterpretation became more florid, and thus
encouraged | indulged mysdlf in alittle exaggeration.

My description of the battle became a clashing of metdlic giants, apandemonium of hideous screams
and averitable storm of blazing heat-beams. At this, | saw that several of the daves had risen, and were
jumping up and down enthusiastically. As| cameto the point in the story where | redlized that the
monster was turning its heat-beam onto the people, the whole audience was on itsfeet and Edwinawas
sSgning most dramaticaly.

Perhapsin thistelling rather more tentacles were hacked away than there had been in actudity, and
perhaps it seemed more difficult to kill the beast than had been my experience, but | felt obliged to remain
true to the spirit of the occasion rather than satisfy the demands of scrupulous authenticity.

| finished my story to a splendid cheer from the audience, and amost remarkable display of legping. |
glanced at Ameliato see her reaction, but before we had a chance to speak we were both mobbed by
the crowd. The Martians surrounded us, jostling and thumping us gently, in what | interpreted as further
enthusiasms. We were being propelled steadily and firmly towards Amelias private quarters, and aswe
came to where the hammocks had been dung to form the partition, the noise reached its climax. After a
little more geniad pummelling, we were thrust together through the partition.

At once, the noise outsde subsided.

| was still buoyed up by the reception | had been given, and swept Ameliainto my arms. Shewas as
excited as |, and responded to my kisses with great warmth and affection.

Asour kissing became prolonged | found rising in me those natural desires | had had to suppressfor so
long, and so, reluctantly, | turned my face away from hers and loosened my hold, expecting her to draw
away. Ingtead, she held metightly, pressing her face into the hollow of my neck.

Beyond the partition | could hear the daves. They seemed to be singing now, a high, tuneless crooning
noise, It was very restful and strangely pleasant.

"What do we do next?" | said after several minutes had passed.

Ameliadid not reply at once.

Then she held me moretightly, and said: "Do you need to betold, Edward?’
| flt mysdf blushing.

"l meant, isthere any more ceremonia we must observe?' | said.

"Only what is expected of usin legend. On the night the pale dwarf descends from the tower...." She
whispered therest in my ear.

She could not see my face, so | clenched my eyestightly closed, amost breathless with excitement!
"Amelia, we cannot. We are not married.”

It was my last concession to the conventionsthat had ruled my life.



"We are Martians now," Amdiasaid. "We do not observe marriage.”

And 0, asthe Martian daves sang in their high, melancholy voices beyond the hanging partition, we
abandoned dl that remained within us of our Englishness and Earthliness; and became, through that night,
committed to our new réles and lives as|eaders of the oppressed Martian peoples.

Chapter Fifteen
A REVOLUTION IsPLANNED

From the moment of our waking the following morning, Ameliaand | were treated with deference and
humility. Even so, the legends that were now directing our lives seemed quite emphatic that we wereto
work with the others on the weed- bank, and so much of our day was spent in cold mud up to our
knees. Edwinaworked with us, and athough there was something about her bland stare that made me
uneasy, she was undoubtedly useful to us.

Neither Ameianor | did much actua weed-cutting. As soon aswe were established at the bank we
received many different visitors: some of them daves, others overseers, dl of them evidently anxiousto
meet those who would lead the revolt. Hearing what was said - trandated earnestly, if not dways entirely
comprehensibly, by Edwina- | realized that Amdliastalk of revolution had not been made lightly. Severa
of the overseers had come from the city itself, and we learnt that there el aborate plans were being made
to overthrow the monsters.

It was an enthralling day, redlizing that we might at last have provided the stimulus to these people to
take revenge on their abhorrent masters. Indeed, Amdiareminded our visitors many times of my heroic
deed the day before. The phrase was repeated often: the monsters are mortal.

However, mortd or not, the monsterswere still in evidence, and presented a constant threat. Often
during the day the weed-bank was patrolled by one of theimmense tripoda battle-machines, and at
thosetimes dl revolutionary activities were suspended while we attended to the cutting.

During one period when we were | eft done, | asked Amdiawhy the weed-cutting continued if the
revolution was S0 far advanced. She explained that the vast mgority of the daveswere employed in this
work, and that if it was stopped before the revol ution was under way the monsterswould instantly redlize
something was afoot. In any event, the main benefactors were the humans themselves, asthe weed was
the staple diet.

And the blood-letting? | asked her. Could that not then be stopped?

She replied that refusal to give any more blood was the only sure way the humans had of conquering
the mongters, and there had been frequent attempts to disobey the most dreaded injunction on thisworld.
On those occasions, the monsters reprisals had been summary and widespread. In the most recent
incident, which had occurred some sixty days before, over one thousand daves had been massacred.
Theterror of the monsters was constant, and even while the insurgency was planned, the daily sacrifices
had to be made.

In the city, though, the established order was in imminent danger of being overthrown. Saves and



city-people were uniting at last, and throughout the city there were organized cells of volunteers, men and
women who, when the command was given, would attack specified targets. It was the battle- machines
which presented the greatest threst: unless severa hest-cannons could be commandeered by the humans,
there could be no defence againgt them.

| said: "Should we not bein the city? If you are controlling the revolution, surdly it should be done from
there?'

"Of course. | wasintending to vigit the city again tomorrow. Y ou will seefor yoursdlf just how
advanced we are.”

Then morevigitors arrived: thistime, a delegation of overseerswho worked in one of the industria
areas. They told us, through Edwina, that small acts of sabotage were already taking place, and output
had been temporarily halved.

So the day passed, and by the time we returned to the building | was exhausted and exhilarated. | had
had no conception of the good use to which Amdiahad put her time with the daves. Therewas an air of
vibrancy and purpose... and greet urgency. Severa times| heard her exhorting the Martiansto bring
forward their preparations, so that the revolution itself might begin alittle eerlier.

After we had washed and eaten, Ameliaand | returned to what were now our shared quarters. Oncein
there, and alone with her, | asked her why there was such need for urgency. After dl, | argued, surdly the
revolution would be more assured of successif it was prepared more carefully?

"It isaquestion of timing, Edward,” she said. "We mugt attack when the mongters are unprepared and
week. Thisissuch atime."

"But they are at the height of their power!" | said in surprise. ™Y ou cannot be blind to that."

"My dear," said Amdlia, "if we do not strike against the monsters within the next few days, then the
cause of humanity on thisworld will belost forever.”

"] cannot see why. The mongters have held their sway until now. why should they be any less prepared
for anuprisng?'

Thiswasthe answer that Amelia gave me, gleaned from the legends of the Martians amongst whom she
had been living for so long:

Marsisaworld much older than Earth, and the ancient Martians had achieved a stable scientific
civilization many thousands of years ago. Like Earth, Mars had had its empires and wars, and like
Earthmen the Martians were ambitious and for ward-looking. Unfortunately, Marsisunlike Earth in one
crucia way, whichisto say that it is physicaly much smaler. Asaconsequence, the two substances
essentid to intelligent human life - air and water - were gradudly leaking away into space, in such away
that the ancient Martians knew that their existence could not be expected, to survive for more than
another thousand of their years.

There was no conceivable method that the Martians had at their command to combat the insidious
dying of their planet.



Unable to solve the problem directly, the ancient Martians essayed an indirect solution. Their plan was
to breed anew race - using human cells selected from the brains of the ancient scientists themsalves -
which would have no other function than to contain avast intellect. In time, and Amdiasaid that it must
have taken many hundreds of years, the first monster-creatures were evolved.

Thefirst successful monsters were completely dependent on mankind, for they were incapable of
movement, could survive only by being given transfusions of blood from domestic animds, and were
subject to the dightest infection. They had, however been given the means to reproduce themsalves, and
as the generations of mongter-creatures proceeded, so the beings devel oped more resistance and an
ability to move, abet with greet difficulty. Once the beings were rlatively independent, they were set the
task of confronting the problem which threstened al existence on Mars.

What those ancient scientists could not have foreseen was that aswell as being of immenseintellect, the
mongter-creatures were wholly ruthless, and once set to this task would alow no impediment to their
science. The very interests of mankind, for which they were ultimately working were of necessity
subordinated to the pursuit of asolution! In thisway, mankind on Mars eventualy became endaved to
the crestures.

Asthe centuries passed the demands for blood increased, until theinferior blood of animaswas not
enough; so began the terrible blood-letting that we had witnessed.

Intheinitial stages of their work the mongter-creatures, for al their ruthlessness, had not been entirely
evil, and had indeed brought much good to the world. They had conceived and supervised the digging of
the candsthat irrigated the dry equatoria regions, and, to prevent as much water as possible from
evaporating into space, they had developed plants of high water-content which could be grown asa
staple crop dongside the candls.

In addition, they had devised a highly efficient heat-source which was used to provide power for the
cities (and which latterly, had been adapted to be come the heat-cannon), aswell as the domes of
electrica force which contained the atmosphere around the cities.

Astime passed, however, some of the monster-creatures had despaired of finding asolution to the
centra problem. Othersof their kind disagreed that the task was insurmountable, and maintained that
however much the role of humans may have changed, their primary task was to continue.

After centuries of squabbling, the monster-creatures had started fighting amongst themselves, and the
skirmishes continued until today. The wars were worsening, for now the humans themsealves were an
issue: astheir numberswere being steedily depleted, so the monsters were becoming concerned about
shortages of their own food.

The stuation had resolved into two groups. the monsters who controlled this city - which wasthe
largest on Mars - and who had convinced themsalves that no solution to the eventua death of Marswas
possible, and those of the other three cities - of which Desolation City was one - who were prepared to
continue the quest. From the humans viewpoint, neither side had anything to commend it, for the davery
would continue whatever the outcome.

But at the present moment the monster-creatures of this city were vulnerable. They were preparing a
migration to another planet, and in their preoccupation with thisthe rule of davery wasthe weskest the
Martian humans could remember. The migration was due to sart within afew days, and as many of the
monster-crestures would remain on Mars, the revolution must take place during the migration itself if it
was to have any chance of success.



AsAmdiafinished her account | found that my hands had started to tremble, and evenin the
customary coldness of the building | found that my face and hands were damp with perspiration. For
many moments | could not say anything, as| tried to find away of expressing the turbulence of my
emotions.

In the end my wordswere plain.
| said: "Amelia, do you have any notion which planet it isthese beings are intending to colonize?
She gestured impatiently.

"'What does it matter?' she said. "while they are occupied with this, they are vulnerable to attack. If we
missthis chance, we may never have another."

| suddenly saw an aspect of Amelial had not seen before. She, in her own way, had become alittle
ruthless. Then | thought again, and realized she seemed ruthless only because our own acceptance of our
fate had destroyed her sense of perspective.

It waswith love, then, that | said: "Amelia... are you now wholly Martian? Or do you fear what might
happen if these mongters were to invade Earth?”

The perspective returned to her with the same shock as | mysalf had experienced. Her face became
ashen and her eyes suddenly filled with tears. She gasped, and her fingerswent to her lips. Abruptly, she
pushed past me, went through the partition and ran across the main hall. As she reached the further wall,
she covered her face with her hands and her shoulders shook as she wept.

We passed arestless night, and in the morning set off, as planned, for the city.

Three Martianstravelled with us. one was Edwina, for we still required an interpreter, and the other
two were city-Martians, each brandishing an electrica whip. We had said nothing of our conversation to
any of the Martians, and our plan was fill ostensibly to visit severd of the insurgents cellsin the city.

Infact, | was much preoccupied with my own thoughts, and | knew Ameliawas suffering atorment of
conflicting loydties. Our slence asthe train moved steadily towardsthe city must have intrigued the
Martians, because normaly we both had much to say. Occasiondly, Edwinawould point out landmarks
to us, but | at least could not summon much interest.

Before we had |eft the dave-camp, | had managed afew more words with Ameliain private.

"We must get back to Earth,” | said. "If these mongtersland thereis no telling what damage they might

"But what could we do to stop that?’

"Y ou agree, though, that we must find away to Earth?"



"Yes, of course. But how?"

"If they aretravelling by projectile,” .| had said, "then we must somehow stow away. The journey will
not take more than aday or two, and we could survive that long. Once we are on Earth we can dert the
authorities”

For amakeshift plan thiswas good enough, and Ameliahad agreed with it in principle. Her main
doubts, though, were €lse where.

"Edward,. | cannot just abandon these people now. | have encouraged them to revolt, and now |
proposeto leave them at the crucid moment.”

"1 could leave you here with them,” | had said, with ddliberate coldness.

"Ohno." She had taken my hand then. "My loydtiesare with Earth. It issmply that | havea
responsbility herefor what | have started.”

"lan't that at the centre of your dilemma?' | said. "Y ou have started the revolution. Y ou have been the
necessary catayst for the people. But it istheir fight for freedom, not yours. In any event, you cannot
direct an entire revolution aone, with an dien race you barely understand, in alanguage you do not
speak. If the preparations are being made, and you have not yet seen most of them, already you have
become little more than afigurehead.”

"l suppose s0."

She was il absorbed in thought, though, aswe sat in thetrain, and | knew it was a decision she would
have to make for hersdlf.

The two Martian overseers were pointing proudly towards one of theindustrid sitesthetrain was
passing. There seemed to belittle activity here, for no smoke came from any of the chimneys. Therewere
severd of the battle-machines standing about, and we saw many legged vehicles. Edwinaexplained that it
was here that sabotage had aready been committed. There had been no reprisas, for the various acts
had been made to appear accidental.

For my part, | had been taken by an enthralling notion, and was presently considering every aspect of
it.

Therevolution that meant so much to Ameliawas of less concern to me, for it had been conceived and
planned in my absence. | think, had | not heard of the monsters planned migration from Mars, that | too
would have thrown mysdlf into the cause and fought for it, and risked my lifefor it. But in dl the weeks
and months | had been on Mars, | had never lost an inner ache: the feeling of isolation, the sense of
homesickness. | wanted desperately to return to my own world, or that part of it | knew as home.

| had been missing London - for al its crowds and noises and rank odours - and | had been hungering
for the Sght of greenery. Thereis nothing so beautiful asthe English countrysidein spring, and if in the
pas, | had taken it for granted, | knew that | could never do so again. Thiswas aworld of foreign
colours: grey cities, rufous soil, scarlet vegetation. If there had been so much as one oak-tree, or one
bumpy meadow, or one bank of wild flowers, | might at last have learned to live on Mars, but none of
these existed.

That the monster-creatures had the means of reaching Earth was therefore of intense importance to me,
for it provided away back to our home.

| had proposed to Ameliathat we stow away on one of their deadly projectiles, but thiswasa



dangerousidea.

Quite gpart from the fact that we might be discovered during the voyage, or that some other danger
might appear, we would be arriving on Earth in the company of the most hostile and ruthless enemy
mankind would have ever bad to facel

We did not know the monsters plans, but we had no reason to suppose that their mission was one of
peace. Neither Amelianor | had the right to participate in an invasion of Earth, how ever passve the part
we played. Moreover, we had a bounden duty to warn the world of the Martians plans.

Therewas asolution to this, and from the moment it occurred to me the Smple audacity of it madeit
irresdible.

| had been aboard one of the projectiles; | had seenitin flight; | had examined its controls.

Amdiaand | would steal one of the projectiles, and fly it oursalvesto Earth!

We arrived in the city without being chalenged, and were led through the streets by our Martian
accomplices.

The sparseness of the population was not as evident here asit had been in Desolation City. There were
fewer empty buildings, and the obvious military strength of the monster-creatures had averted any
invasions. Another difference wasthat there were factories within the city itsdf - aswell asin separate
aress outside - for there was asmoky indugtria pall that served to heighten my fedlings of homesickness
for London.

We had no time to see much of the city, for we were taken immediately to one of the dormitories.
Here, inasmal room at the rear, we met one of the main cells of the revolution.

Aswe entered, the Martians showed their enthusiasm by leaping up and down as before. | could not
help but warm to these poor, endaved people, and share their excitement as the overthrow of the
monsters became ever amore redlistic proposition.

We weretrested asroydty istreasted in England, and | redlized that Amdiiaand | were acting regdlly.
Our every response was eagerly awaited, and mute as we had to be, we smiled and nodded as one
Martian after another explained to us, through Edwina, what his assigned task wasto be.

From here we were taken to another place, and more of the same happened. It was aimost exactly as|
had described it to

Ameélia she had catalysed the Martians to action, and set in motion a sequence of events she could no
longer contral.

| was becoming tired and impatient, and as we walked to ingpect athird cdll, | saidto Amdlia "Weare
not spending our time well.”

"We must do asthey wish. We owe them at least this."



"l would like to see more of the city. We do not even know where the snow-cannon isto be found.”

In spite of the fact that we were with six Martians, each of whom wastrying to speak to her through
Edwina, Ameliaexpressed her fedingswith atired shrug.

"l cannot leave them now," she said. "Perhaps you could go done.”
"Then who would interpret for me?’

Edwinawastugging at Amelias hand, trying to show her the building to which we were presently
walking and where, presumably, the next cell was concealed. Amdiadutifully smiled and nodded.

"We had best not separate,” she said. "Buit if you ask Edwina, she could find out what you want to
know."

A few moments later we entered the building, and in the darkened basement we were greeted by some
forty enthusiastic Martians.

A little later | managed to take Edwina away from Amelialong enough to convey to her what | wanted.
She seemed not interested, but passed on the message to one of the city-Martians present. He left the
basement soon after, while we continued the ingpection of our revol utionary troops,

vi

Just aswe were readying oursalvesto leave for the next port of cal, my emissary returned, bringing
with him two young Martian men dressed in the black uniforms of the men who drove the projectiles.

At the 9ght of them | was alittle taken aback. Of al the humans| had met here, the men trained to fly
the projectiles had seemed the closest to the monster-creatures, and were therefore the ones | had least
expected to be trusted now the old order was about to be overthrown. But here the two men were,
admitted to one of the revolutionary nerve-centres.

Suddenly, my idea became easier to put into effect. | had intended to gain entry to the snow-cannon,
while Amdiaand | were disguised, and attempt to work out the controls for myself. However, if | could
communicate to these two what | wanted they could show me themselves how to operate the craft, or
even come with usto Earth.

| said to Edwina "I want you to ask these two men to take meto their flying war-machine, and show
me how it is operated.”

She repeated my sentence to me, and when | had made sure she understood me correctly, she passed
it on. One of the Martiansreplied.

"He wants to know where you are taking the craft,” said Edwina

"Tell them that | wish to stedl it from the mongters, and take it to the warm world."
Edwinareplied immediatdy: "Will you go done, pae dwarf, or will Amdiago with you?'
"Wewill go together.”



Edwina's response to thiswas not what | would have wished. She turned towards the revolutionaries,
and embarked on along speech, with much sibilance and waving arms. Before she had finished, about a
dozen Martian men hurried towards me, took me by the arms and held me with my face pressing against
thewdll.

From the far Sde of theroom, Ameliacaled: "What have you said now, Edward?"

Vil

It took Ameliaten minutesto secure my release. In the meantime | suffered considerable discomfort,
with both my armstwisted painfully behind my back. For dl their frail gppearance, the Martianswere
very strong.

When | wasfreed, Ameliaand | went into asmall room at the back, accompanied by two of the
Martian men. In thisthey played unwittingly into our hands, for without Edwinathey could not understand
us, and it wasto talk to Ameliathat | wanted.

"Now pleasetdl mewhat that was all about,” she said.

"l have worked out anew ideafor our return to Earth | wastrying to put it into effect, and the Martians
misunderstood my motives.”

"Then what did you say?"
| outlined for her the essence of my plan to sted a projectile in advance of the monsters invasion.
"Could you drive such amachine?' she said when | had finished.

"] shouldn't imagine there would be any difficulty. | have examined the controls. It would be amatter of
afew minutesto familiarize mysdf."

Amelialooked doubtful, but she said: "Even so, you have seen how the people react. They will not let
me go with you. Doesyour plan alow for that?'

"Y ou have dready said that you will not stay here.”
"Of my own freewill | would not."
"Then we must somehow persuade them,” | said.

The two Martians guarding us were shifting restlesdy. As | had been spesking | had laid my hand on
Amdiasarm, and at thisthey had started forward protectively.

"We had better return to the others” Amdiasaid. "They do not trust you asit is"
"We have resolved nothing,” | said.
"At thismoment we have not. But if | intervene | think we may persuade them.”

| waslearning at last to interpret the expressions of the Martians, and when we returned to the
basement | sensed that the feding had moved even further against me. Several people went forward to



Ameliawith their handsraised, and | wasthrust aside. The two men who had been guarding us stayed
with me, and | wasforced to stand apart while Ameliawas acclaimed possessively. Edwinawas with
her, and hasty words were exchanged for several minutes. In the uproar | could not hear what was being
sad.

| watched Amdia

In the midst of the confusion she stayed placid and in control of her emotions, listening to Edwinas
trandations, then waiting while more voices harangued her in that foreign sihilance. It was, in spite of the
tension, awonderful moment, because in that enforced objectivity | was able to see her from a standpoint
that was at once more intimate and more distanced than | cared. We had been thrust into each other's
company by our adventures, and yet now we were being torn away from each other as a consequence.
The fundamentd aienness of these Martian people never seemed more affecting to me than at that
moment.

| knew that if Ameliawas prevented from flying with mein the projectile, then | would stay with her on
Mars.

At last order was restored, and Amelia moved to the end of the room. With Edwinaby her side she
turned to face the crowd. | was still kept to one side, hemmed in by my two guards.

Amdiaraisad her right hand, spreading her fingers, and slenceféll.

"My people, what has happened has forced meto reved to you my origins.” She was speaking dowly
and softly, alowing Edwinato interpret for her. "1 have not done so before, because your legends spoke
of your freedom being delivered by one who was endaved from birth. | have suffered with you and
worked with you, and athough you have accepted me as your leader | was not born to davery.”

Therewas an ingtant reaction to this, but Amdiawent on:

"Now | have learned that the race of beings which has endaved you, and which will shortly be
overthrown by your vaour, isintending to spread its dominance to another world ... the one you know as
the warm world. What | have not told you beforeisthat | an myself from thewarm world, and |
travelled across the sky in acraft smilar to the one your masters use.”

She was interrupted here by much noise from the Martians.

"Our revolution here cannot fail, for our determination isas grest as our bravery. But if some of these
creatures are alowed to escape to another world, who could say that they would never return at alater
time? But then, the passions of revolution would be spent, and the creatureswould easily endave you
once more.

"For the revolution to succeed, we must ensure that every one of the creaturesiskilled!”

"Thereforeit isessentia that | return to my own world to warn my people of what is being planned
here. The man you call the pae dwarf, and I, must carry thiswarning, and unite the people of thewarm
world aswe have united you here to, fight this menace. Then, when we are able, | will return to share
with you the glories of freedom!”

| knew that Ameliahad aready allayed the worst of the Martians suspicions, for several were leaping
enthugadticaly.

She had more to say, though: "Finaly, you must no longer distrust the man you cal the pde dwarf. Itis
his heroic deed which must become your example. He, and only he, has shown that the mongters are



morta. Let hisbrave act be the first blow for freedom!™

All the Martians were legping and shrilling, and in the noise | doubted if any could hear her. But she
looked at me and spoke softly, and her words carried to me as clearly asif the room were silent.

Shesad: "You must trust and love him, just as| trust and love him."

Then | rushed across the room towards her and took her in my arms, oblivious of the demongtrative
gpprova of the Martians.

Chapter Sixteen
ESCAPE FROM OPPRESSION!

With our plan of action finally understood and approved by the Martians, Ameliaand | separated for
the rest of the day. She continued with her tour of the revolutionary units, while | went with the two
Martians to inspect the snow-cannon and projectile. Edwina came with us, for there was much that
would have to be explained.

The cannon-site was outside the main part of the city, but to reach it we did not have to cross open
territory. By aclever device, the monster-creatures had extended their electrical force-screeninto a
tunnel shape, through which it was possible to wak in warm and bresthable air. Thistunnd led directly
towards the mountain, and although from thislevel not much of the mountain could be seen, ahead of us|
noticed the immense buildings of the cannon-site.

Therewas much traffic in this extenson, both pedestrian and vehicular, and | found the activity
reassuring. | had been given asuit of' the black clothes, but the dwarf sobriquet was areminder of my
abnormal appearance.

Asthe extension reached the place where the protective screen opened out again, by the entrance to
the cannon-siteitself, we came under the direct scrutiny of severa of the monsters. These were mounted
ingde permanent guard-positions, and the monsters themsalves sat behind faintly tinted glass screens,
observing al who passed with their broad, expressionless eyes.

To passthis point we adopted a previoudy agreed deception | and the two men pushed Edwinabefore
us, asif she were being taken for some inhuman treatment. One of the Martians was holding an dectrica
whip, and he brandished it with grest conviction.

Insde the areaitself there were more monstersin evidence than | had ever seen anywhere on Mars,
but once past the guard-post we wereignored. Most of the odious creatures had legged vehiclesin
which to move about, but | saw severa who were dragging themselves dowly aong the ground. Thiswas
thefirst time | had seen this; until now | had assumed that without their mechanica aidsthe mongters
were helpless. Indeed, in face-to-face combat with a human amonster would be totally vulnerable, for
the motion was dow and painful, four of the tentacles being used as clumsy, crab-like legs.

The presence of the monsters was not, however, the most intimidating aspect of this area.

Having noticed the cannon-gite buildings while walking towards them from the city, | had registered that



they were of great Sze, but now we were among them | realized just how enormous were the engines of
science on thisworld. Walking between the buildings, it was asif we were antsin acity street.

My guides attempted to explain the purpose of each building aswe passed it. Edwinas vocabulary was
limited, and | obtained only the vaguest idea of the overd| plan. Asfar as| could understand, the various
components of the battle-machines were manufactured in the outlying factories, then brought to this place
where they were assembled and primed. In one building - which must have been at least three hundred
feet high - | could see through immense open doors that severd of thetripodal battle-machineswerein
the process of being built: the one furthest from us was no more than askeletdl framework suspended
from pulleys, while benesth it one of the three legs was being attached, but the battle-machine nearest us
seemed to be complete, for its platform was being rotated while around it many supplementary
instruments scanned and tested.

Both men and monsters worked in these mighty sheds, and to my eyesit seemed that the co-existence
was unforced. There were no obvious signs of the dave-rule, and it occurred to me that perhaps not
every human on Marswould welcome the revol ution.

After we had passed some twenty or so of these sheds, we cameto avast stretch of open land, and |
stopped dead in my tracks, speechlessat what | saw.

Here were thefruits of such prodigiousindustry. Lined up, in one rank after another, werethe
projectiles. Each one wasidentical to the next, asif each had been turned on the same lathe by the same
craftsman. Each one was machined and polished to a gleaming, golden shine; there were no extrusonsto
mar the cleanness of the line. Each one was nearly three hundred feet in length, sharply pointed at the
nose, curving up so that the craft had acylindrical body for most of itslength, and its rear was circular,
revealing the huge diameter. | had stood amazed at the Size of the craft fired by the monsters of
Desolation City, but they were mere playthings compared to these. | could hardly credit what | saw, but
as| walked past the nearest of the projectiles| realized that it must have an overall diameter of around

ningty feet!

My guides walked on unconcerned, and after amoment | followed them, craning my neck and
marveling.

| tried to estimate how many projectiles there were, but the area on which they were laid was so vast
that | was not even sure | could see dl the craft. Perhaps each rank had upwards of a hundred such
waiting projectiles, and | passed through eight ranks of them.

Then, as we emerged from between the projectilesin the front rank, | was confronted with the most
agonishing sght of al.

Hereit was that the ascending dope of the volcano became pronounced, rising before us. Here it was
that the mongter- creatures of this hateful city had laid their snow-cannons;

Therewerefiveindl. Four of them were of the same order as the one at Desolation City, but there
was no complication here with pivota buildings and alake to absorb the hest, for the barrels of the
cannon were laid aong the dope of the mountain itself! Nor was there any need for the €l aborate process
of inserting the projectile through the muzzle, for by a cunning arrangement of railway lines, and astout
entrance at the breech of the barrel, the projectiles could be loaded here.

But my attention was not drawn towards these pieces of ordnance, for, mighty asthey were, their
presence was over shadowed by the fifth snow-cannon.

Whereas the lesser snow-cannons had barrelsamile or so long, with bores of about twenty feet, this



central cannon had abarrdl with an external diameter well in excess of one hundred feet. Asfor itslength
... wdll, it extended further than the eye could see, running straight and true up the side of the mountain,
sometimes resting on the soil, sometimes carried by huge viaducts where the d ope was | ess pronounced,
sometimes running through canyons blasted from the rock itself. At its base, the very breech waslikea
meta mountain of itsown: agreat, bulbous piece of black armour, thick enough and mighty enough to
support the ferocious blast of the vaporizing ice which powered the projectiles. It loomed over
everything, astark reminder of the terrible skills and sciences these accursed monster-creatures
commanded.

It was with this cannon, and with these hundreds of gleaming projectiles, that the monster-creatures
plotted their invasion of Earth!

A projectile had been placed dready in the breech, and my guides led me up ametal companionway
that attached to the bulk of the cannon like aflying buttress againgt thewall of a cathedrd. From its
dizzying height | looked down across the massed machines of the monsters, and beyond them, acrossthe
dividing strip of land to the near-by city.

The companionway ended at one of the access-pointsto the barrdl itself, and we entered through a
narrow tunnel. At once the temperature fell sharply. Interpreting for one of the men, Edwina explained
that the barrel was dready lined with ice, and that its entire length could be rdined and frozen in just over
haf aday.

Thetunnd led directly to ahatch into the craft itsdf. | suppose | had been expecting alarger version of
the projectilein which I had dready flown, but thiswas so only initsoveral design.

We stepped out of the hatch into the forward control-area, and from here explored the entire craft.

Aswith the smaler projectiles, this one was divided into three main areas. the control section, ahold in
which the daveswould be carried and the main hold in which the mongters and their terrible
battle-machines were to ride. These last two compartments were linked by one of the blood-letting
devices. That a least was no different, but one of the men explained that during the flight the mongters
would be sedated with adeeping-draught, and that their food requirements would be minimal.

| had no desire to dwell on this aspect of the monsters arrangements, and so we passed on into the
main hold itsdf.

Herel saw thefull scale of the mongters arsend. Five of the tripoda battle-machines were stored here,
their legs detached and nestly folded, the platforms collapsed to occupy aslittle space aspossible. Also
aboard were severa of the small, legged vehicles, a score or more of the heat-cannons, and innumerable
quantities of different substances, packaged away in dozens of huge containers. Neither | nor my guides
could hazard a guess as to what these might be.

At various parts of the hold hung the tubes of transparent material which absorbed the shocks of launch
and landing.

Wedid not stay long in this hold, but | saw enough to redize that what was herewasin itsalf reason
enough to fly to Earth. What a prize thiswould befor our scientists!



The control-area, in the prow of the ship, was a huge room with the overall shape of the pointed nose
of the craft. The projectile had been set in the barrdl in such away that the controls were on what was
presently the floor, but it was explained to me that in flight the craft would be rotated so as to produce
weight. (Thiswas a concept lost on me, and | decided that Edwinas trand ation wasinadequate.) After
the cramped quarters of the other projectile the control-areawas paatial indeed, and the builders had
gone to some pains to make the drivers comfortable. There was much dried food available, atiny
commode, and in one part of the wall was a shower-system, rather like the one we had used at the
dave-camp. The sting of this, and the hammocks on which we would deep, was rather puzzling, for they
had been hung from the celling, some eighty feet above our heeds.

| wastold that in flight we would have no difficulty reaching them, athough thiswas clearly something |
would have to take on trust.

The control s themsel ves were many, and when | saw them, and thought about the bulk of the craft they
directed, it was daunting to recal that until this day the most eaborate vehicle | had ever drivenwasa

pony and trap!

The men explained everything in great detail, but | grasped little of what was said. Inthis, | felt
Edwinasinterpretations were unrdiable, and even when | was confident she was conveying the meaning
of their words accurately, | had difficulty with the concept described.

For example, | was shown alarge glass pand-which was currently blank - and told that in flight there
would be displayed upon it a picture of what was directly in front of the ship. This| could grasp, asit
seemed to be common with the smaller projectile. However, there was a subtle refinement here. | was
told repeatedly of a'target’, and thiswas talked of in conjunction with a series of metal knobs protruding
from a place below the screen. Furthermore, | wastold that target was applied when using the
green-tipped lever which, | dready knew from my earlier flight, released ablast of green firefrom the
nose.

| decided that much of what puzzled me now would become clear by experimentation in flight.

The explanations went on until my mind was spinning. At last | had abroad idea of what was to happen
- the actud firing of the cannon, for instance, would be controlled from a building outside the ship - and
further, I knew roughly how much | could manoeuvre the craft whilein flight

My guidestold me that the monsters were not planning their first launch for another four days. We
should therefore have plenty of time to make our escape before the monsters were ready.

| said that | would be happy to leave as soon as possible, for now the means was open to us | had no
desireto stay on Mars amoment longer than necessary.

Amdiaand | passed that night in one of the city dormitories. It had again been difficult for usto say
much to each other, for Edwinawas dwaysin atendance, but when at last we took to a hammock we
were ableto talk quietly.

Welay in each other's arms; this was the one burden of our legendary rolesthat | found easiest to fulfil.



"Have you inspected the craft?* Ameiasaid.

"Yes. | think there will be no problem. The areaiis crowded with monsters, but they are al occupied
with ther preparations.”

| told her what | had seen: the number of projectiles ready to befired at Earth, the arrangementswithin
the craft.

"Then how many of the crestures are planning to invade?' Amdiasaid.

"The projectile we will be going in carriesfive of the brutes. | could not count the other projectiles...
certanly there were severd hundred.”

Amédialay in slencefor awhile, but then she said: "'l wonder, Edward... if the revolution isnow
necessary. If thisisto be the scale of the migration, then how many monsterswill be left on Mars? Could
the plan befor atota exodus?'

"That had crossed my mind too."

"l saw this as amoment of unpreparedness, but how ironica it would beif in afew days timethere
would be no mongters|eft to overthrow!"

"And the adversary would be on Earth,” | said. "Do you not see how urgent it isthat wefly to Earth
before the monsters?

A littlelater, Amdiasaid: "Therevolution isto start tomorrow."
"Could the Martians not wait?"

"No... thefiring of our craft isto bethe sgnd for action.”

"But could we not deter them? If they would only wait ..."

"Y ou have not seen dl their preparations, Edward. The excitement of the peopleisirrepressible. | have
lit agunpowder trail, and the explosion is no more than afew hours away.”

We said no more after this, but | for one could hardly deep. | waswondering if thiswas indeed to be
our last night on this unhappy world, or whether we should ever befree of it.

We had gone to bed in amood of worried calm, but when we awoke it wasto avery different
gtuation.

What awvakened uswas a sound which sent chills of fear down my spine: the howling of the mongters
srens, and the reverberations of distant explosions. My first thought, prompted by experience, was that
there had been another invasion, but then, as we jumped from the hammock and saw that the dormitory
was deserted, we redlized that the fighting must be between opposing forces within the city. The Martians
had not waited!

A battle-machine strode past the building, and we felt the walls tremble with the vibration of its



passage.

Edwina, who until this moment had been hiding beside the door, rushed over to us when she saw we
were awake.

"Where are the others?' Amdiasaid immediately.

"They went in the night.”

"Why were we not told?"

"They said you were now only wanting to fly in the machine.”

"Who garted this?' | said, indicating the bedlam beyond the building.
"It began in the night, when the others | eft.”

And we had dept through this noise and confusion? It seemed hardly likely. | went to the door and
peered into the street. The battle-machine had gone its way, and its armoured platform could be seen
above some near-by buildings. Some distance from me | could see acolumn of black smokerising, and
over to my left there wasasmaller fire. In the distance there was another explosion, athough | could not
see any smoke, and inamoment | heard two battle-machines braying in response.

| went back to Amdlia
"We had better get to the cannon-site,” | said. "It might still be possible to take the projectile.”

She nodded, and went to where our erstwhile friends had laid out two of the black uniformsfor us.
When we had put these on, and were preparing to leave, Edwinalooked at us uncertainly.

"Areyou coming with us?' | said, brusquely. | had been growing tired of her fluting voice and the
unreiability of her trandations. | wondered how much of our information had been misrepresented by
her.

Shesad: "You would like me to come, Amdlia?'

Now Amelialooked doubtful, and said to me: "What do, you think?'
"Will we need her?'

"Only if we have something to say.”

| considered for afew seconds. Much as| distrusted her, she was our only contact with the people
here, and she had at |east stayed behind when the others | eft.

| said: " She can come with us asfar asthe cannon-site.”
With that, and pausing only to collect Amdlias hand-bag, we set off at, once.

Aswe hurried across the city it became obvious that although the Martians had started their revolution,
damage was as yet minor, and confined to afew areas. The streets were not empty of people, nor yet
were they crowded. Severd Martians gathered together in smal groups, watched over by the battle-
machines, and in the distance we heard many sirens. Somewhere near the centre of the city we came
across evidence of more direct revolt: severd of the battle-machines had been somehow overturned, and
lay helplesdy across the streets; these provided effective barricades, for once set on its side atower



could not by itself stand up again, and so blocked the passage of the ground vehicles.

When we came to the place where the eectrical force-screen was extended towards the cannon-site,
we found that the mongters and their machines were much in evidence. Severa ground vehicles, and five
battle-machines, stood thickly together, their heat-cannons raised.

We paused at this sight, not sure whether to go on. There were no Martian humansto be seen,
although we noticed that several charred bodies had been swept roughly into a heap at the base of one of
the buildings. Clearly there had been fighting here, and the monsters retained their supremacy. To
approach now would bring amost certain deeth.

Standing there, undecided, | sensed the urgency of reaching the projectile before the trouble worsened.
"We had better wait," Amdliasad.

"| think we should go on," | said quietly. "We will not be stopped wearing these uniforms.”

"What about Edwina?"

"Shewill haveto stay here"

However, in spite of my apparent resolution | was not confident As we watched, one of the
battle-machines moved off to the Sde, its heat-cannon pivoting menacingly. With its dangling metd arms
it reached into one of the near-by buildings, apparently feding for anyone hiding within. After afew
moments it moved off again, thistime striding at afaster pace.

Then Amdiasaid: "Over there, Edward!"-

A Martian was sgndling to usfrom one of the other buildings, waving hislong arms. Casting awatchful
glance a the machines, we hurried over to him and a once he and Edwina exchanged severa words. |
recognized him as one of the men we had met the day before,

Eventudly, Edwinasaid: "He saysthat only drivers of the flying war-machines can go further. Thetwo
who showed you yesterday are waiting for you."

Something about the way she said this aroused afaint suspicion, but for want of further evidence
could not say why.

"Areyou to comewith us?' said Amelia

"No | gay tofight."

“Then where are the others?' | said.

"At theflying war-machine."

| took Ameliato one side. "What shall we do?'

"Wemust go on. If the revolution causes any more trouble, we might not be ableto leave.”
"How do we know we are not walking into atrap?’ | said.

"But who would lay it? If we cannot trust the people, then we arelost.”

"That isprecisdly my worry,” | said.



The man who had signdled to us had aready disgppeared into the building, and Edwina seemed to be
on the point of running in after him. | looked over my shoulder at the monsters machines, but there
appeared to have been no movement.

Amediasad "Good-bye, Edwina."

Sheraised her hand, spreading her fingers, then the Martian girl did the same.
"Good-bye, Amdia," she said, then turned her back and walked through the doorway.
"That wasacool farewdll," | said. "Consdering you are the leader of therevolution.”

"] don't understand, Edward."

"Neither do I.I think we must get to the projectile without further delay.”

We agpproached the battle-machines with considerabl e trepidation, fearing the worst with every step.
But we went unmolested, and soon we had passed benegth the high platforms and werewaking up the
extension towards the cannon-site.

A deep migtrust of the situation. was growing in me, and | was dreading the fact that soon we should
have to pass beneath the scrutiny of the monsters who guarded the entrance. My fedling of unease was
increased when, afew minutes |later, we heard more explosions from the city, and saw severd of the
battle-machines dashing about the Sreetswith their cannonsflaring.

" wonder," | said, "if our part in the revolt is now suspected. Y our young friend was remarkably
reluctant to bewith us.”

"She does not have one of these uniforms.”
"That'strue,” | said, but | was still not at ease.
The entrance to the cannon-site was nearly upon us, and the great sheds were looming up.

At the last moment, when we were no more than five yards from the monsters observation-seats, we
saw one of the two young Martians I'd been with the previous day. We went directly to him. There was
an empty vehicle by the roadway, and we went around the back of it with him.

Once away from the sight of the monster-creatures at the gate, he launched into amost expressive
foray of shilance and expository gestures.

"What'she saying?' | saidto Amdlia
"I haven't thefaintest notion."

Wewaited until he had finished, and then he stared a us asif awaiting aresponse. He was about to
gart histirade again, when Ameliaindicated the cannon-site.

"May we goin?' shesad, evidently working on the assumption that if he could spesk hislanguageto



us, we could speak oursto him, but asssting him by pointing towards the Site.
His reply was not understood.
"Doyouthink hesaid yes?' | said.
"Thereisonly oneway totell."

Amdiaraised her hand to him, then walked towards the entrance. | followed, and we both glanced
back to seeif this action provoked a negative response. He appeared to be making no move to stop us,
but raised hishand in greeting, and so we walked on.

Now determined to see thisthrough, we were past the monsters observation panels dmost before we
redlized it. However, afew paces further on a screech from one of the positions chilled our blood. We
had been spotted.

We both hdted, and at once | found | was trembling. Ameliahad paled.
The screech came again, and was then repeated.

"Edward... we must walk on!"

"But we have been chdlenged!” | cried.

"We do not know wheat for. We can only walk on."

S0, expecting at best another bestial screech, or at worst to be smitten by the heat-beam, we stepped
on towards the snow- cannon.

Miraculoudy, there was no further chdlenge.

Vi

Wewere now almost running, for our objective wasin sight. We passed through the ranks of waiting
projectiles, and headed for the breech of the mighty cannon. Amdlia, whosefirgt visit to the Ste thiswas,
could hardly believe what she saw.

"There are SO many!" she said, gasping with the exertion of hurrying up the gradient of the mountain
dope.

"Itisto beafull-scaleinvason," | said. "We cannot dlow these mongtersto attack Earth.”

During my visit the day before, the activities of the monsters had been confined to the areawhere the
machines were assembled, and this store of gleaming projectiles had been left unattended. Now, though,
there were the monsters and their vehicles al about. We hurried on, unchalenged.

Therewas no sgn of any humans, athough | had been told that by the time we entered the projectile
our friends would bein charge of the device which fired the cannon. | hoped that word of our arrival had
been passed, for | did not wish to wait too long insde the projectile itsdlf.

The companionway was dtill in place, and | led Amdiaup it to the entrance to the inner chamber. Such



was our haste that when one of the monster-creatures by the base of the companionway uttered a series
of modulated screeches, we paid no attention to it. We were now so close to our objective, so near to
the instrument of our return to Earth, that we felt nothing could bar our way.

| stood back to alow Ameliato go firgt, but she pointed out that it would be sensible for meto lead.
This| did, heading down that dark, frigid tunnel through the breech-block, away from the wan sunlight of
Mars.

The hatch of the ship was open, and thistime Ameliadid go in before me. She stepped down the ramp
into the heart of the projectile, while | attended to closing the hatch as I'd been shown. Now we were
insde, away from the noises and enigmeas of the Martian civilization, | suddenly fdt very cam and

purposeful.

Thisspaciousinterior, quiet, dimly lit, quite empty, was another world from that city and its beleaguered
peoples,; this craft, product of the most ruthlessintellect in the Universe, was our salvation and home.

Onceit would have been in the van of aterrible invasion of Earth; now, in the safe charge of Amdia
and mysdlf, it could become our world's salvation. It was a prize of war, awar of which even now the
peoples of Earth were quite unsuspecting.

| checked the hatch once more, making certain that it was quite secure, then took Ameliain my arms
and kissed her lightly.

Shesad: "The craft isawfully big, Edward. Are you sure you know what to do?'
"Leaveittome”

For once my confidence was not assumed. Once before | had made areckless act to avert an evil
destiny, and now again | saw destiny as being in my own hands. So much depended on my skillsand
actions, and the respongibility of my homeworld's future lay on my shoulders. It could not be that | should
fal!

I led Amelia up the doping floor of the cabin, and showed her the pressure tubes that would support
and protect us during the firing of the cannon. | judged it best that we should enter them at once, for we
had no way of telling when our friends outside would fire the craft. In the confused Stuation, events were
unpredictable.

Amelia stepped into her own tube, and | watched as the eerie substance folded itself about her.

"Can you breathe?' | said to her.

"Yes." Her voice was muffled, but quite audible. "How do | climb out of this?| feel | am imprisoned.”
"Yousmply sep forward,” | said. "it will not resst unlesswe are under acceleration.”

Inside her transparent tube Amelia smiled to show she understood, and so | moved back to my own
tube. Here | squeezed past the controls which were placed within easy reach, then felt the soft fabric
closing in on me. When my body was contained | alowed myself to relax, and waited for the launch to

begin.

A long time passed. There was nothing to do but stare across the few feet that separated us, and watch
Amediaand smileto her. We could hear each other if we spoke, but the effort was considerable.

Thefirst hint of vibration, when it came, was So minute asto be attributable to the imagination, but it



was followed afew moments later by another. Then there came asudden jolt, and | felt thefolds of
fabric tightening about my body.

"Weare moving, Amelial" | shouted, but needlesdy, for there was no mistaking what was happening.

After thefirst concussion there followed severd more, of increasing severity, but after awhilethe
motion became smooth and the accel eration steady. The fabric tube was clutching me like a giant hand,
but even so | could fedl the pressure of our speed against me, far greater than | had experienced on the
gmaller craft. Furthermore, the period of acceleration was much longer, presumably because of the
immense length of the barrel. There was now anoise, the like of which was quite unprecedented: agreat
rushing and roaring, as the enormous craft shot through its tube of ice.

Just as the accel eration was reaching the point where | felt |

could no longer stand it, even inside the protective grasp of the tube, | saw that Amelias eyes had
closed and that inside her tube she appeared to have fallen unconscious. | shouted out to her, but in the
din of our firing there was no hope that she would hear me. The pressure and noi se were each now
intolerable, and | felt alightnessin my brain and adarkness occluding my sight. Asmy vision failed, and
the roaring became a dull muttering in the background, the pressure abruptly ceased.

Thefolds of the fabric loosened, and | sumbled forward out of the tube. Amelia, smilarly released, fell
unconsciousto the meta floor. | leant over her, dapping her cheeks gently... and it was not for severa
momentsthat | realized that a last we had been flung headlong into the ether of space.

Chapter Seventeen
A HOMEWARD QUEST

SO began the voyage which, in optimism, | had expected to take but aday or two, but whichin
actuality took nearer sixty days, as near aswe could tell. They were two long months; for short periodsit
was an exciting experience, at other timesit becameterrifying, but for most of the sixty daysit wasa
journey of the most maddening dullness.

I will not, then, delay this narrative with an account of our daily lives, but indicate those eventswhich
most exercised us a the time.

Thinking back over the experience, | recdl the flight with mixed fedings. It was not an enjoyable
journey in any sense of the word, but it was not without its better Sdes.

One of these wasthat Amdiaand | were done together in an environment which provided privacy,
intimacy and a certain security, evenif it was not the most usua of Stuations. It isnot germaneto this
narrative to describe what occurred between us -even in these modern times, | fedl | should not breach
the trusts which we then established - but it would be true to say that | came to know her, and sheto
know me, in ways and to depths | had never before suspected were possible.

Moreover, the length of the journey itself had a purgatory effect on our outlooks. We had indeed
becometainted by Mars, and even |, lessinvolved than Amelia, had felt a conflict of loydtiesaswe



blasted away from the revolution-torn city. But, surrounded as we were by a Martian artifact, and kept
alive by Martian food and Martian air, as the days passed and Earth grew nearer, the conflicts faded and
we became of single purpose once more. The invasion the monsters schemed was dl too red; if we
could not help avert such an invasion then we could never again call oursalves human.

But dready my synopsis of thisincredible journey through space is once more taking my narrative
ahead of its natural order.

| have mentioned that certain incidents during the voyage were exciting or terrifying, and the first of
these occurred shortly after we were rel eased from the pressure-tubes, and found ourselves in command
of aspaceironclad.

When | had revived Ameliafrom her faint, and ensured that neither she nor | had suffered any ill-effects
during the rigours of the blast, | went first to the controls to see where we were headed. Such wasthe
ferocity of our firing that | was sure we were about to hurtle into Earth a any moment!

| turned the knob that illuminated the main pane - as my guides had shown me - but to my
disappointment nothing could be seen except for afew faint points of light. These, | later redized, were
dars. After experimenting for several minutes, and achieving no more than marginaly incressing the
brilliance of the picture, | turned my attention to one of the smdler pandls. This displayed the view behind
the creft.

Here the picture was more satisfactory, for it showed aview of the world we had just left. So closeto
Marswerewe gtill that it filled the entire pandl: a chiaroscuro of light and shadow, mottled yellows and
reds and browns. When my eyes adjusted to the scale of what | was seeing | found | could pick out
certain features of the landscape, the most prominent of which was theimmense volcano, standing out
from the deserts like amalignant carbuncle. Bulging around its summit was agigantic white cloud; at firdt |
took thisto be the volcano's own discharge, but later | thought that this must be the cloud of
water-vapour that had thrust us on our way.

The city we had |eft wasinvisble- it lay presumably beneath the soreading white cloud - and there
werefew features| could definitely identify. The canas were clearly visble, or a least they became
visible by virtue of the banks of weed that proliferated aongside them.

| stared at the view for sometime, redizing that for al the force of our departure we had neither
travelled very far nor were now moving with much velocity. Indeed, the only apparent movement wasthe
image of theland itsdf, which wasrotating dowly in the pand.

While waswatching this, Ameliacaled out to me:

"Edward, shall we have some food?'

| turned away from the pand, and said: "Yes, I'm hun..."

| did not complete my sentence, for Ameliawas nowherein sight.

“I'm down here, Edward."



| stared down the doping floor of the compartment, but there was no sign of her. Then | heard her
laughing, and looked up in the direction of the sound. Amdiawasthere... upside-down on the celling!

"What are you doing?" | shouted, aghast. "Y ou'll fal and hurt yoursdlf!"

"Don't beslly. It's perfectly safe. Come down here and you'll seefor yoursdlf.”
To demondirate, she executed alittle jJump ... and landed, feet first, on the ceiling.
"l cahnot go down if you are. above me,” | said pedantically.

"Itisyouwhoisabove me," she said. Then, surprisng me, shewaked acrossthe ceiling, down the
curving wall, and was soon by my side. "Come with me, and I'll show you."

Shetook my hand, and | went with her. | trod carefully at first, bracing mysdlf againg faling, but the
gradient did not increase, and after afew moments | glanced back at my controls and saw to my surprise
that they now seemed to be againgt the wall. We walked on, soon coming to the place where the food
had been stored, and where Amelia had been. Now when | looked back at the controls they appeared
to be on the celling above us.

During the course of our voyage, we grew used to this effect created by the spinning of the ship about
itsaxis, but it was anovel experience. Until this moment we had taken it for granted, so accustomed
were we to the lightness of the Martian gravity, and the craft was being rotated so asto smulate this.

(Later inthe voyage, | found away of increasing the rate of spin, with the intention of readying our
bodiesfor the greater weight of Earth.)

For the first few days this phenomenon was a considerable novelty to us. The shape of the
compartment itsalf lent peculiar effects. As one moved further up the doping floor (or ceiling) towardsthe
nose of the craft, so one approached the centra axis of the ship and apparent gravity wasless. Amelia
and | often passed the time by exercising in this strange ambience: by going to the gpex of the
compartment and kicking onesdlf away, one could float across much of the space before drifting gently to
thefloor.

Stll, those firgt two hours after the firing of the cannon were placid enough, and we ate alittle of the
Martian food, blissfully unaware of what wasin storefor us.

When | returned to the controls, the view in the rearward-facing pand showed that the horizon of Mars
had appeared. Thiswasthefirst direct evidence | had that the planet was receding from us ... or, to be
more accurate, that we were receding from it. The forward pand till showed its uninformative display of
gars. | had, naturally enough, expected to see our homeworld looming before us. My guideson Mars
had informed me that the firing of the cannon would direct the craft towards Earth, but that | should not
be able to seeit for some time, so there was no immediate concern.

It did seem strange to me, though, that Earth should not be directly ahead of us.

| decided that asthere would be neither night nor day on the craft, we should have to establish aship
time. My watch was till working, and | took it out. As near as| could estimate it, the snow-cannon had



been fired a the height of the Martian day, and that we had been in flight for about two hours.
Accordingly, | set my watch at two o'clock, and thenceforward my watch becamethe ship's
chronometer.

With this done, and with Amelia content to investigate what provisions had been made for our sojourn
inthe craft, | decided to explore the rest of the ship.

So it wasthat | discovered we were not alone....

| was moving adong one of the passages that ran through the double hull when | passed the hatchway
that led to the compartment designed to hold the daves. | afforded it the merest glance, but then stopped
in horror! The hatch had been crudely sealed from the outside, welded closed so that the door was
unopenable, either from within or without. | pressed my ear to it, and listened.

| could hear nothing: if anyone was ingdethey were very giill. There was the faintest sound of
movement, but this could well have come from Amelids activitiesin the forward compartment.

| stood by that hatch for many minutes, full of forebodings and indecision. | had no evidence that
anyone was within ... but why should that hatch have been sedled, when only the day before | and the
others had passed fredly through it?

Could it bethat this projectile carried acargo of human food...?
If 0, just what wasinthemain hold...?

Stricken with an awful presentiment, | hastened to the hatch that led to the hold where the monsters
machines had been stowed. Thistoo had been welded, and | stood before it, my heart thudding. Unlike
the other hatch, this was equipped with adiding meta plate, of the sort that isingtalled in the doors of
prison-cdls.

| moved it to one side, afraction of aninch a atime, terrified of making anoise and so drawing
atention to mysdif.

At last it had been opened sufficiently for meto place my eye againg it, and | did this, peering into the
dimly lit interior.

My worgt fears were ingtantly confirmed: there, not a dozen feet from the hatch, was the oblate body of
one of the mongters. It lay before one of the protective tubes, evidently having been released from it after
thelaunch.

I jJumped back at once, fearful of being noticed. In the confined space of the passage | waved my arms
in despair, curang slently, dreading the Sgnificance of this discovery.

Eventudly, | summoned enough courage to return to my peephole, and looked again at the monster
that wasthere.

It was lying so that it presented one Side of its body and most of its nasty face towards me. It had not
noticed me, and indeed it had not moved aninch since | had first looked. Then | recalled what my guides
had said ... that the mongters took a deeping-draught for the duration of the flight.

This mongter's tentacles were folded, and athough its eyes were open the flaccid white lids drooped
over the paeeyebdls.

Thdeepit lost none of its beadtliness, yet it was now vulnerable.



| did not have the stedl of ragein methat | had had before, but | knew that were the door not
unopenable | would once again have been ableto day the being.

Reassured that | would not rouse the brute, | did the plate right open, and looked aong as much of the
length of the hold | could. There were three other monstersin view, each one similarly unconscious.
There was probably the fifth somewherein the hold, but there was so much equipment lying about that |
could not seeit.

So we had not after al stolen the projectile. The craft we commanded was |eading the monsters
invasion of Earth!

Was this what the Martians had been trying to tell us before we left? Was this what Edwina had been
keeping back from us?

| decided to say nothing of thisto Amelia, remembering her loydtiesto the Martian people. If she knew
the monsters were aboard, she would redlize that they had brought their food with them, and it would
become her mgor preoccupation. | did not care for the knowledge myself - it was unpleasant to redize
that beyond the metd wall at the rear of our compartment were imprisoned severa men and women
who, when needed, would sacrifice themsalves to the monsters - but it would not divert my attention
from the mgjor tasks.

So, dthough Ameliaremarked on my palor when | returned, | said nothing of what | had seen. | dept
unessily that night, and once when | wakened | fancied | could hear alow crooning coming from the next
compartment.

The following day, our second in space, an event occurred that made it difficult to keep my discovery
to mysdlf. On the day after that, and in subsequent days, there were further incidents that made it

impossible.
It happened likethis.

| had been experimenting with the pand that displayed the view before the ship, trying to understand
the device whose nearest trandation had been target. | had found that knobs could cause an illuminated
grid-pattern to be projected over the picture. Thiswas certainly in accord with target, for at the centre of
the grid was acircle containing two crossed lines. However, beyond this| had not learned anything.

| turned my attention to the rearward panel.

Inthis, the view of Mars had changed somewhat while we dept. The reddish planet was now
aufficiently far away for most of it to be seen asadisk in the pand, though till, because of the spinning of
our craft, appearing to revolve. We were on the sunward side of the planet - which wasitsdlf reassuring,
since Earth liesto the sunward of Mars - and the visible area was roughly the shape that one seeson
Earth aday or two before afull moon. The planet was turning on its own axis, of course, and during the
morning | had seen the great protruberance of the volcano appear.

Then, just as my watch declared the time to be nearly midday, an enormous white cloud appeared near
the summit of the volcano.



| called Amdiato the controls, and showed her what | had seen.

Shedared at it in slence for severa minutes, then said softly: "Edward, | think asecond projectile has
been launched.”

I nodded dumbly, for she had only confirmed my own fears.

All that afternoon we watched the rearward panel, and saw the cloud drifting dowly across the face of
the world. Of the projectileitsalf we could see no sign, but both of us knew we were no longer donein
space.

Onthethird day, athird projectile wasfired, and Amdiasaid: "We are part of aninvasion of Earth.”

"No," | sad, grimly lying to her. "'l believe we will have twenty-four hoursin which to dert the
authoritieson Earth.”

But on the fourth day another projectile was hurled into space behind us, and like each of the three
beforeit, the moment of firing was amost exactly at midday.

Ameiasad, with unassailable logic: "They are conforming to aregular pattern, and our craft wasthe
firs piecein that pattern. Edward, | maintain that we are apart of theinvasion.”

It was then that my secret could no longer be maintained. | took her into the passagesthat ran the
length of the ship, and showed her what | had seen through the diding metal panel. The monsters had not
moved, still dumbering peacefully whiletheir flight to Earth continued. Amdiatook her turn a the holein
slence

"When we arrive on Earth," she said, "we will be obliged to act quickly. We must escape from the
projectile at the earliest possible moment.”

"Unlesswe can destroy them beforewe land,” | said.
"Isthere any way?"

"l have been trying to think. Thereis no way we can enter the hold.” | showed her how the hatch had
been fused. "We could possibly devise some way of cutting off their supply of air.

"Or introducing to it some poison.”

| seized on this solution eagerly, for since | had made my discovery my fears had been growing about
what these creatures could do on Earth. It was unimaginable that they could be alowed to do their
Devil'swork! I had no ideahow the air was circulated through the ship, but as my command of the
controlswasincreasing so was my confidence, and | felt that this should not beimpossible to solve.

I had said nothing to Amelia of the davesin their compartment - for | was by now convinced that there
were many aboard - but | had done her an injustice when anticipating her reaction.

That evening, Amdiasad: "Where are the Martian daves, Edward?'
Her question was so forthright that | did not know what to say.
"Arethey in the compartment behind ours?" she went on.

"Yes" | said. "But it has been seded.”



"So thereisno possibility of releasing them?”
"Nonethat | know of," | said.

We were both silent after this exchange, because the awfulness of the wretches prospects was
unthinkable. Sometimelater, when | was on my own, | went to their hatch and tried again to seeif it
could be opened, but it was hopeless. Asfar as| can recdll, neither Amelianor | ever referred directly to
the daves again. For this, | a least was grateful.

On the fifth day of our voyage afifth projectile wasfired. By thistime, Marswas distant on our
rearwards panel, but we had little difficulty in seeing the cloud of white vapour.

On the sixth day | discovered acontrol attached to the screens which could enhance and enlarge the
images. When midday came around we were ableto see, in reatively dear detail, thefiring of the sixth
cylinder.

Four more days passed and, on each of them the mighty' snow-cannon wasfired, but on the eeventh
day the volcano passed across the visible portion of Mars,. and no white cloud appeared. We watched
until the volcano had passed beyond the terminator, but as far aswe could tell no projectile was fired that

day.

Nor was there on the day following. Indeed, after the tenth projectile no more werefired at all.
Remembering those hundreds of gleaming craft lying at the base of the mountain, we could not believe
that the monsterswould call off their planswith so comparatively few missiles en route for the target.
Thisdid seem to be the case, though, for as the days passed we never abandoned our watch of the red
planet but not once again did we see any sign of the cannon being fired.

Of course, we occupied much timein speculating asto why this should be so.

| advanced the theory that thiswas the mongters plan: that an advance guard of ten projectileswould
invade and occupy an areaof Earth, for after al they would have an armoury of at least fifty
battle-machines with which to do this. For thisreason | felt our watch should be maintained, arguing that
more projectiles would soon befollowing.

Ameliawas of adifferent mind. She saw the surceasein terms of avictory for the Martian humans
revolution, that the people had broken through the monsters defence: and taken control.

In either event we had no way of verifying anything other than what we saw. The migration had
effectively finished with ten projectiles, at least for the time being.

By thistime we were many daysinto our voyage, and Marsitsef wasasmdl, glowing body many
millions of miles behind us. Our focus of interest was moving from this, for now, in the forwards pand,
we could see our homeworld looming towards us: atiny crescent of light, so indescribably lovely and till.

Vi



Asthe weeks passed | became more at home with the controls, feeling that | understood the function of
mogt. | had even come to understand the device the Martians had called the target, and had realized that
it was possibly the most important of al the controls.

| had learned to use this when viewing Earth through the forwards pand. It had been Amdiawho had
first pointed out our world: aclearly defined brilliance near the edge of the pandl. Of course, we were
both much affected by the sight, and the knowledge that every day carried us thousands of miles nearer
to it was asource of steadily growing excitement. But as one day followed another, the image of our
world dipped nearer and nearer to the edge of the display, until we redlized that it could not belong
before it vanished from our sight altogether. | adjusted the controls of the pandl equipment to no avail.

Then, in desperation, Ameliasuggested that | should turn on the illuminated grid that was projected
acrossthe pandl. Asl did this| saw that a second, more ghostly grid lay behind it. Unlike the main one,
this had its centrd circlefixed on theimage of our world. It was most uncanny ... asif the devicehad a
mind of itsown.

At the same moment as the second grid appeared, severa lights flashed on beneath theimage. We
could not understand their meaning, naturally enough, but the fact that my action had produced a
reponse was sgnificant initself.

Amdiasad: "I think it meanswe must steer the craft.”
"But it was aimed accuratdly from Mars.”
"Even 90 ... it seemsto methat we are no longer flying towards Earth.”

Weargued alittlelonger, but at last | could no longer avoid the fact that the time had come for meto
demondtrate my prowess asadriver. With Amelia's encouragement | settled myself before the main
driving lever, gripped it in both my hands, and moved it experimentaly to one side.

Severd things, happened at once.

Thefirst wasthat agreat noise and vibration echoed through the projectile. Another was that both
Ameliaand | werethrown to one side. And in addition everything in our compartment that was not
secured flew willy-nilly about our heads.

When we had recovered ourselves we discovered that my action had had an undesired effect. That is
to say, Earth had disappeared from the pand altogether! Determined to right this at once, | moved the
lever in the opposite direction, having first ensured that we were both braced. Thistime, the ship moved
sharply the other way, and athough there was much noise and rattling of our possessions, | succeeded in
returning Earth to our sight.

It took severa more adjustments to the controls before | managed to place the image of Earth in the
smdl centrd circleof themain grid. As| did this, the display of lightswent out, and | fdlt that our craft
was now st firmly on an Earthbound course,

Infact, | discovered that the projectile was wont to drift constantly from its path, and every day | had
to make more corrections.

By this process of trid and error, | understood at last how the system of grids was intended to be used.
Themain, brighter grid indicated the actua destination of the craft, while the less brilliant, moving grid
showed the intended destination. As thiswas aways locked on the image of Earth, we were never in



doubt asto the monsters plans.

Such moments of diversion, however, were the exception rather than the rule. Our daysin the craft
were dull and repetitive, and we soon adopted routines. We dept for as many hours as possible, and
dawdled over our meds. We would take exercise by waking about the circumference of the hull, and
when it came to attending to the controls would divert more energy and time than was actually necessary.
Sometimes we became fractious, and then we would separate and stay at different parts of the
compartment.

During one of these periods | returned to the problem of how to deal with the unwelcome occupants of
themain hold.

Interfering with the monsters air-supply seemed to bethelogica way of killing them, and in lieu of any
substance which | knew to be poisonous to them, suffocation was the obvious expedient. With thisin
mind | spent the best part of one day exploring the various machines which were built into the hull.

| discovered much about the operation of the craft - for example, | found the location of the
quasi -photographic instruments which delivered the picturesto our viewing pands, and | learnt that the
craft'sdirectional changes were effected by means of steam expelled from a central heat-source, and
ducted through the outer hull by means of an intricate system of pipes - but came no nearer to finding a
solution. Asfar as| could tdll, the air ingde the craft was circulated from one unit, and that it served dl
parts of the ship smultaneoudy. In other words, to suffocate the monsters we, should have to suffocate
too.

Vil

The nearer we came to Earth the more we were obliged to make correctionsto our course. Twice or
threetimes aday | would consult the forwards panel, and adjust the controls to bring the two grids once
moreinto adignment. Earth was now large and clear in the picture, and Ameiaand | would stand before
it, watching our homeworld in silence. It glowed abrilliant blue and white, unspeskably beautiful.
Sometimes we could see the moon beside it, showing, like Earth, as adender and delicate crescent.

Thiswas asght which should have brought joy to our hearts, but whenever | sood at Ameliasside
and stared at thisvision of celestial loveliness, | felt atremendous sadnessingde me. And whenever |
operated the controls to bring us more accurately towards our destination, | felt stirrings of guilt and
shame.

Atfirst | could not understand this, and said nothing to Amdlia. But as the days passed, and our world
sped ever nearer, | identified my misgivings, and at last was able to speak of them to Amelia Thenit was
that | found she too had been experiencing the same.

| said: "Inaday or two we shdl be landing on Earth. | am minded to aim the craft towards the degpest
ocean, and be done withit."

"If you did, | would not try to stop you," she said.

"We cannot inflict these creatures on our world,” | went on. "We cannot shoulder that responsibility. If
just one man or woman should die by these creatures machinations, then neither you nor | could ever
faceoursdvesagan.”



Amediasad: "But if we could escape the craft quickly enough to dert the authorities...."

"That is achance we cannot take. We do not know our way out of this ship, and if the monstersare
out before usthen we would be too late. My dearest, we have to face up to the fact that you and | must
be prepared to sacrifice ourselves.”

While we had been talking, | had turned on the control that produced the two grids across the pandl.
The secondary grid, showing our intended destination, lay over northern Europe. We could not seethe
precise place, for this part of the globe was obscured by white cloud. In England the day would be grey;
perhapsit wasraning.

"|sthere nothing we can do?' Ameiasaid.

| stared gloomily at the screen. " Our actions are proscribed. As we have replaced the men who would
have crewed this ship, we can only do what they would have done. That isto say, to bring the craft
manualy to the place aready sdected, by the mongters. If we follow the plan, we bring the craft downin
the centre of the grid. Our only choiceiswhether or not we do that. | can dlow the craft to pass by Earth
entirely, or | can head the craft to a place where its occupants can do no damage.”

"Y ou spoke of landing usin an ocean. Were you serious?’

"Itisone course opento us,” | said. "Although you and | would surely die, wewould effectively
prevent the monsters from escaping.”

"l don't want to die" Ameiasaid, holding metightly.
"Nor I. But do we have theright to inflict these monsters on our people?’

It was an agonizing subject, and neither of us knew the answersto the questions we raised. We stared
at theimage of our world for afew more minutes, then went to take ameal. Later, we were drawn again
to the pandls, over-awed by the responsbilities that had been thrust upon us.

On Earth, the clouds had moved away to the east, and we saw the shape of the British Ideslying in the
blue seas. The centrd circle of the grid lay directly over England.

Ameliasaid, her voice srained: "Edward, we have the greatest army on Earth. Can we not trust them
to ded with this menace?'

"They would be taken unawares. The responsibility is ours, Amdia, and we must not avoid it. | am
prepared to die to save my world. Can | ask the same of you?'

It was amoment charged with emotion, and | found mysdlf trembling.

Then Amdiaglanced a the rearward panel, which, though dark, was an insstent reminder of the nine
projectiles that followed us.

"Would false heroics save the world from those too?' she said.

viii

So it wasthat | continued to correct our course, and brought the main grid to bear on the green idands



we loved so dearly.

We were about to go to deep that night when anoise | had hoped never to hear again emanated from
ametd grillein the bulkhead: it wasthe braying, screeching cal of the mongters. One has often heard the
idiom that one's blood runs cold; in that moment | understood the truth of the cliché.

| left the hammock directly, and hurried through the pass ages to the sealed door of the monsters hold.

Assoon as| did back the metal plate | saw that the accursed beings were conscious. There were two
directly infront of me, crawling avkwardly on their tentacles. | was satisfied to see that in the increased
gravity (I had long since changed the spin of the ship in an attempt to approximate the gravity of Earth)
their movements were more ponderous and ungainly. That was a hopeful sgn, when al else seemed
blesk, for with any luck they would find their extraweight on Earth a considerable disadvantage.

Ameliahad followed me, and when | moved back from the door she too peered through the tiny
window. | saw her shudder, and then she drew back.

"|sthere nothing we can do to destroy them?' she said.
| looked at her, my expression perhaps revealing the unhappiness | felt.
"l think not," | said.

When we returned to our compartment we discovered that one or more of the monsterswas still trying
to communicate with us. The braying echoed through the metal room.

"What do you think itissaying?' Ameliasad.

"How canwetd|?’

"But suppose we are to obey itsingructions?

"We have nothing to fear from them,” | said. "They can reach us no more than we can reach them.”

Even so, the hideous screeching was unpleasant to hear, and when it eventualy stopped somefifteen
minutes later we were both rdieved. We returned to the hammock, and afew minutes later we were

adeep.

We were awakened sometime later - aglance at my watch reveaed that we had dept for about four
and ahalf hours - by arenewed outburst of the monsters screeching.

Welay 4iill, hoping that it would eventudly stop again, but after five minutes neither of us could beer it.
| 1eft the hammock and went to the controls.

Earth loomed large in the forwards panel. | checked the positioning of the grid system, and noticed at
once that something was amiss. While we had dept our course had wandered yet again: athough the
fainter grid was gill firmly over the British Ides, the main grid had wandered far over to the eadt, reveding
that we were now destined to land somewherein the Baltic Sea.

| caled Amdiaover, and showed her this.
"Canyou correct it?' shesaid.

"I think s0."



Meanwhile, the braying of the monsters continued.

We braced oursalves as usud, and | swung the lever to correct the course. | achieved aminor
correction, but for dl my efforts| saw we were going to miss our target by hundreds of miles. Even as
we watched | noticed that the brighter grid was drifting dowly towards the east.

Then Amdliapointed out that agreen light was glowing, one that had never before shone. It was beside
the one control | had not so far touched: the lever which | knew released the blast of green fire from the
nose.

Ingtinctively, | understood that our journey was approaching its end, and unthinkingly | applied pressure
tothelever.

The projectile's response to this action was so violent and sudden that we were both catapulted
forward from the controls. Amdlialanded awkwardly, and | sprawled helplessy across her. Meanwhile
our few possessions, and the pieces of food we had |eft about the compartment, were sent flying in all
directions

| was rdatively unhurt by the accident, but Amelia had caught her head againgt a protruding piece of
metal, and blood flowed freely down her face. She was barely conscious, and in obvious agony, and |
bent anxioudy over her.

Shewas holding her head in her hands, but she reached towards me and pushed me weakly away.
"l ...I'mdl right, Edward," shesaid. "Please... | fed alittlesick. Leave me. It isnot serious...
"Dearedt, let me see what has happened!” | cried.

Both her eyes were closed, and she had gone awfully pale, but she repeated that she was not badly
hurt.

"Y ou must attend to driving this craft,” she said.

| hesitated for afew more seconds, but she pushed me away again, and so | returned to the controls. |
was certain that | had not lost consciousness for even a moment, but it now seemed that our destination
was much nearer. However, the centre of the main grid had moved so thet it lay somewherein the North
Segq, indicating that the green fire had dtered our course dragtically. The eastwards drift, however,
continued.

| went back to Amelia, and helped her to her feet. She had recovered her poise dightly, but blood
continued to flow.

"My bag," shesad. "Thereisatowd ingdeit.”

I looked around but could see her bag nowhere. It had evidently been thrown by the first concussion,
and now lay somewherein the compartment. Out of the corner of my eyel saw the green light ill
glowing, and acertainty that the grid was moving relentlessy on towards the east made mefed | should
be at the controls.

"Il find it,"” Ameliasaid. She held the deeve of her black uniform over the wound, trying to staunch the
blood. Her movements were clumsy, and she was not articulating clearly.

| stared at her in worried desperation for amoment, then realized what we must do.



"No," I said firmly. "I'll find it for you. Y ou must get into the pressure-tube, otherwise you will be killed.
Wewill belanding a any moment!"

| took her by the arm and propelled her gently to the flexible tube, which had hung unused for much of
theflight I took off the tunic of my uniform, and gaveit to her asatemporary bandage. Shehdd it to her
face, and as she went into the tube the fabric closed about her. | entered my own, and laid my hand on
the extended controlsinsde. As| did so, | felt the fabric tightening about my body. | glanced at Amelia
to ensure that she was firmly held, then gpplied pressure to the green lever.

Watching the pand through the folds of fabric | saw the image become entirely obscured by a blaze of
green, | dlowed thefireto blast for severa seconds, then released the lever.

Theimagein the panel cleared, and | saw that the grid had moved back to the west once again. It now
lay directly across England, and we were dead on course.

However, the eestwards drift continued, and as | watched the two grids moved out of aignment. The
shape of the British Ideswas amost obscured by the night terminator, and | knew that in England some
people would be seeing a sunst, little redlizing what was to descend into their midst during the night.

While we were both gtill safeinside the pressure-tubes| decided to fire the engine again, and so
over-compensate for the continud drifting. Thistime | alowed the green flame to burn for fifteen
seconds, and when | looked again at the pandl | saw that | had succeeded in shifting the centre of the
bright grid to apoint in the Atlantic several hundred milesto the west of Land's End.

Timefor thiskind of visua confirmation was short: in afew minutes Britain would have disappeared
beyond the night terminator.

| released mysdlf from the tube, and went to see Amdia

"How doyoufed?' | sad.

She made to step forward from the constraint of the tube, but | held her back.
“I'll find your bag. Areyou any better?"

She nodded, and | saw that the bleeding had virtualy ceased. Shelooked adreadful sight, for her hair
had matted over the wound and there were smears of blood al over her face and chest.

| hastened about the compartment in search of the bag. | found it at |ast - it had lodged directly above
the controls - and took it to her. Ameliareached through the tube and fumbled inside the bag. until she
found severd pieces of whitelinen, folded negtly together.

While she pressed one of the pieces of the absorbent material to her wound, and dabbed off most of
the blood, | wondered why she had never mentioned the existence of these towels before.

"l shdl bedl right now, Edward,” she said indistinctly from within. "It isjust acut. Y ou must
concentrate on landing this hateful machine.”

| stared at her for afew seconds, seeing that she was crying. | redlized that our journey was ending
none too soon and that she, no lessthan |, could think of no happier moment than that in which we left
this compartment.

| returned to my pressure-tube, and laid my hand on the lever.



Asthe British Ideswere now invisible in the night portion of theworld, | had no other guide than the
two grids. Solong as| kept them in adignment then. | knew that | was on course. Thiswas not assimple
asit may sound, for the degree of drift wasincreasing with every minute. The process was complicated
by the fact that whenever | turned on the engine, the pand was deluged in green light, effectively blinding
me. Only when | turned off the engine could | see what my last measure had achieved.

| established aroutine of trid and error: first | would examine the panel to see how much drift had
occurred, then fire the braking engine for aperiod. When | turned off the engine, | would look again at
the panel and make afurther estimate of the drift. Sometimes | would have estimated accurately, but
usudly I had either over- or under-compensated.

Each timel fired the engine it wasfor alonger period, and so | fell into asystem whereby | counted
dowly under my breath. Soon each blast - which | discovered could be made more or lessintense by the
degree of pressure on the lever - waslasting for a count of one hundred and more. The mentd torment
was tremendous, for the concentration it demanded was total; additionally, each time the engine wasfired
the physical pressures on uswere dmost intolerable. Around us, the temperature inside the compartment
wasrisgng. Theair ducted down through the tubes remained cool, but | could fed the fabric itself
becoming hot

In the few brief moments between the firings of the engine, when the congtraint of the tubesrelaxed a
little, Ameliaand | managed to exchange afew words. She told me that the blood had stopped flowing,
but that she had avile headache and felt faint and sick.

Then at last the drifting of the two grids became so rapid that | dared not dacken my attention &t all.
Theingtant | turned off the engines the grids bounced apart, and | pressed the lever down and held it in
place.

Now givenitsfull throat, the braking engine set up anoise of such immensity that | felt the projectile
itself must certainly break into pieces. The entire craft shuddered and rattled, and where my feet touched
the metd floor | could fed an intolerable heat. Around us, the pressure-tubes gripped so tightly we could
hardly bresthe. | could not move even the tiniest muscle, and had no notion of how Ameiawasfaring. |
could fed the tremendous power of the engine asif it were asolid object against which we were
ramming, for even in spite of the restraining tubes, | felt mysalf being pushed forward against the braking.
S0, in thisbedlam of noise and heat and pressure, the projectile blazed across the night sky of England
like agreen comet.

The end of our voyage, when it came, was abrupt and violent. There was an amighty exploson outsde
the craft, accompanied by astunning impact and concussion. Then, in the sudden slence that immediately
followed, we fell forward from the relaxing pressure-tubes, into the blistering heat of the compartment.

We had arrived on Earth, but we wereindeed in a sorry state.

Chapter Eighteen
INSIDE THE PIT



We lay unconsciousin the compartment for nine hours, oblivious, for the most part, of theterrible
disorder our landing had thrown usinto. Perhaps while we lay in this coma of exhaustion we were spared
the worst effects of the experience, but what we endured was unpleasant enough.

The craft had not landed at an angle best suited to our convenience; because of the craft'saxia spinthe
actual position in relation to the ground had been a matter of chance, and that chance had left both the
pressure-tubes and our hammock suspended on what now became the walls. Moreover, the craft had
collided with the ground at asharp angle, so that the force of gravity tumbled usinto the nose of the
projectile.

That gravity itsdlf felt immense. My attempts to gpproximate Earth's gravity by spinning the craft more
quickly had been too conservative by far. After severd months on Mars, and in the projectile, our normal
welightsfelt intolerable.

As| have described, Amdiainjured hersalf shortly before we started our landing, and thisnew fdl had
reopened the wound, and blood poured from her face more profusely than before. In addition, | had hit
my head aswe fell from the pressure-tubes.

Finally, and most unbearable of dl, theinterior of the craft was overwhelmingly hot and humid. Perhaps
it had been the exhaust of the green fire that dowed our flight, or the friction of the Earth's atmosphere, or
most probably acombination of the two, but the metd of the hull and the air it contained, and everything
within were heated to an insupportable level.

Thiswas the degree of disorder in which we lay unconscious, and this was the kind of squalor to which
| awoke.

My firg action wasto turn to Amelia, who lay in ahuddle across me. The bleeding from her injury had
stopped of its own accord, but she wasin adreadful state; her face, hair and clothes were sticky with
congealing blood. So still was she, and so quiet her breathing, that at first | was convinced she had died,
and only whenin apanic | shook her by the shoulders and dapped her face did she rouse.

Wewerelying in ashalow pool of water, which had gathered on the floor under the spray froma
fractured pipe. This pool was very warm, for it had taken hegt from the metal hull of the projectile, but
the spray was as yet cool. | found Amdias bag, and took from it two of her towels. These | soaked in
the spray, and washed her face and hands, dabbing gently at the open wound. Asfar as| could see,
there was no fracture of her cranium, but the flesh of her forehead, just below her hairline, wastorn and
bruised.

She said nothing while | washed her, and seemed not to bein pain. She flinched only when | cleaned
the wound.

"l must get you to amore comfortable position,” | said, gently.

She smply took my hand, and squeezed it affectionately



"Canyoutdk?' | sad.
She nodded, then said: "Edward, | love you.’

| kissed her, and she held me fondly againgt her. In spite of our dire circumstances| felt asif | had been
relieved of agreat weight; the tensons of theflight had disspated.

"Do you fed well enough to move?' | sad.
"l think so. | am alittle unsteady."
"1 will support you," | said.

| stood up first, feding giddy, but | was able to balance mysdlf by holding on to a part of the broken
controls which now overhung us, and by extending ahand | helped Ameliato her feet. She was more
shakenthan |, so | put one arm around her waist. We moved further up the doping floor of the projectile
to aplace where, athough the gradient was steeper, at least there was somewhere dry and smooth to sit.

It was then that | took out my watch, and discovered that nine hours had passed since we
crash-landed. What had the monsters done in the time we lay unconscious?

Feeling very sorry for ourselves, we sat and rested for several more minutes, but | was obsessed by a
sense of urgency. We could not delay leaving the projectile any longer than absolutely necessary. For dl
we knew, the mongters might even now be marching from their hold and launching their invasion.

Immediate concerns were still to be consdered, though. One was the enervating heat in which we were
stting. The very floor on which we rested was amost hotter than we could bear, and dl around usthe
metd plates radiated suffocating warmth. The air was moist and sticky, and every breath we took
seemed devoid of oxygen. Much of the food that had spilled was dowly rotting, and the stench was
sckening.

| had aready loosened my clothes, but as the heat showed no sign of abating it seemed wiseto
undress. Once Amelia had recovered her wits | suggested this, then hel ped her off with the black
uniform. Underneath she still wore the ragged garment | had seen her in at the dave-camp. It was
unrecognizable asthe crisp white chemise it had once been.

| was better off, for benesth my uniform | still wore my combination underwear which, in spite of my
various adventures, was not at all unpresentable.

After some consideration we agreed it would be better if | explored the present Situation alone. We
had no idea how active were the monsters, assuming that they had not been killed by the concussion, and
that it would be safer if | were by mysdlf. So, having made absolutely sure that Ameliawas comfortable, |
let mysdlf out of the compartment and set about the climb through the passages that ran through the hull.

It will berecdled that the projectile was very long: it was certainly not much less than three hundred
feet from stem to stern. During our flight through space, movement about the craft had been relatively
ample, becausethe axid rotation provided one with an artificia floor. Now, however, the craft had
buried itself in the soil of Earth, and seemed to be standing on its nose, so that | wasforcedto climb at a



very steep angle. In the heat, which was, if anything, greater in this part of the hull, the only advantage |
had wasthat | knew my way about.

In due course | came to the hatch that led into the daves compartment. Here | paused to listen, but all
was slent within. | climbed on after catching my breeth, and eventudly arrived at the hatch to the main
hold.

| did open the metal plate with some trepidation, knowing that the monsters were certainly awake and
dert, but my caution wasin vain. Therewas no sign of the beastswithin my view, but | knew they were
present for | could hear the sound of their horrid, braying voices. Indeed, this noise was quite remarkable
initsintengty, and | gathered that much was being discussed between the nauseous beings.

At last | moved on, climbing beyond the door to the very stern of the craft itself. Here | had hoped to
find someway by which Amdiaand | might leave the ship surreptitioudy. (I knew that if dl elsefalled |
could operate the green blast intheway | had donein the smaler projectile, and so shift it from its
landing-place, but it was crucial that the monsters should not suspect that we were not their regular
crew.)

Unfortunately, my way was barred. Thiswas the very end of the craft: the massve hatch by which the
mongters themselves would exit. The fact that it was fill closed wasin itsalf hopeful: if we could. not
leave by thisway, then at |east the mongters too were confined within.

Herel rested again, before making my descent. For afew moments | speculated about where | had
landed the craft. If we had fdlen in the centre of acity the violence of our landing would certainly have
caused untold damage; this again would be amatter for chance, and here chance would be on our side.
Much of England is sparsely built upon, and it was more than, likely we would have found open
countryside. | could do no more than hope; | had enough on my conscience.

| could still hear the monsters beyond the inner hull wall, addressing each other in their disagreegble
braying voices, and occasondly | could hear the sinister sound of meta being moved. In moments of
slence, though, | fancied | could hear other noises, emanating from beyond the hull.

Our spectacular arrival would amost certainly have brought crowdsto the projectile, and as | stood
precarioudy just insde the main rear hatch, my fevered imagination summoned the notion that just afew
yards from where | was there would be scores, perhaps hundreds, of people clustered about.

It was a poignant thought, for of dl things| hungered to be reunited with my own kind.

A little later, when | thought more camly, | redized that any crowd that might have gathered would be
in dire danger from these mongters. How much more grimly optimistic it wasto think that the mongters
would emergeto aring of rifle-barrels!

Even 50, as| waited there | felt sure | could hear human voices outsde the projectile, and | dmost
weypt to think of them there.

At long last, redlizing that there was nothing to be done for the moment, | went back theway | had
come and returned to Amelia



A long time passed, in which there seemed to be no movement either by the monsters within the ship,
or by the men whom | now presumed were outside. Every two or three hours | would ascend again
through the passages, but the hatch remained firmly closed.

The conditionsinside our compartment continued to deteriorate, although there was adight drop in the
temperature. Thelights were still on, and air was circulating, but the food was decomposing quickly and
the smdl was abominable. Furthermore, water was still pouring in from the fractured pipe, and the lower
parts of the compartment were deeply flooded.

We stayed quiet, not knowing if the monsters could hear us, and dreading the consequencesif they
should. However, they seemed busied about their own menacing affairs, for there was no declinein their
noise whenever | listened by their hatch.

Hungry, tired, hot and frightened, we huddled together on the meta floor of the projectile, waiting for a
chance to escape.

We must have dozed for awhile, for | awoke suddenly with a sense that there was a different quality to
our, surroundings. | glanced at my watch - which in lieu of apocket in my combinations | had attached
by its chain to a buttonhole - and saw that nearly twenty hours had elapsed since our arrival.

| woke Amelia, whose head rested on my shoulder.

"What isit?' shesad.

"What canyou smdl?'

She sniffed exaggeratedly, wrinkling her nose.

"Somethingisburning,” | said.

"Yes" Amdiasaid, then cried it doud: "Yes! | can smell wood-smoke!™

We were overcome with excitement and emotion, for no more homely smell could be imagined.
"Thehatch,” | said urgently. "It'sopen at last!”

Amediawas dready on her feet. "Come on, Edward! Beforeit'stoo late!™

| took her hand-bag, and led her up the doping floor to the passage. | dllowed her to go first, reasoning
that | would then be below her if she fell. We climbed dowly, weskened by our ordedl... but we were
climbing for the last time, out of the hell of the Martian projectile, towards our freedom.

Sensing danger, we stopped afew yards short of the end of the passage, and stared up at the sky.

It was adeep blue; it wasnot at dl like the Martian sky, but a cool and tranquil blue, the sort that one
rgjoicesto see at the end of ahot summer's day. There were wisps of cirrus cloud, high and peaceful, still
touched with the red of sunset. Lower down, though, thick clouds of smoke rolled by, heady with the
smdl of burning vegetation.



"Shdl we go on?' Amdiasaid, whispering.

"| fed uneasy," | said. "1 had expected there would be many people about. It'stoo quiet.”

Then, belying my words, there was aresounding clatter of metal, and | saw abrilliant flash of green.
"Arethe mongtersout dready?’ said Amelia

"| shal haveto look. Stay here, and don't make asound.”

"You aren't leaving me?' There was an edge to her voice, making her words sound tense and brittle.
"I'mjust going to theend,” | said. "We must see what is hgppening.”

"Be careful, Edward. Don't be noticed.”

| passed her the hand-bag, then crawled on up. | wasin aturmoil of sensations, some of them internal
ones, likefright and trepidation, but otherswere externd. | knew that | was breathing the air of Earth,
smdling the soil of England.

Atlast | cametothelip, and lay low against the metd floor. | pulled mysdf forward until just my eyes
peered out into the evening light. There, in the vast pit thrown up by our violent landing, | saw asight that
filled me with dread and terror.

Immediately benesth the circular end of the projectile was the discarded hatch. Thiswas ahuge disk of
metal, some eighty feet in diameter. It had once been the very bulkhead which had withstood the blast of
our launch, but now, unscrewed from within, and dropped to the sandy floor, it lay, its use finished.

Beyond it, the Martian monsters had dready started their work of assembling their devilish machinery.

All five of the brutes were out of the craft, and they worked in afrenzy of activity. Two of them were
paingtakingly attaching aleg to one of the battle-machines, which squatted a short distance from wherel
lay. | saw that it was not yet ready for use, for its other two legs were tel escoped so that the platform
was no more than afew feet from the ground. Two other monsters worked beside the platform, but each
of thesewasinsde asmall legged vehicle, with mechanica arms supporting the bulk of the tripod while
shorter extensons hammered at the metd plates. With every blow there was a bright flash of green light,
and an eerie smoke, yellow and green combined, drifted away on the breeze.

Thefifth monster wastaking no part in this activity.

It squatted on the flat surface of the discarded hatch, just afew feet from me. Here a heat-cannon had
been mounted in ameta structure so that its barrel pointed directly upwards. Above the support wasa
long, telescopic mounting, at the top of which was a parabolic mirror some two feet in diameter. Thiswas
presently being rotated by the monster, which pressed one of its bland, saucer-like eyesto asighting
instrument. Even as| watched, the monster jerked spasmicdly in hatred, and a pale, deathly beam -
clearly visblein Earth's denser air - swept out over the rim of the pit.

Inthedistance | heard a confusion of shouts, and heard the crackle of burning timber and vegetation.

| ducked down for afew seconds, unable to participate in even this passve way; | fdt that by inaction |
became a party to daughter.

That thiswas not the first time the beam had been used was amply evidenced, for when | looked again
acrossthe pit | noticed that along one edge were the charred bodies of severa people. | did not know



why the people had been by the pit when the monsters struck, but it seemed certain that now the
mongters were keeping further intruders away while the machines were assembled.

The parabolic mirror continued to rotate above the rim of the pit, but while | watched the heat-beam
was not used again.

| turned my attention to the monsters themselves. | saw, with horror, that the increased gravity of Earth
had wrought gross distortions to their appearance. | have aready noted how soft were the bodies of
these execrable beings, with theincreased pressure on them, the bladder-like bodies became distended
and flattened. The one nearest to me seemed to have grown by about fifty percent, whichisto say it was
now six or seven feet long. Its tentacles were no longer, but they too were being flattened by the pressure
and seemed more than ever snake-like. The face too had atered. Although the eyes - aways the most
prominent feature - remained unmarked, the beak-like mouth had developed a noticeable V-shape, and
the creatures breathing was more laboured. A viscous salivadribbled continudly from their mouths.

| had never been able to see these mongters with fedings less than |oathing, and seeing them in thisnew
aspect | could hardly control mysdlf. | dlowed mysdlf to dip back from my vantage-point, and lay
trembling for severd minutes.

When | had recovered my composure, | crawled back to where Ameliawas waiting, and in ahoarse
whisper managed to relate what | had seen.

"l must see for mysdlf,” Ameliasaid, preparing to make her own way to the end of the passage.
"No," | said, holding her arm. "It'stoo dangerous. If you were seen-"

"Then the same will happen to me that would have happened to you." Amdiafreed hersdf from me,
and climbed dowly up the steep passageway. | watched in agonized silence as she reached the end, and
peered out into the pit.

She wasthere for severad minutes, but at last she returned safely. Her face was pale.

She said: "Edward, once they have assembled that machine there will be no stopping them."
"They have four more waiting to be assembled,” | sad.

"Wemust somehow dert the authorities”

"But we cannot move from here! Y ou have seen the daughter in the pit. Once we show oursalves we
will be as good as dead.”

"We have to do something.”

| thought for afew minutes. Obvioudy, the police and Army could not be unaware that the arrival of
this projectile presented aterrible threst. What we needed to do now was not aert the authorities, but to
apprise them of the extent of the threat. They could have no notion that another nine projectiles were
flying towards Earth a this very moment.

| wastrying to stay calm. | could not see that the Army would be hel pless against these monsters. Any
mortal being that could die by the knife could be disposed of as easily with bullets or shells. The
heet-beam was a terrifying and deadly weapon, but it did not make the Martiansinvulnerable. Further
weighing againg the invaderswas the fact of our Earthly gravity. The battle-machines were dl-powerful
inthe light gravity and thin air of Mars, would they be so agile or dangerous here on Earth?



A littlelater | crawled again to the end of the passage, hoping that under the cover of darkness Amelia
and | would be ableto dip away.

Night had indeed fdlen, and any moonlight there might have been was obscured by the thick clouds of
smoke that drifted from the burning heath, but the Martians worked on through the night, with grest
floodlamps surrounding the machines. Thefirgt battle-machine was evidently completed, for it ood, on
itstelescoped legs, at the far end of the pit. Meanwhile, the components of a second were being taken
from the hold.

| stayed at the vantage-point for along time, and after awhile Ameliajoined me. The Martian monsters
did not so much as look our way even once, and so we were able to watch their preparations
undisturbed.

The mongters paused in their work only once. That was when, in the darkest part of the night, and
exactly twenty-four hours after our own arrival, a second projectile roared overhead in ablaze of brilliant
green. It landed with a shattering explosion no more than two miles away.

At this, Ameiatook my hand, and | held her head against my chest while she sobbed quietly.

vi

For therest of that night and for most of the next day we were forced to stay in hiding insgdethe
projectile. Sometimes we dozed, sometimes we crawled to the end of the passage to see if escape was
possible, but for most of the time we crouched slently and fearfully in an uncomfortable corner of the

passage.

It was unpleasant to redlize that events were aready beyond our control. We had been reduced to
spectators, privy to the war-preparations of an implacable enemy. Moreover, we were much exercised
by the knowledge that we sat in some corner of England, surrounded by familiar sights, people, language
and customs, and yet were obliged by circumstancesto huddleinside an artifact dien to our world.

Sometime after midday, the first sign that the military forces were responding camein the form of
distant sounds of artillery. The shells exploded amile or two away, and we understood at once what
must be happening. Clearly, the Army was shelling the second projectile beforeits gridy occupants could

escape.

The Martians we were watching responded to this chalenge at once. At thefirst sounds of the
explosions, one of the monsters went to the battle-machine first assembled and climbed into it.

The machine set off a once, itslegs groaning under the strain of the extragravity and emitting severd
flashes of green from thejoints. | noticed that the platform was not raised to its full height, but crawled
along just above the ground like an iron tortoise.

Weknew that if the second pit was being shelled then ourswould be too, and so Ameliaand | returned
to the deeper recesses of the projectile, hoping that the hull would be strong enough to withstand
explosions. The distant shelling continued for about haf an hour, but eventudly hated.

There followed along period of silence, and we judged it safe to return to the end of the passageto see
what the Martians were now doing.



Their frenzied activity continued. The battle-machine that had |ft the pit had not returned, but of the
remaining four, three were standing by ready for use, and the last was being assembled. We watched this
for about an hour, and just as we were about to return to our hiding-place to take arest, there came a
flurry of explosionsdl about the pit It was our turn to be shelled!

Once again the Martians responded ingtantly. Three of the monstrous brutes hurried to the completed
battle-machines - their bodies were aready adapting to the stresses of our world! -and mounted the
platforms. Thefourth, Stting insde one of the assembly vehicles, continued stoically with itswork on the
last battle-machine.

Meanwhile, the shells continued to fall with varying degrees of accuracy; nonefel directly into the pit,
but some were close. enough to send grit and sand flying abouit.

With their Martian drivers aboard, the three battle-machines came dramaticaly to life. With gppalling
speed the platforms were raised to their full one hundred feet height, the legs struck out up the sides of
the pit, and wheedling around, the deadly devices went their separate ways, the heat-cannons aready
raised for action. In lessthan thirty seconds of thefirst shells exploding around us, the three
battle-machines had gone: one towards the south, one to the north-west, and the last in the direction of
the second projectile.

The last Martian monster worked hurriedly on its own tripod; this creature aone now stood between
us and freedom.

A shell exploded nearby: the closest yet. The blast scorched our faces, and we fell back into the
passage.

When | could again summon enough courage to look out | saw that the Martian continued itswork,
untroubled by the shelling. It was certainly the behaviour of asoldier under fire; it knew that it risked
death but was prepared to confront it, while it readied its own counterattack.

Theshelling lasted for ten minutes and in dl that time no hits were scored. Then, with grest suddenness,
the firing halted and we guessed that the Martians had silenced the emplacement.

In the uncanny silence thet followed, the Martian continued itswork. At last it wasfinished. The
hideous creature climbed into its platform, extended the legsto their full height, then turned the craft
southwards and was soon lost to sight

Without further delay we took the opportunity so presented to us | jumped down to the sandly soil,
landing awkwardly and heavily, then held out my armsto catch Amdiaas she jumped.

We looked neither to right nor Ieft, but scrambled up the loose soil of the pit walls, and hurried away in
the direction no machine had so far travelled: towards the north. It was a hot, sultry evening, with dark
banks of cloud building up inthewest. A storm was brewing, but that was not the reason no bird sang,
no animal moved. The heath was dead: it was blackened with fire, littered with the wreckage of vehicles
and the corpses of both horse and man.

Chapter Nineteen
HOW WE FELL INWITH THE PHILOSOPHER



On Mars| had dreamed of greenery and wild flowers; here on the blighted heath we saw only charred
and smouldering grasses, with blackness spreading in every direction. On Mars| had hungered for the
sghts and sounds of my fellow Earthmen; here there was no one, only the corpses of those unfortunates
who had falen foul of the heat-beam. On Mars | had gasped in the tenuous atmosphere, yearning for the
swest air of Earth; here the odour of fire and deeth dried our throats and choked our lungs.

Mars was desolation and war, and just as Ameliaand | had been touched by it when there, so Earth
now felt thefirst tendrils of the Martian canker.

Behind us, to the south, there was asmall town on ahill, and aready the battle-machines had attacked
it. A huge pdl of smoke hung over the town, adding to the piling storm-clouds above, and through the il
evening air we could hear the sounds of explosions and screams.

To thewest we saw the brazen cowl of one of the machines, tuning from sideto Sde asits great engine
bore it striding through distant, burning trees. Thunder rumbled, and there was no sign of the Army.

We hastened away, but we were both weak from our ordeal inside the projectile, we had had nothing
to eat, and had hardly dept, for two days. Consequently our progress was dow in spite of the urgency of
our escape. | ssumbled twice, and we were both afflicted with painful stitchesin our Sdes.

Blindly we ran, dreading that the Martians would see us and dedl to us the summary execution they had
dedlt to others. But it was not mereingtinct for self-preservation that urged us on our way; dthough we
did not wish to die, we both redlized that only we knew thefull scale of the threat that was before the
world.

At last we came to the edge of the common, and the ground fell down to where asmall brook ran
through trees. The top branches had been blackened by the sweep of the beam, but below was moist
grass and aflower or two.

Sobbing with fear and exhaustion, wefdl by the water and scooped up handfuls and drank noisily and
deeply. To our palates long jaded by the bitter, metallic waters of Mars, this stream was pure indeed!

While we had been running frantically across the common, the evening had turned to night, speeded by
the storm-clouds that were gathering. Now the rumbles of thunder were louder and came more often,
and sheet-lightning flickered. 1t could not be long before the storm broke about us. We should be moving
on as soon as possible; our vague plan to dert the authoritieswas dl we lived for, even though we knew
that there could be few people who did not redlize that some mighty destructive force had erupted on to
the land.

Welay low by the stream for about ten minutes. | placed my arm around Amelia's shoulders, and held
her to me protectively, but we did not speak. | think we were both too over awed by the immensity of
the damage to find words to express our feglings. Thiswas England, the country we loved, and thiswas
what we had brought to it!

When we stood up we saw that the fires caused by the Martians were burning till, and to the west we



saw new flames. Where were the defences of our people? Thefirst projectile had landed nearly two days
ago; surely by now the whole areawould be ringed by guns?

We did not have long to wait for an answer to that, and for afew hoursit afforded usacertain
reassurance.

The storm broke afew moments after we left our temporary refuge. Quite suddenly we were deluged
with rain, of an intengity that took us completely by surprise. Within seconds we were both drenched to
theskin.

| wasdl for taking shelter until the cloudburst had passed, but Amdialet go of my hand, and danced
away from me. | saw her lit by the distant flames, the glow of red touching her. Therain was plastering
her long hair about her face, and the bedraggled chemise clung wetly to her skin. She held up her palms
to the downpour, and swept back the hair from her face. Her mouth was open, and | heard her laughing
aoud. Then sheturned about, stamping and splashing in the puddles; she took my hand, and whirled me
galy. Inamoment | caught the joyous, sensuous mood from her, and together in that dark countryside
we sang and laughed hystericaly, totaly abandoning ourselvesto the thrill of therain.

The cloudburst eased, and as the thunder and lightning intensified we sobered. | kissed Ameliafondly
and briefly, and we walked on with our arms about each other.

A few minutes later we crossed aroad, but there was no traffic of any kind, and shortly after thiswe
approached more woodland. Behind us, now two miles or more away, we could see the town burning on
the hill, the flames not doused by therain.

Just as we wa ked beneath the firgt of the trees, Amelia suddenly pointed to the right. There, lined up
under the cover of the woodland, was asmdll artillery battery, the barrels of the ordnance poking out
through the camouflage of bushes and shrubs.

We had been noticed by the soldiers at the same moment - for the lightning till flickered with
disconcerting brilliance - and an officer dressed in along cape, gleaming in therain, came over to us.

| went to him immediately. | could not see hisface in the darkness, for his cap was pulled well down,
againg the rain. Two gunners sood a short distance behind him, sparing uslittle atention, for they were
staring back the way we had come.

"Areyou in command here?' | said.

"Yes, Sr. Have you come from Woking?'

"Isthat the town on the hill ?*

He confirmed this. "Nasty busnesstherel believe, sir. A lot of civilian casuaties.”
"Do you know what you are up againg?" | said.

"|'ve heard the rumours.”



"Itisno ordinary enemy,” | said, raisng my voicealittle. Y ou must destroy their pit immediately.”

"l have my orders, Sr," the officer said, and just at that moment there was a brilliant flash of lightning,
repeated threetimes, and | saw hisfacefor the firg time. He was a man in his mid-twenties, and the
clean, regular lines of hisface were so unexpectedly human that for amoment | was dumbfounded. In
that same illuminating flash he must have seen Ameliaand me too, and noticed our untidy state. He went
on: "The men have heard rumours that these are men from Mars"

"Not men," Amdiasaid, sepping forward. "Evil, destructive monsters.”

"Have you seen them, Sr?" the officer said to me.

"1 have more than seen them!™ | cried over the rumbling of thunder. "We came with them from Mard™
The officer turned away at once, and signed to the two gunners. They came over directly.
"Thesetwo civilians," he said. " See them to the Chertsey Road, and report back.”

"You must ligento me!™ | cried to the officer. "These monsters must be killed at the first opportunity!™

"My ordersare quite explicit, ar," the officer said, preparing to turn away. "The Cardigan isthe finest
regiment of horse artillery in the British Army, afact which even you, in your present deranged state, must
admit."

| stepped forward angrily, but | was caught by one of the soldiers. | struggled, and shouted: "We are
not deranged! Y ou must shell their pit at oncel™

The officer looked & me sympatheticaly for amoment or two - evidently assuming that | had seen my
house and property destroyed, and was thus temporarily demented - then turned away and splashed
across the muddy ground towards arow of tents.

The gunner holding me said: "Cmon, Sr. Ain't no placefor civvies."

| saw that the other soldier was holding Amdiaby the arm, and | shouted at him to leave her go. This
hedid, so | took her arm mysdlf and alowed the soldiersto lead us past the horse- lines - where the
poor animals bucked and whinnied, their coats dick with rain - and into the heart of the wood. We
walked for savera minutes, during which we learned that the detachment had ridden down from
Aldershot Barracks that afternoon, but no more information, then cameto aroad.

Here the soldiers pointed the way to Chertsey, then headed back to their emplacement.
| sadto Amdia "They can have no idea of what they arefacing.”

She was more philosophical than 1. "But they are dert to the danger, Edward. We cannot tell them
what to do. The Martianswill be contained on the common.”

"There are eight more projectilesto land!" | said.

"Then they will have to ded with them one by one." Shetook my hand affectionately, and we Sarted to
walk up the road towards Chertsey. "I think we must be careful how we tell people of our adventures.”

| took thisasamild rebuke, so | said defengvely: "The time was wrong. He thought | was mad.”

"Then we must be morecam.”



| said: "Thereisaready word about that the projectiles are from Mars. How could they have known?”

"1 do not know. But | am sure of onething, and it isamatter of importance to us both. We know
where we are, Edward. We, have landed in Surrey."

"I wish | had thrown usinto the sea”

"If weare going to Chertsey," Amdiasaid, not at al affected by my pessmism, "thenwearenot a
dozen milesfrom Sir William's house in Richmond!"

Aswe entered Chertsey it was clear that the town had been evacuated. Thefirst sgn we saw of this
was as we passed the station, and noticed that the metal gates had been drawn across the passenger
entrance. Beyond them, achaked sign declared that the train service had been suspended until further
notice.

Further on into the town, walking through unlighted roads, we saw not asingle lamp in any of the
houses, nor anyone about the streets. We walked as far as the River Thames, but al we could see here
were severd boats and dinghies bobbing at their moorings.

The thunderstorm had passed, athough it, continued to rain, and we were both chilled through.
"We mugt find somewhereto rest,” | said. "We are both donefor.”

Amelianodded wearily, and held alittle tighter to my arm. | was glad for her sake that there was no
one about to see us: our abrupt return to civilization served to remind me that Amelia, in her torn and wet
chemise, was as good as unclothed, and | waslittle better dressed.

Ameliamade an ingtant decision. "We must break into one of the houses. We cannot deep inthe
open.”

"But the Martians...."
"We can leave those to the Army. My dearest, we must rest.”

There were several houses backing on to the river, but as we moved from one to the other we realized
that the evacuation must have been orderly and without panic, for each was securely shuttered and
locked.

At last we cameto ahouse, in aroad only ashort distance from theriver, where awindow came free
as| pushed at it. | climbed insde at once, then went through and opened the door for Amelia. She came
in, shivering, and | warmed her with my own body.

"Takeoff your chemise" | said "'l will find you some clothes.”

| left her Sitting in the scullery, for the range had been alight during the day, and thereit was still warm. |
went through the rooms upstairs, but found to my dismay theat all the clothes- cupboards had been
emptied, even in the servants quarters. However, | did find severd blankets and towels, and took them
downgtairs. Here | stripped off my combinations, and placed them with Amelias tattered chemise over



the bar at the front of the range. While | had been upstairs | had discovered that the water in the tank
was gill hot, and while we huddled in our blankets beside the range | told Amelia she might have a bath.

Her response to this news was of such innocent and uninhibited delight that | did not add that there was
probably only enough hot water for one.

While | had searched for clothes, Ameiahad not hersalf been idle She had discovered somefood in
the pantry, and dthough it was dl cold it tasted wonderful. | think | shall never forget that first mea we
ate after our return: salted beef, cheese, tomatoes and alettuce taken from the garden. We were even
ableto drink somewinewith it, for the house had amodest cdllar.

We dared not light any of the lamps for the houses around us were darkened, and if any of the
Martians should happen. by they would immediately see us. Even so, | searched the house for somekind
of newspaper or magazine, hoping to learn from it what had been known of the projectiles before the
Martians broke free of the pit. However, the house had been effectively cleared of al but what we found
around us, and we remained unenlightened on this score.

At last Amdiasaid she would take her bath, and alittle later | beard the sound of the water being run.
Then shereturned.

She said: "We are accustomed to sharing most things, Edward, and | think you are asdirty as|l."

And so it wasthat while welay together in the seaming water, genuinely relaxing for thefirst time since
our escape, we saw the green glare of thethird projectile asit fell to the ground severa milesto the
south.

So exhausted were we that in the morning we dept on far beyond any reasonable hour; it was,
cons dering the emergency, an undesirable thing to do, but our encounter with the artillery the evening
before had reassured us, and our fatigued bodies craved for rest Indeed, when | awoke my first thoughts
werenot at dl of the Martians. | had, the evening before, set my watch by the clock in the
drawing-room, and as soon as| was awake | looked at it, and discovered that it was a quarter to eleven.
Ameliawas gill adeep beside me, and as | gently touched her to awaken her | was smitten with thefirst
fedings of unease about the casud way we were behaving together. 1t had been asanatural result of our
confinement together on Mars that we had started acting as man and wife, and much asit was of greet
pleasureto me- and, | knew, to Amdiatoo - the very familiarity of our surroundings, the pleasant villain
the quiet riverside town, reminded me that we were now back in our own society. Soon we would reach
aplace where the awful impact of the Martians was not yet felt, and then it would be incumbent upon us
to observe the socia customs of our country. What had passed between us before we fell adegp became
improper in our present surroundings.

Beyond the house the countryside was silent. | heard birds singing, and on theriver the noise of the
boats knocking together at their moorings ... but, there were no whedl's, no footsteps, no hooves
clattering on the metaled roads.

"Amdia" | said softly. "We must be on our way if wewish to reach Richmond.”

She awoke then, and for afew seconds we embraced fondly.



Shesad: "Edward.; what isthat noise?"

Welay 4ill, and then | too heard what had attracted her atention. It was akin to alarge weight being
dragged... we heard bushes and trees rustling, gravel being ground, and above dl agrating of meta upon
metdl.

For aninstant | frozein terror, then broke free of the paraysis and bounded out of bed. | rushed
across the room, and threw open the curtainsincautioudy. Asthe sunlight burst in | saw that directly
outside our window was one of the jointed metd legs of abattle-machine! As| stared &t it in horror,
there was agusting of green smoke at thejoints, and the elevated engine propelled it on beyond the
house.

Ameliahad seen it too, and she sat up in the bed, clutching the sheets about her body.
I hurried back to her, appalled by the amount of time we had wasted. "We must leave a once.”
"With that outsde the house?' Amdiasaid. "Where hasit gone?'

She scrambled out of the bed, and together we went quietly across the top floor of the house to aroom
on the other side. Thiswas a child's bedroom, for the floor was littered with toys. Peering through the
half-drawn curtains, we looked acrossin the direction of theriver.

There were three battle-machinesin sight. Their platforms were not raised to their full height, nor were
their heat-cannons visible. Instead, what seemed to be an immense metal net had been attached to the
rear of each platform, and into these nets were being placed the inert bodies of human beingswho had
been eectrocuted by the dangling, metal tentacles. In the net of the battle-machine nearest us there were
aready seven or eight people, lying in atangled heap where they had been dropped.

Aswe dared in dismay at the sight, we saw the metd tentacles of one of the more distant machines
ingnuate itself into ahouse ... and after about thirty seconds withdrew, clutching the unconscious body of
alitlegirl.

Amelia covered her face with her hands, and turned away.

| stayed a the window for another ten minutes, immobilized by the fear of being noticed, and by the
equa horror of what | was witnessing. Soon, afourth machine appeared, and that too bore its share of
human spails. Behind me, Amdialay on the child's bed, sobbing quietly.

"Whereisthe Army?' | said softly, repeating the words again and again. It was unthinkable that these
atrocities should go unchallenged. Had the battery we had seen the night before allowed the monstersto
pass undamaged? Or had a brief engagement aready been fought, out of which the monsters had
emerged unscathed?

Fortunately for Ameliaand mysdlf, the Martians foraging expedition seemed to be at itsend, for the
battle-machines stood about, their driversin apparent consultation. At length, one of the legged ground
vehicles appeared, and in ashort space of time the unconscious bodies were transferred to this.

Sensing that there was to be a new development, | asked Ameliato go downstairs and collect our
clothes. Thisshedid, returning almost at once. Assoon as| had put on mine, | left Amediaon guard at
the window, then went from one room to the next, looking to seeif there were any more of the
battle-machinesin the vicinity. There was only one other in sight, and that was about a mile away, to the
south-east.

| heard Ameliacaling me, and | hurried back to her. She pointed wordlessly: the four battle-machines



were turning away from us, striding dowly towardsthe west. Their platformswere ill low, their
heat-cannons as yet unraised.

"Thisisour chanceg," | said. "We can take aboat and head for Richmond."
"Butisit sofe?"

"No safer than at any other time. It's a chance we must take. We will keep a constant watch, and at the
first Sgn of the Martianswell take refuge by the bank.”

Amelialooked doubtful, but put forward no other objection.

Therewas atrace of conformity still within us, in spite of the terrible anarchy around us, and we did not
leave the house until Ameliahad penned abrief note to the owner, gpologizing for bresking in and
promising to pay in due course for the food we had consumed.

vi

The storms of the day before had passed, and the morning was sunny, hot and still. We wasted no time
in getting down to the riverside, and walked out on one of the wooden jetties to where severa
rowing-boats were moored. | selected what seemed to me to be a solid boat, and yet one not too heavy.
| helped Amdiainto it, then climbed in after her and cast off at once.

There was no sign of any of the battle-machines, but even so | rowed close to the northern bank, for
here weeping willows grew beside the river and their branches overhung in many places.

We had been rowing for no more than two minutes when to our darm there came aburst of
artillery-fire from close at hand. At once | stopped rowing, and looked all abott.

"Get down, Amdia" | shouted, for | had seen over the roofs of Chertsey the four battle-machines
returning. Now the glittering Titans were at their full height, and their heat-cannons were raised. The shdls
of the artillery exploded in the air about them, but no damage wasinflicted that | could see.

Ameliahad thrown hersalf forward across the planks at the bottom of the boat, and she crawled
towardswhere | was Sitting. She held on to my legs, clutching me asif thisaone would turn the Martians
away. We watched as the battle-machines abruptly atered their course, and headed towards the artillery
emplacement on the northern bank opposite Chertsey. The speed of the machines was prodigious. As
they reached the river's edge they did not hesitate, but plunged in, throwing up an immense spray. All the
timetheir heat-beams were flashing forward, and in amoment we heard no more firing from our men.

In the same ingtant, Amelia pointed towards the east. Here, near where Weybridge was situated, the
fifth battle-machine - the one | had seen earlier from the house - was charging at full spate towardsthe
river. It had attracted the attentions of more artillery placed by Shepperton, and asit charged itsgleaming
platform was surrounded with fireballs from the exploding shells. None of these hit home, though, and we
saw the Martian's heat-cannon swinging from side to side. The beam fell across Weybridge, and instantly
sections of the town burst into flame. Weybridgeitself, though, was not the machine's chosen target, for it
too continued until it reached the river, and waded in at a furious speed.

Then came amoment of short-lived triumph for the Army. One of the artillery shellsfound itstarget,
and with a shocking violence the platform exploded into fragments. With scarcely apause, and asif



possessed of alife of its own, the battle-machine staggered on, careening and swaying. After afew
secondsit collided with the tower of a church near Shepperton, and fdll back into theriver. Asthe
heat-cannon made contact with the water its furnace exploded, sending up an enormous cloud of spray
and steam.

All this had taken place in less than aminute, the very speed at which the Martians were capable of
making war being adecigve factor in their supremacy.

Before we had time to recover our senses, the four battle-machines which had silenced the Chertsey
battery went to aid their fallen comrade. Thefirst we knew of this was when we heard agreat hissng and
gplashing, and glancing upstream we saw the four mighty machines racing through the water towards us.
We had no timeto think of hiding or escaping; indeed, so stricken with terror were we that the Martians
were on us before we could react. To our own good luck, the monsters had no thought or time for us, for
they were engaged in agreater war. Almost before they were beyond us, the heat-cannons were
spraying their deadly beams, and once more the deep, staccato voice of the artillery by Shepperton
sookeitsineffectud reply.

Then came asight | have no wish ever to witness again. The ddiberation and maice of the Martian
invaderswas never redized in amore conclusive fashion.

One machine went towards the artillery at Shepperton, and, ignoring the shellswhich burst about its
head, caAmly silenced the gunswith along sweep of its beam. Another, standing besideit, set about the
systematic destruction of Shepperton itsalf. The other two battle-machines, standing in the confusion of
idands where the Wey meets the Thames, dedlt death upon Weybridge. Without compunction, both man
and his effects were blasted and razed, and across the green Surrey meadows we heard one detonation
after another, and the clamour of voicesraised in the terror that precedes a violent death.

When the Martians hed finished their evil work the land became silent again ... but therewas no
stillness about. Wey bridge burned, and Shepperton burned. Steam from the river mingled with smoke
from the towns, joining in agreat column that poured into the cloudless sky.

The Martians, unchallenged once more, folded away their cannons, and congregated at the bend of the
river where thefirg battle-machine had falen. Asthe platforms rotated to and fro, the bright sunlight
reflected from the burnished cowls.

Vil

During dl this Amdiaand | had been so taken with the events about us that we failed to notice that our
boat continued to drift with the stream. Ameliatill crouched at the bottom of the boat, but | had shipped
my oars and sat on the wooden sedt.

| looked & Amdlia, and with my voicereflecting in its hoarsenessthe terror | fdlt, | said: "If thisisa
messure of their power, the Martianswill conquer theworld!"

"We cannot sit by and alow that to happen.”
"What do you propose we do?"
"We mugt get to Richmond,” she said. "Sir William will be better placed to know."



"Then wemust row on,” | said.

In my terrible confusion | had overlooked the fact that four battle-machines stood between us and
Richmond at that very moment, and so | took the oars and placed them in the water again. | took just
one stroke, when behind me | heard a tremendous splashing of water, and Amelia screamed.

"They're coming thisway!"
| released the oars at once, and they dipped into the water.

"Liedill' I cried to Amelia. Putting my own wordsinto effect, | threw mysdlf backwards, lying a an
awkward and painful angle across the wooden seet. Behind me | heard the tumultuous splashing of the
battle-machines as they hurtled up-river. We were now drifting dmost in the centre of the stream, and so
lay directly in their path!

The four were advancing abreast of one another, and lying as| was| could see them upside-down.
The wreckage of the battle-machine struck by the shell had been retrieved by the others, and now,
carried between them, was being taken back the way they had come. | saw for an ingtant the torn and
blasted metal that had been the platform, and saw too that there was gore and blood about much of it. |
derived no satisfaction from the deeth of one monster-cregture, for what was this to the spiteful
destruction of two towns and the murder of countless people?

If the monsters had chosen to day us then we would have had no chance of survivd, yet once again we
were spared by their preoccupations. Their victory over the two hapless towns was emphatic, and such
stray survivors as oursalves were of no consequence. They closed on us with breathtaking speed, amost
obscured by the clouds of spray thrown up by their churning legs. One of these diced into the water not
three yards from our little boat, and we were ingtantly deluged. The boat rocked and yawed, taking in
water in such copious quantitiesthat | felt we must surely sink.

Then, in afew seconds, the tripods were gone, leaving us waterlogged and unsteady on the troubled
river.

viii

It took us severa minutes of paddling to retrieve our oars, and to bale out the water to make the boat
manoeuvrable again. By then the Martian battle-machines had vanished towards the south, presumably
heading for their pit on the common by Woking.

Congderably shaken by the prolonged incident | set myself to rowing, and in afew minutes we were
passng the blasted remains of Weybridge.

If survivorsthere were, we saw none about. A ferry had been plying as the Martians struck, and we
saw its upturned and blackened hull awash in the river. On the towpath lay scores, perhaps hundreds, of
charred bodies of those who had suffered directly under the heat-beam. The town itsalf waswell ablaze,
with few if any buildingsleft untouched by the murderous attack. It was like a scene from anightmare, for
when atown burnsin silence, unattended, it isno lessthan afunerd pyre.

There were many bodiesin the water, presumably of those people who had thought that there lay
refuge. Here the Martians, with their magnificent and wicked cunning, had turned their heat-beams on the



river itsdlf, so raising its temperature to that of boiling. Aswe rowed through, the water was till stleaming
and bubbling, and when Amedliatested it with her hand she snatched it away. Many of the bodies which
floated here reveded by the brilliant redness of their skinsthat the people had been, quite literaly, boiled
to death. Fortunately for our sensibilities, the steam had the effect of obscuring our surroundings, and so,
as we passed through the carnage, we were spared the sight of much of it.

It was with considerable relief that we turned the bend in the river, but our agonies were not at an end,
for now we could see what damage had been inflicted on Shepperton. At Amelias urging | rowed more
quickly, and inafew minutes | had. taken us beyond the worgt.

Once we had turned another bend | dackened off alittle, for | wasrapidly tiring. Wewerebothina
terrible state as aresult of what we had seen, and so | pulled into the bank. We climbed to the shore and
sat down in aheady state of shock. What passed between usthen | will not relate, but our agonizing was
much coloured by our acceptance of complicity in this devastation.

By the time we had recovered our wits, two hours had passed, and our resolve to play amore active
rélein fighting these monsters had hardened. So it was with renewed sense of urgency that we returned
to the boat. Sir William Reynolds, if he were not dready engaged in the problem, would be able to
propose some more subtle solution than the Army had so far devised.

By now there was only the occasiond piece of floating wreck age to remind us of what we had seen,
but the memories were clear enough. From the moment of the Martians ondaught we had seen no one
aive, and even now the only apparent movement was the smoke.

Therest had restored my strength, and | returned to the rowing with gresat vigour, taking long, easy
strokes.

In spite of everything we had experienced, the day wasdl that | had hungered for whileon Mars. The
breeze was soft, and the sun was warm. The green trees and grasses of the banks were ajoy to the eye,
and we saw and heard many birds and insects. All this, and the pleasant regularity of my rowing, served
to order my thoughts.

Would the Martians, now they had demonstrated their supremacy, be satisfied to consolidate their
position? If o, how much time would this give our military forcesto essay new tactics? Indeed, what was
the strength of our forces? Apart from the three artillery batteries we had seen and heard, the Army was
nowhere evident.

Beyond this, | felt that we needed to adjust to our actua circumstances. In someways, Ameliaand |
had been living till to the routines we had established insde the projectile, which isto say that our lives
were patterned by the dominance of the Martians. Now, though, we were in our own land, one where
places had names we could recognize, and where there were days and weeks by which one ordered
oneslife. We had established whereabouts in England we had landed, and we could see that England
was enjoying asummer of splendid wegther, even if other climates were foreboding, but we did not
know which day of the week thiswas, nor even in which month we were.

It was on such matters, admittedly rather trivid, that | was dwelling as | brought our boat around the
bend in theriver that liesjust above the bridge at Waton-on-Thames. Here it was that we saw thefirst
living person that day: ayoung man, wearing adark jacket. He sat in the reeds by the edge of the water,
staring despondently acrosstheriver.

| pointed him out to Amelia, and at once dtered course and headed towards him.

Aswe came closer | could seethat he was aman of the cloth. He seemed very youthful, for hisfigure



was dight and his head was topped with amass of flaxen curls. Then we saw theat lying on the ground
beside him was the body of another man. He was more stoutly built, and hisbody - which from the waist
up was naked - was covered with thefilth of theriver.

Still dwelling on my rather trivia thoughts of the momentsbefore, | called out to the curate as soon as
we were within hailing distance.

"Sir," | shouted, "what day isthis?"

The curate stared back at us, then stood up unsteadily. | could see he had been severdly shocked by
his experiencesfor his hands were never ill, fretting with the torn front of hisjacket. His gaze was
vacant and uncertain as he answered me.

"It isthe Day of Judgement, my children.”
Amdiahad been staring at the man lying beside the curate, and she asked: "Father, isthat man dive?’

No answer was forthcoming, for the curate had turned distractedly away from us. He made asif to
move off, but then turned back and looked down at us.

"Do you need any help, Father?' Amdiasaid.

"Who can offer hep when it is God's wrath vented upon us?'
"Edward ... row in to the shore.”

| said: "But what can we do to help?

Nevertheless, | plied the oars and in amoment we had scrambled ashore. The curate watched aswe
knelt beside the prostrate man. We saw at once that he was not dead, nor even unconscious, but was
turning restledy asif inaddirium.

"Water... have you any water?' he said, hislips parched. | saw that his skin had adightly reddened
cast toit, asif hetoo had been caught when the Martians boiled the river.

"Have you not given him any water?" | said to the curate.
"He keeps asking for it, but we are beside ariver of blood.”

| glanced at Amelia, and saw by her expression that my own opinion of the poor, distracted curate was
confirmed.

"Amdia" | said quietly, "seeif you can find something to bring water in."

| returned my attention to the ddlirious man, and in desperation | dapped him lightly about hisface. This
seemed to break through the delirium for he sat up at once, shaking his head.

Ameliahad found a bottle by the river's edge, and she brought thisand gave it to the man. Heraised it
thankfully to hislips, and drank deeply. | noticed that he was now in command of his senses, and hewas
looking shrewdly at the young curate.

The curate saw how we were helping the man, and this seemed to disconcert him. He gazed acrossthe
meadowsin the direction of the distant, shattered tower of Shepperton Church.

Hesaid: "What does it mean? All our work isundone! It isthe vengeance of God, for he hath taken



away the children. The burning smoke goeth up for ever...."

With this cryptic incantation, he strode off determinedly through the long grass, and was soon out of
our Sght.

The man coughed afew times, and said: "'l cannot thank you enough. | thought | must surdly die.”
"Was the curate your companion?’ | said.

He shook his head weskly. "'l have never beforelaid eyeson him.”

"Areyou wdl enough to move?' said Amdia

"l believe so. | am not hurt, but | have had anarrow escape.”

"Wereyou in Weybridge?' | said.

"l wasin thethick of it. Those Martians have no mercy, no compunction-"

"How do you know they arefrom Mars?' | said, greetly interested by this, as| had been at hearing of
the soldiers rumours.

"It iswell known. Thefiring of their projectiles was observed in many telescopes. Indeed, | was
fortunate to observe one such mysdlf, in the insrument a Ottershaw."”

"You are an agronomer?' saidd Amdia

"That | am not, but | am acquainted with many scientists. My own caling isamore philosophica
nature." He paused then, and glanced down at himself, and was at once overcome with embarrassment.
"My dear lady," hesaid to Amdlia, "I must gpologize for my state of undress.”

"We are no better garbed oursalves,” she replied, with considerable accuracy.
"Y ou too have come from the thick of the fighting?'

"Inasense” | said. "Sir, | hope you will join us. We have aboat, and we are headed for Richmond.
Therel think we may find safety.”

"Thank you," said the man. "But | must go my own way. | wastrying to make for Leatherhead, for that
iswherel haveleft my wife"

| thought quickly, trying to visuaize the geography of the land. Lestherhead was many milesto the
south of us.

The man went on: "You see, | am aresident of Woking, and before the Martians attacked | managed
to take my wifeto safety. Since then, because | was obliged to return to Woking, | have been trying to
join her. But | have found, to my cogt, that the land between here and L estherhead is overrun with the
brutes”

"Then asyour wifeissafe" Amdiasad, "would it not bewiseto fal in with usuntil the Army dedswith
this menace?'

The man was clearly tempted, for we were not many miles distant from Richmond. He hesitated for a
few seconds more, then nodded.



"If you are rowing, you will need an extrapair of ams" he said. "'l shdl be happy to oblige. But firgt,
because | am in such agtate of untidiness, | should like to wash mysdif.”

He went down to the water's edge, and with his hands washed off much of the traces of the smoke,
and grime which so disfigured him. Then, when he had swept back his hair, he held out hishand and
assisted Amelia as she climbed back into the boat.

Chapter Twenty
ROWING DOWN THE RIVER

That our new friend was aman of gentle manners was affirmed the moment we entered the boat. He
would not hear of my rowing until he had served aturn at the oars, and inssted that | sit with Ameliain
the rear of the boat.

"We must have our wits about us," he said, "in case those devils return. We will take turns at the oars,
and al keep our eyes open.”

I had been fedling for some time that the Martians apparent inactivity must be temporary, and it was
reassuring to know that my suspicionswere shared. Thiscould only be alull in their campaign, and as
such we must take the maximum advantage of it.

In accordance with our plan | kept a careful watch for sight of the tripods (although all seemed
presently quiet), but Amelias attention was el sawhere. Indeed, she was staring a our new friend with
quite improper attention.

Atlength shesad: "Sr, may | enquireif you have ever visted Reynolds House in Richmond?’

The gentleman looked at her in manifest surprise, but immediately said: "'l have indeed, but not for many
years.”

"Then you would know Sir William Reynolds?!

"We were never the closest of friends, for | fear he was not one for intimate friendships, but we were
members of the same club in St James's and were occasionally wont to exchange confidences.”

Amdiawas frowning in concentration. "l believe we have met before.”

Our friend paused with the oars clear of the water.

"By Jovel" hecried. "Areyou not Sir William'sformer amanuenss?’

"Yes, | an. Andyou, Sr, | think your nameis Mr Wells."

"That ismy name," he said gravely. "And if | am not mistaken, | do believe you are Miss Fitzgibbon."
Ameiaingantly confirmed this. "What aremarkable coincidence!"

Mr Wdlls palitely asked me my name, and | introduced mysdif. | reached over to shake his hand, and



he leaned forward over the oars.
"Pleased to meet you, Turnbull," he said.

Just then the sunlight fell on hisfacein such away that his eyesreveded themsdvesto be agartling
blue; in histired and worried face they shone like optimistic beacons, and | felt mysalf warming to him.

Amdiawas gill animated in her excitement.

"It isto Reynolds House that we are going now," she said. "Wefed Sir Williamis one of thefew men
who can confront this menace.”

Mr Wélsfrowned, and returned to his rowing.

After amoment, hesaid: "I takeit you have not seen Sir William for sometime?'
Ameliaglanced at me, and | knew she was uncertain how to reply.

| said for her: "Not since May of 1893, Sir."

"That isthelast time, or anyone dse, saw him. Surely if you werein hisemploy, you know about
Amediasad: "I ceased to work for himin that May. Are you saying that he subsequently died?!
| knew that thislast was awild guess, but Mr Wells promptly corrected it.

"I think Sir Williamisnot dead,” he sad. "He went into futurity on that infernal Time Machine of his,
and athough he returned once he has not been seen since his second journey.”

"Y ou know thisfor catain?' Amdiasad.

" was honoured to be the author of his memoirs," said Mr Wdls, "for he dictated them to me himsdf."

Aswerowed along, Mr Wellstold us what was known of Sir William'sfate. At the sametimeit was
interesting to redlize that some of our earlier surmises had not been inaccurate.

It seemed that after the Time Machine had deposited us so abruptly in the weed-bank; it had returned
unscathed to Richmond. Mr Wells could not have known of our mishap, of course, but his account of Sir
William's subsequent experiments made no mention of the fact that the Machine had been missing for
even ashort period.

Sir William, according to Mr Wells, had been more adventurous than even we had been, taking the
Time Machineinto afar-distant future. Here Sir William had seen many strange sights (Mr Wells
promised to let us have acopy of hisaccount, for he said the story would take too long to recount at the
moment), and athough he had returned to tell histae, he had later departed a second timefor futurity.
On that occasion he bad never returned.

Imagining that Sir William had suffered asimilar mishap with the Machineasus, | sad: "The Time



Machine came back empty, Sr?'
"Neither the Machine nor Sir William have been seen again.”
"Then thereis no way we can reach him?"
"Not without a second Time Machine" said Mr Wdlls.

By now we were passing Waton-on-Thames, and there was much activity within the town. We saw
severd fire-enginesrattling along the riverside road in the direction of Weybridge, the horses hooves
throwing up white dust-clouds. An orderly, but hurried, evacuation was taking place, with many hundreds
of people walking or riding dong the road towards London. Theriver itsdf was congested, with severa
boats ferrying people across to the Sunbury side, and we were obliged to steer carefully between them.
Along the northern bank we saw much evidence of military activity, with scores of soldiers marching
towards the west. In the meadows to the east of Halliford we saw more artillery being readied.

This distraction brought to an end our conversation about Sir William, and by the time we had passed
Waton we sat in silence. Mr Wellswas seeming to tire at the oars, so | changed placeswith him.

Once more occupied with the regular physical task of rowing, | found my thoughts returning to the
orderly procession they had enjoyed shortly before we met Mr Wells arid the curate.

Until thismoment | had not tried to understand why we were o determined to reach Sir William's
house. Mr Wellss mention of the Time Machine, though, had focused my thoughts directly on the reason:
in some ingtinctive way it had occurred to me that the Machine itsaf might be used againg Martians. It
was, after dl, theinstrument by which we had first reached Mars, and its weird movements through the
attenuated dimensions of Space and Time were certainly unequalled by anything the Martians
commanded.

However, if the Time Machine were no longer available, then any such idea had to be abandoned. We
were pressing on to Richmond, though, for Sir William's house, lying in its secluded position just behind
the ridge of the Hill, would be a safer sanctuary than most from the Martians.

Facing Ameliaas| was, | noticed that she too seemed lost in thought, and | wondered if she had been
coming to the same conclusion.

At lagt, not wishing to ignore Mr Wells, | said: "Sir, do you know what preparationsthe Army is
meking?'

"Only what we have seen today. They were taken quite unawares. Even from the early moments of the
invasion, no onein authority was prepared to take the Situation serioudy.”

"Y ou speek asif you are critical .”

"l am™ said Mr Wdlls. "The fact that the Martians were sending an invasion-fleet has been known for
severd weeks. As| told you, the firing of their projectiles was observed by many scientists. Any number
of warnings wasissued, both in scientific papers and in the popular press, yet even when the first cylinder
landed the authorities were dow to move."

Amediasad: "Y ou mean that the warnings were not taken serioudy?'

"They were dismissed as sensation-mongering, even after there had been severd deaths. Thefirst
cylinder landed not amile from my house. It came down at about midnight on the 19th. | mysdlf visited it
during the morning, aong with acrowd of others, and dthough it was clear from the outset that some



thing was inside, the press would not publish more than afew inches about it. This| can attest to mysdif,
because in addition to my literary activities | occasionaly contribute scientific piecesto the press, and the
papers are noted for their caution with dl scientific matters. Even yesterday, they were tregting this
incurson with levity. Asfor the Army... they did not turn out until nearly twenty-four hours after the
arriva of the projectile, and by then the monsters were out and well established.”

"Inthe Army'sdefence” | said, till feding that it had been incumbent upon mysdlf to dert the
authorities, "such an invasion is unprecedented.”

"Maybe s0," Mr Wells said. "But the second cylinder had landed before asingle shot wasfired by our
side. How many more landings are needed before the threat is understood?”

"I think they are dert to the danger now," | said, nodding towards yet another artillery emplacement on
the banks of theriver. One of the gunnerswas hailing us, but | rowed on with out answering. It was now
well into the afternoon, and there were about four more hours until sunset.

Amdiasad: "You say that you visted the pit. Did you see the adversary?'

"That | did," said Mr Wells, and | noticed then that his hands were trembling. "Those mongters are
unspeskablel™

| suddenly realized that Ameliawas about to talk of our adventureson Mars, so | frowned at her,
warning her to slence. For the moment at leadt, | felt we should not reved our rélein theinvasion.
Instead, | said to Mr Wells. "Y ou are clearly shaken by your experiences.”

"l have been face to face with Death. Twice | have escaped with my life, but only by the grestest good
fortune." He shook his head. "These Martians will go on and conquer the world. They are indestructible.”

"They aremortd, gr," | said. "They can bekilled aseasily as other vermin.”
"That has ot been the experience so far. By what evidence do you say that?"

I thought of the screams of the dying mongter insde the platform, and the ghastly eructation of gases.
And then, remembering thewarning | had sgndled to Amdiaonly afew seconds before, | said: "There
wasonekilled a Weybridge."

"A chance artillery shell. We cannot depend on chanceto rid the world of this menace."

Mr Wellstook the oars again when we reached Hampton Court, as| wastiring. We were now only a
short distance from Richmond, but here the river swingsto the south, before turning a second timeto
flow northwards, and so we gtill had a consderable distance before us. For awhile we debated whether
to abandon the boat and complete our journey on foot, but we could see that the roads were crowded
with the traffic of those escaping towards London. On theriver we had our way almost to ourselves. The
afternoon was warm and tranquil, the sky aradiant blue.

Here, by Hampton Court Palace, we saw a curious sight. We were now a sufficient distance from the
effects of the Martians destruction for the immediate dangers to seem diminished, yet still near enough for



evacuationsto be taking place. As aconsequence, there was a conflict of moods. Thelocal people, from
Thames Ditton, Molesey and Surbiton, were abandoning their houses, and under the guidance of the
overworked police and fire-brigades, were leaving for London.

However, the Palace grounds are afavourite resort for excursionist Londoners, and on thisfine
summer's afternoon the riverside paths were well thronged with people enjoying the sunshine. They could
not be unaware of the noise and bustle around them, but they seemed determined not to let such activities
affect their picnics.

Thames Ditton Station, which is on the south bank opposite the Palace, was crowded, and people
were queuing up aong the pavement outside, waiting for a chance to board atrain. Even so, each train
that arrived from London brought with it afew more late-afternoon excursonists.

How many of those blazered young men, or those young ladies with silken parasols, were ever to see
their homes again? Perhaps to them, in their unguarded innocence, we three in our rowing-boat presented
adrangesght: Ameliaand I, still wearing our much begrimed underwesar, and Mr Wells, naked but for
histrousers. | think the day was unusua enough for our appearance to pass unremarked upon..

It was as we were rowing towards Kingston-upon-Thames that we first heard the artillery, and at once
we were on our guard. Mr Wellsrowed more vigoroudy, and Ameliaand | turned in our seats, looking
westwardsfor afirst sight of the deadly tripods.

For the moment there was no sign of them, but the distant artillery muttered endlesdy. Oncel saw a
heliograph flickering on the hills beyond Esher, and ahead of uswe saw asigna-rocket burst bright red at
the pesk of itssmoky trail, but in our immediate vicinity, at least, the guns remained Slent.

At Kingston we changed hands once more, and | braced mysdlf for the fina effort towards Richmond.
Wewere dl restless, eager for thislong journey to be over. AsMr Wells settled himself in the prow of
the boat, he remarked on the unseemly noise of the evacuees crossing Kingston Bridge. There were no
excursoniststo be seen here; | think that at last the danger had been brought home to everyone.

A few minutes after we left Kingston, Amelia pointed ahead.
"Richmond Park, Edward! Were nearly there."

| glanced briefly over my shoulder, and saw the splendid rise of ground. It was not unexpected that
there, on the crest of the hill and black against the sky, | saw the protruding muzzles of the artillery.

The Martians were expected, and thistime they would meet their match.
Reassured, | rowed on, trying to ignore the tirednessin my arms and back.

A mile north of Kingston, the Thames, in its meandering way, swingsto the north-west, and so therise
of Richmond Park moved further away to our right. Now, temporarily, we were moving towards the
Martians once more, and asif thiswere sgnificant, we heard arenewed volley from the distant artillery.
Thiswas echoed afew moments later by the gunslaid in Bushy Park, and then too we heard the first
shots from Richmond Park. All three of us craned our necks, but there was ill no sign of the Martians. It
was most unnerving to know that they werein our vicinity, yet invisbleto us.



We passed Twickenham, and saw no signs of evacuation; perhaps the town had been emptied aready,
or else the people were lying low, hoping the Martians would not come their way.

Then, heading directly east again astheriver turned towards Richmond, Amelia shouted that she had
seen some smoke. We looked to the south-west, and saw, rising from the direction of Molesey, a
column of black smoke. The artillery was speaking continuoudy. The Martians, moving quickly through
the Surrey countryside, were difficult targets, and the towns they gpproached werelaid helplesdy before
them.

Smoke rose from Kingston, and from Surbiton, and from Esher. Then, too, from Twickenham... and at
last we could see one of the Martian marauders. It was stalking quickly through the streets of
Twickenham, not one mile from where we presently were. We could see its heat-beam, swinging
indiscriminately, and we could see the ineffectud air-burst of the artillery-shells, never exploding lessthan
ahundred feet from the predatory engine.

A second Martian tripod appeared, this one siriking northwards towards Houndow. Then athird: away
to the south of burning Kingston.

"Edward, dear. hurry! They are dmost upon usl"
"l am doing my best!" | cried, wondering if we should now head for the bank.

Mr Wells clambered towards, me from the prow, and placed himself on the seat beside me. He took
the right-hand oar from me, and in amoment we had established afast rhythm.

Fortunately, the Martians seemed to be paying no attention to the river for the moment. The towns
weretheir main objectives, and the lines of artillery. In the repeated explosions near a hand, | redized
that the degper sounds of the more distant batteries had long been silenced.

Then came what was perhaps the most disturbing noise of dl. The Martian driving the tripod by
Kingston uttered anote... and it drifted towards us, distorted by the breeze. The Martian in Twickenham
took it up, and soon we heard others from various directions. Here on Earth the note was deegper in
timbre, and seemed more prolonged ... but there could be no mistaking the sinister braying siren of the
Martians caling for food.

At last the tree-lined dope of Richmond Hill was before us, and as we rowed frantically around the
bend past the green meadows we saw the white, wooden building of Messum's boat house. |
remembered the day | had called on Sir William, and how | had strolled aong the riverside walk past the
boat-house... but then there had been promenading crowds. Now we were gpparently aone, al but for
the rampaging battle-machines and the answering artillery.

| pointed out the jetty to Mr Wells, and we rowed energetically towardsit. At long last we heard the
scraping of the wooden hull againgt the hard stone, and without further ceremony | held out my hand to
help Amdiaashore. | waited until Mr Wells had stepped down, and then | too followed. Behind us, the
little boat bobbed away, drifting with the current of theriver.

Both Mr Wellsand | were exhausted from our long ordeal, but even so were prepared for the last part



of our effort: the climb up the sde of the Hill towards Sir William's house. Accordingly, we hastened
away from the jetty, but Amelia held back. As soon aswe redlized she was not following, we turned and
waited for her.

Ameliahad not been at her most talkative for the last hour, but now said: "Mr Wells, you told us earlier
that you went to the Martians pit in Woking. What day was that?"

"It wasthe Friday morning,” Mr Wdllssaid.

Looking acrossthe river towards Twickenham | saw that the brazen cowl of the nearest battle-machine
wasturned our way. Artillery shellsburst around it.

| said' with great anxiety: "Amdia... we can tak later! We must get under cover!”
"Edward, thisisimportant!” Then to Mr Wells. "And that wasthe 19th, you say?"
"No, the Thursday wasthe 19th. It came down at about midnight.”

"And today we have seen excursionists. so thisis Sunday.

Mr Wdlls, thisis 1903, isit not?"

Helooked alittle puzzled, but confirmed this

Ameliaturned to me, and seized my hand.

"Edward! Today isthe 22nd! Thisisthe day in 1903 to which we came! The Time Machinewill bein
the laboratory!"

With that she turned abruptly away from me, and ran quickly up through the trees.

At once| ran after her, shouting to her to comeback!

Vi

Amelia, rested and agile, scrambled without difficulty up the sde of the Hill; | was moretired, and
athough | used every remaining scrap of energy | could do no more than maintain my distance behind
her. Below us, by theriver, | heard the sound of the Martian's braying siren, answered a once by
another. Somewhere behind us, Mr Wellsfollowed. Ahead of me, from apoint on theridge, | heard the
sound of aman's voice shouting an order... and then there came the detonation of the artillery-pieces
mounted on the Hill. Smoke poured down from them through the trees. More shots followed, from
postionsal aong theridge. The noise was deafening, and the acrid cordite fumes burned in my throat.

Ahead of me, showing through the trees, | could see the towers of Reynolds House.
"Amelia" | shouted again over the noise. "My dearest, come back! It isnot safel”
"The Time Machineg! We can find the Time Machine!™

| could see her ahead of me, brushing without regard for herself through the tangle of bushesand
undergrowth towards the house.



"No!" | screamed after her, in utter desperation. "Amelia!™

Through the multitude of intervening events, across the seeming years and the millions of miles... astark
memory of our first journey to 1903.

| remembered the artillery shots, the smoke, the alien sirens, the woman running across the lawn, the
face at the window, and then the consuming fire....

Dedtiny!
| hurled mysdlf after her, and saw her reach the edge of the overgrown lawn.

Ameliagarted to run acrossto the glasswall of the laboratory: alithe, distant figure, dready beyond
any help, already doomed by the destiny | had not after all averted.....

As| adso reached the lawn, too breathless to shout again, | saw her come to the glass and stop by it,
pressing her face againgt the panes.

| stumbled across the lawn... and then | was behind her, and near enough to see beyond her, into the
diminterior of the |aboratory.

There, set beside one of the many benches, was placed a crude mechanical device, and upon it sat two
youthful figures

One was ayoung man, astraw boater set at ajaunty angle on hishead ... and the other was a pretty
girl holding hersdf to him.

The young man was staring at us, his eyeswide with surprise.

| reached out my hand to take Amelia, just asthe young man within raised hisown, asif to ward off the
horror of what he too was seeing.

Behind us there was a scream from the Martian's Siren, and the brazen cowl of the battle-machine
appeared over thetrees. | threw mysaf against Amelia, and dashed her to the ground. In the same instant
the heat-beam was turned upon us, and aline of fire raced across the lawn and struck the house.

Chapter Twenty-one
UNDER SIEGE

I had intended to throw myself across Amelia, so protecting her with my own body, but in my hastel
succeeded only in throwing us both to the ground. The explosion that followed therefore afflicted us both
to an equa degree. There was one mighty blast, which hurled us bodily across the garden, and thiswas
followed by a series of samdler explosons of varying severity. We tumbled helplesdy through thelong
grass, and when at last we stopped there was arain of burning timber and broken masonry, crashing to
the soil about us.

Intheinterval that followed | heard the braying of the Martian asit turned away from us, its hatred



sidfied.

Then, athough we heard further concussionsin the near distance, it was asif adtillness had falen.
There was amoment when | could hear an anima sgqueding in pain, but arevolver fired and even that
stopped.

Amelialay in the grass about ten feet from me, and as soon as | had recovered my senses| crawled
hastily towards her. There was a sudden pain in my back, and at once | realized my combinations were
onfire. | rolled over, and athough the burning pain increased momentarily, | succeeded in extinguishing
the smouldering fabric. | hurried over to Amelia, and saw that her clothes too had been ignited. | beat out
thetiny flames with my hands, and a once | heard her moan.

"Isthat you, Edward...?' she said indistinctly.
"Areyou hurt?'

She shook her head, and as| tried to turn her over she climbed painfully to her feet of her own accord.
She stood before me, looking very groggy.

"By Jove! That wasclose!"

It was Mr Wells. He came towards us from the bushes at the side of the lawn, apparently unharmed
but, like us, shocked at the ferocity of the attack.

"Miss Fitzgibbon, are you injured?’ he said solicitoudy.
" think not." She shook her head sharply. "I have become alittle desf."

"That istheblagt,” | said, for my own ears were buzzing. Just then we heard shouting beside the house,
and wedl turned in that direction.

A group of soldiers had appeared, dl looking rather dazed. An officer was trying to organize them, and
after afew moments of confusion they stepped forward to the blazing house and attempted to beat out
the flames with sacking.

"We had better help them;' | said to Mr Wells, and at once we set off across the lawn.

Aswe came around the corner of the building we met a scene of greet destruction. Here the Army had
mounted one of its artillery-pieces, and it was clearly at thisthat the Martian had fired. Itsaim had been
deadly accurate, for there remained just twisted and melted metal scattered about alarge crater. There
was dmost nothing recognizable of the gun, bar one of its huge spoked whedls, which now lay about fifty
yardsto one side.

Further back, several horses had been tethered by one of the outhousesin the garden, and we were
distressed to see that some of these had been killed; the remainder had been efficiently quieted by their
handlers, who had placed blinds over their heads.

Wewent directly to the subaternin charge.
"May we offer our help?' Mr Wdlssaid.
"Isthisyour house, Sr?'

Amdiaanswered. "No, | live here"



"But the houseisempty.”

"We have been dboroad.” She glanced at the soldiers beating ineffectudly at theflames. "Thereisa
garden hosein that shed.”

At once the officer ordered two of the men to find the hose, and in afew momentsit had been brought
out and connected to a standing tap against the side of the house. Fortunately, the pressure was high and
ajet of water issued at once.

We stood well back, seeing that the men had evidently been trained well, and that the fire fighting was
conducted intelligently and efficiently. Thejet of water was played on the more ferocious concentrations
of fire, while the other men continued to beat with the sacking.

The officer supervised the effort with aminimum of orders, and when he stepped back asthe flames
were brought under control, | went over to him.

"Haveyou lost any men?' | said.

"Fortunately, sir, no. We had been ordered to move back just before the attack, and so were able to
take cover intime." He indicated several deep trenches dug across the lawn; they crossed the place
where (solong ago!) | had sipped iced lemonade with Amédlia. "If weld been manning the piece...”

| nodded. "Were you billeted here?!

"Yes, sir. Weve caused no damage, | think you'll find. Just as soon aswe've retrieved our equipment,
wewill haveto withdraw."

| understood that saving the house itself was not their main concern. It was lucky indeed that they
needed to save their own possessions, otherwise we should have had grest difficulty dousing thefireon
our own.

Within aquarter of an hour the flames were out; it was the servants wing which had been hit, and two
of the rooms on the ground floor were uninhabitable, and the Sx gunnerswho had been billeted there lost
all their equipment. On the floor above, the magjor damage was caused by smoke and the explosion.

Of the rest of the house, the rooms on the side furthest from the exploding gun were least damaged: Sir
William's former smoking-room, for instance, had not even one broken window. Throughout the rest of
the house there was a varying amount of damage, mostly breakages caused by the explosion, and every
pane of glassin the walls of the laboratory had been shattered. In the grounds there was a certain amount
of grass and shrubbery on fire, but the gunners soon dedlt with this.

Once thefire had been put out, the artillery men took what they had retrieved of their equipment,
loaded up an ammunition truck, and prepared to withdraw. Through al this we could hear the sounds of
the battle continuing in the distance, and the subaltern told us he was anxiousto join hisunit in Richmond.
He gpologized for the damage caused when his gun had been destroyed, and we thanked him for hishelp
in extinguishing thefire... then the troop of men rode away, down the Hill towards the town.

Mr Wells said that he was going to see where the Martians now were, and stepped out acrossthe lawn



towards the edge of theridge. | followed Amdiainto the house, and when wewereinside | took her in
my arms and held her tightly, her face nestling againgt the side of mine.

For severd minuteswe said nothing, but then at last she held back alittle, and we looked lovingly into
each other's eyes. That momentary vision of our past selves had been asautary shock; Amelia, with her
face bruised and scarred, and her chemise torn and scorched, bore amost no resemblance to the rather
prim and eegantly clad young woman | had glimpsed on the Time Machine. And | knew, by theway in
which shewaslooking at me, that asimilar transformation had come over my appearance.

She sad: "When we were on the Time Machine you saw the Martian. Y ou knew al dong.”
"l only saw you," | said. "I thought | saw you dying.”

"|sthat why you took the Machine?'

"l don't know. | was desperate... | loved you even then..."

She held me again, and her lips pressed briefly against my neck.

| heard her say, in words So soft they were dmost inaudible:

"| understand now, Edward."

Mr Wélls brought the sombre news that he had counted six of the monstrous tripodsin the valley
below, and that the fighting continued.

"They aredl over the place," he said, "and asfar as| could see there's amost no resistance from our
men. There are three machineswithin amile of thishouse, but they are staying in thevadley. | think, we
shdl besafeif welielow herefor awhile”

"What arethe Martiansdoing?" | said.

"The heat-beam is till in use. It seemed asif thewhole Thames Valley ison fire. Thereis smoke
everywhere, and it isof amazing intensity. The whole of Twickenham has vanished under amountain of
smoke. Black, thick smoke, liketar, but not rising. It is shaped like an immense dome.”

"It will be digpersed by thewind,” Amdiasad.
"Thewindisup,” said Mr Wells, "but the smoke stays above the town. | cannot account for it."

It seemed to be aminor enigma, and so we paid little attention to it; it was enough to know that the
Martianswere il hostile and abouit.

All three of uswerefaint from hunger, and the preparation of ameal became anecessity. It was clear
that Sir William's house had not been occupied for years, and so we held out no hope of finding any food
in the pantry. We did discover that the artillerymen had left some of their rations behind - sometins of
mest and alittle stale bread - but it was hardly enough for one medl.

Mr Wellsand | agreed to vist the houses nearest to us, and seeif we could borrow some food from



there. Ameliadecided to stay behind; she wanted to explore the house and see how much of it would be
habitable.

Mr Wdlsand | were away for an hour. During thistime we discovered that we were done on
Richmond Hill. The other inhabitants had presumably been evacuated when the soldiers arrived, and it
was evident that their departure had been hasty. Few of the houses were locked, and in most we found
congderable quantities of food. By the time we were ready to return, we had with us a sackful of food -
conssting of agood variety of meats, vegetables and fruit - which should certainly be enough to sustain
usfor many days. In addition we found severa bottles of wine, and a pipe and some tobacco for Mr
Wedls

Before returning to the house, Mr Wedlls suggested that we once more survey thevaley; it was
suspicioudy quiet below, to adegree that was making us most unessy.

Weleft the sack inside the house we had |ast visited, and went forward cautioudy to the edge of the
ridge. There, concealing oursalves amongst the trees, we were afforded an uninterrupted view to north
and west. To our left we could see up the Thames Valley at least asfar as Windsor Castle, and before us
we could see the villages of Chiswick and Brentford. Immediately below uswas Richmond itself.

The sun was setting: adeep-orange ball of fire touching the horizon. Silhouetted againgt it was one of
the Martian battle-machines. It was not moving now, and even from this distance of three miles or sowe
could see that the metal-mesh net at the back of the platform had been filled with bodies.

The black kopje of smoke still obscured Twickenham; another lay heavily over Houndow. Richmond
appeared ill, dthough severd buildingswere onfire.

| said: "They cannot be stopped. They will rule the entire world."

Mr Wedlswas slent, although his breathing was irregular and heavy. Glancing a hisface| saw that his
bright-blue eyes were moist. Then he said: Y ou opine that they are mortd, Turnbull, but we must now
accept that we cannot resist them.”

At that moment, asif defying hiswords, a solitary gun placed on the riversde walk by Richmond
Bridge fired ashot. Moments|ater the shell burst inthe air several hundred feet away from the distant
battle-machine.

The Martian's response was ingtant. It whirled round and strode in our direction, causing Mr Wellsand
me to step back into the trees. We saw the Martian extend a broad tube from its platform, and afew
seconds later something was fired from this. A large cylinder flew through the air, tumbling erraticaly and
reflecting the orange brilliance of the sun. It described ahigh arc, and fdll crashing somewhereinto the
greets of Richmond town. Moments later there was an incontinent release of blackness, and within sixty
seconds Richmond had vanished under another of the mysterious static domes of black smoke.

Thegun by theriver, lost in the blackness, did not spesk again.

We waited and watched until the sun went down, but heard no more shotsfired by the Army. The
Martians, arrogant in their tota victory, went about their macabre business of seeking out the human
survivors, and placing such unfortunatesin their swelling nets.

Much sobered, Mr Wellsand | retrieved our sack of food and returned to Reynolds House,
Wewere greeted by an Amdiatransformed.
"Edward!" she cdled as soon as we walked through the broken door of the house. "Edward, my



cdothesare still herd”

And dancing into our sight came agirl of the most extraordinary beauty. She wore a pae-yellow dress
and buttoned boots; her hair was brushed and shaped about her face; the wound which had so disfigured
her was concedled by the artistic application of maquillage. And, as she seized my hand gaily, and
exclaimed happily over the amount of food we had gathered, | sensed once more that gentle fragrance of
perfume, redolent of herbs.

For no reason | could understand, | turned away from her and found myself weeping.

The house had evidently been closed after Sir William'sfinal departure on the Time-Machine, for
athough everything was intact and in its place (excepting those items damaged or destroyed in the
explosion and fire), the furniture had been covered with dust-sheets, and valuable articles had been
locked away in cupboards. Mr Wellsand | visited Sr William's dressng-room, and there found sufficient
clothing to dress ourselves decently.

A littlelater, smdling dightly of moth-bals, we went through the house while Amelia prepared amedl.
We discovered that the servants had confined their cleaning to the domestic areas of the house, for the
laboratory was as cluttered with pieces of engineering machinery as before. Everything here wasfilthy
dirty, though, and much littered with broken glass. The reciprocating engine which generated dectricity
wasin its place, although we dared not turn it on for fear of attracting the Martians attention.

We ate our med in aground-floor room furthest away from the valey, and sat by candldight with the
curtains closed. All was silent outside the house, but none of us could fed at ease knowing thet at any
moment the Martians might come by.

Afterwards, with our ssomachs satisfactorily filled and our minds pleasantly relaxed by a bottle of wine,
wetalked again of the totalness of the Martians victory.

"Their amisquite clearly to take London," said Mr Wells. "If they do not do so during this night, then
there can be nothing to stop them in the morning.”

"But if they control London, they would control the whole country!” | said.

"That iswhat | fear. Of course, by now the threat is under stood, and | dare say that even as we speak
the garrisonsin the north are travelling down. Whether they would fare any better than the unfortunates
we saw in action today isamatter for conjecture. But the British Army isnot dow to learn by itserrors,
S0 maybe we shall see some victories. What we do not know, of course, iswhat these monsters seek to

gan."
"They wishtoendaveus" | sad. "They cannot survive unlessthey drink human blood."
Mr Wells glanced at me sharply. "Why do' you say that, Turnbull?"

| was dumbfounded. We had all seen the gathering of the people by the Martians, but only Ameliaand
[, with our privy knowledge, could know what was to happen to them.

Amdiasad: "l think we must tdl Mr Welswhat we know, Edward."



"Do you have aspecialist knowledge of these monsters?* said Mr Wdlls.
"Wewere... inthepit at Woking," | said.

"| too wasthere, but | saw no blood-drinking. Thisisan astonishing revelation, and, if | may say so,
morethan alittle sensationdl. | take it you are speaking with authority?"

"The authority of experience" said Amelia. "We have been to Mars, Mr Wells, athough | cannot
expect you to believe us."

Much to my surprise, our new friend did not seem at dl perturbed by this announcement.

"l have long suspected that the other planets of our Solar System can support life," he said. "It does not
seem improbable to me that one day we shall visit those worlds. When we have conquered the drag of
gravity we shdl travel to the moon as easly aswe can now travel to Birmingham.” He Stared intently at us
both. "Y et you say you have aready been to Mars?

| nodded. "We were experimenting with Sir William's Time Machine, and we st the controls
incorrectly.”

"But as| understood it, Sir William intended to travel in Time only."

In afew words, Ameliaexplained how | had loosened the nickel rod which until then prevented
movement through the Spatial Dimension. From this, the rest of our story followed naturdly, and for the
next hour we recounted most of our adventures. At last we came to the description of how we had
returned to Earth.

Mr Wellswas silent for along time. He had helped himsdlf to some brandy which we had found in the
smoking-room, and for many minutes he cradled thisin his hands.

Then at last he said: "If you are not inventing every word of this, al | can say isthat itisamost
extraordinary tale."

"We are not proud of what we have done," | said.

Mr Wellswaved his hand dismissvely. ™Y ou should not blame yourselvesinordinately. Otherswould
have done as you have, and athough there has been much loss of life and damage to property, you could
not have anticipated the power of these creatures.”

He asked us severa questions about our story, and we answered them as accurately as we could.

At length, hesaid: "It seemsto methat your experienceisitself the most useful wegpon we have against
these creatures. In any war, one'stactics are best planned by anticipating the enemy. Why we have not
been able to contain this menace is because their motives have been so uncertain. We three are now
custodians of intelligence. If we cannot assst the authorities, we must take some action of our own.”

"1 had been thinking along those lines mysdlf," | said. "Our firgt intention wasto contact Sir William, for
it had occurred to me that the Time Machineitself would be a powerful weapon againgt these beings.”

"In what way could it be used?'
"No creature, however powerful or ruthless, can defend itsdf againgt an invisblefoe

Mr Wédls nodded his understanding, but said: "Unfortunatdly, we find neither Sir William nor his
Machine."



"l know, gr," | said glumly.

It was getting late, and soon we discontinued our conversation, for we were al exhausted. The sillence
beyond the house was il absolute, but we felt we could not deep easy in uncertainty. With thisin mind,

we crept out of the house before preparing for bed, and walked softly across the lawn to the edge of the
ridge.

Welooked down across the Thames Valley and saw the burning desolation below. In every direction,

and asfar aswe could see, the night land was sparked with the glow of burning buildings. The sky above
uswas clear, and the stars shone brightly.

Ameiatook my hand and said: "It islike Mars, Edward. They are turning our world into theirs."
"We cannot et them go onwith this" | said. "We must find away to fight them.”

Just then, Mr Wdlls pointed towards the west, and we al saw abrilliant green point of light. It grew
brighter as we watched it, and within afew secondswe had al recognized it as afourth projectile. It
became blindingly bright, and for aterrible moment we were convinced it was coming directly towards
us, but then a lagt it aoruptly lost height. It fell with adazzling explosion of green light somethree milesto
the south-west of us, and seconds later we heard the blast of its landing

Sowly, the green glare faded, until all was dark once more.

Mr Wells said: "There are Sx more of those projectilesto come.”

"Thereisno hopefor us" said Amelia

"We must never lose hope.”

| said: "We areimpotent against these mongters.”

"We mugt build asecond Time Maching," said Mr Wells.

"But that would beimpossble” Amdiasaid. "Only Sir William knows how to congtruct the device.”
"He explained the principleto mein detail,” said Mr Wdlls.

"To you, and to many others, but only in the most vague terms. Even |, who sometimes worked with
him in the laboratory, have only agenerd understanding of its mechaniam.”

"Then we can succeed!" said Mr Wells."Y ou have hel ped to build the Machine, and | have hel ped
desgnit.”

We both looked at him curioudy then. The flames from below lent an eerie cast to hisfeatures.
"Y ou helped design the Time Machine?' | said, increduloudly.

"In asensg, for he often showed me his blueprints and | made severd suggestionswhich he
incorporated. If the drawings are dtill available, it would not take me long to familiarize mysdf with them.
| expect the drawings are dtill in hissafe in the laboratory.”

Amdiasad: "That iswhere he dways kept them.”

"Then we could not get a them!" | cried. "Sir William isno longer here!™



"Wewill blast the safe open, if we need to,” Mr Wells said, apparently determined to carry through his
brave clam.

"Thereisno need for that," said Amdia. "'l have some spare keysin my suite.”

Suddenly, Mr Wells extended his hand to me, and | took it uncertainly, not sure what our compact was
to be. He placed his other hand on my shoulder and gripped it warmly.

"Turnbull,” he said, gravely. "Y ou and |, and Miss Fitzgibbon too, will combine to defeet this enemy.
Wewill become the unsuspected and invisble foe. We will fight thisthreet to dl that is decent by
descending on it and destroying it in away it could never have anticipated. Tomorrow we shdl set to and
build anew Time Machine, and with it we will go out and stop this unstoppable menace!”

And then, with the excitement of having formed a positive plan, we complimented ourselves, and
laughed doud, and shouted defiance across the blighted valey. The night was slent, and the air was
tainted with smoke and desth, but revenge is the most satisfactory of human impulses, and aswe returned
to the house we were most uncommonly expectant of animmediate victory.

Chapter Twenty-Two
THE SPACE MACHINE

Mr Welsand | each took one of the guest-roomsthat night, while Ameliadept in her private suite (it
was thefirst time for weeksthat | had dept done, and | tossed restlessy for hours), and in the morning
we came down to breakfast still exercised by the zeal of vengeance.

Breakfast itsalf was acongderable luxury for Amediaand myself, for we were able to cook bacon and
eggson aring in the kitchen (we judged it ill-advised to light the range).

Afterwards, we went directly to the laboratory and opened Sir William's safe. There, rolled untidily
together, were the drawings he had made of his Time Machine.

We found a clear space on one of the benches and spread them out. At once my spiritsfell, because
Sir William - for dl hisinventive genius - had not been the most methodica of men. Therewas hardly one
sheet that made immediate sense, for there was amultitude of corrections, erasures and margina
sketches, and on most sheets origina designs had been over drawn with subsequent versions.

Mr Wels maintained his optimistic tone of the night before, but | sensed that some of his previous
confidence was lacking.

Amdiasad: "Of course, before we start work we must be sure that the necessary materias are to

Looking around at the dirty chaos of the laboratory | saw that athough it waswell littered with many
electrical components and rods and bars of metas - aswell as pieces of the crystalline substance
scattered ddmost everywhere - it would take a diligent search to establish if we had enough to construct
an entire Machine.



Mr Wdls had carried some of the plansto the daylight, and was examining them minutely.
"| shall need severa hours" he said. "Some of thisisfamiliar, but | cannot say for certain.

| did not wish to infect him with my faintheartedness, so in the spirit of seeming to be of help - yet
ensuring | was out of theway - | offered to search the grounds for more useful components. Amelia
merely nodded, for she was dready busily searching the drawer of one of the benches, and Mr Wells
was absorbed with the plans, so | |€ft the laboratory and went out of the house.

| walked firgt to theridge.

It was afine summer's day, and the sun shone brightly over the, ravaged countryside Most of thefires
had burnt themselves out during the night, but the inky depths of the black vapours which covered
Twickenham, Hound ow and Richmond were till impenetrable. The dome-shapes had flattened
considerably, and long tendrils of the black stuff were spreading through the streets which had &t first
escaped being smothered

Of the Martian invaders themsel ves there was no sign. Only to the south-west, in Bushy Park, did |
see, clouds of green smokerising, and | guessed that it was there the fourth projectile had |anded.

| turned away from the scene, and walked past the house to the other side, where the grounds opened
out on to Richmond Park. Here the view was uninterrupted across to Wimbledon, and but for the total.
absence of any people, the Park was exactly asit had been onthat first day | called a Reynolds House.

When | returned to the house | immediately discovered a problem of pressing urgency, dthough it was
not one which in any way threstened our safety. Beside the outhouse, where the gunners horses had
been tethered, | came across the corpses of the four animals that had been killed when the Martian
attacked. During the summer night the flesh had started to decompose, and the raw wounds were
crawling with fliesand an unhedthy stench filled the air.

| could not possibly move the carcasses, and burning them was out of the question, so the only
aternative was to bury them. Fortunately, the soldiers trenches had been dug very recently, and there
was much fresh, upturned soil about.

| found ashovel and wheel barrow, and began the unpleasant and lengthy chore of covering the rotting
bodies. In two hours | had completed the task, and the horses were safely buried. The work was not
without its unexpected benefit, though, for during it | discovered that in their haste the soldiers had left
behind them severa pieces of equipment in the trenches. One of these was arifle and many rounds of
ammunition... but more promisingly, | discovered two wooden crates, insde each of which were
twenty-five hand-grenades.

With great care | carried these to the house, and stored them safely in the woodshed. | then returned to
the laboratory to see how the other two were faring.

Thefifth projectilefdl in Barnesthat night, about three milesto the north-east of the house. On the night
following, the sixth projectile fell on Wimbledon Common

Every day, a frequent intervals, we would walk out to the ridge and search for sign of the Martians.



During the evening of the day we started work on the new Machine, we saw five of the glittering tripods
marching together, heading towards London. Their heat-cannons were sheathed, and they strode with the
confidence of the victor who has nothing to fear. These five must have been the occupants of the Bushy
Park projectile, who were going up to join the others which even now, we assumed, were rampaging
through London.

There were marked changes taking place in the Thames Vdley, and they were not oneswe cared for.
The clouds of black vapour were swept away by the Martians: for one whole. day two battle-machines
worked at clearing the muck, using an immense tube which sent forth afierce jet of steam. Thissoon
swept away the vapour, leaving ablack, muddy liquid which flowed into theriver. But theriver itself was

dowly changing.

The Martians had brought with them seeds of the ubiquitous red weed, and were ddliberately sowing
them aong the banks. One day we saw a dozen or so of the legged ground vehicles, scurrying adong the
riverside walks and throwing up clouds of tiny seeds. Inno time at al the aien vegetables were growing
and spreading. Compared with the Spartan conditions under which it survived on Mars, the weed must
have found the rich soil and moist atmosphere of England like awdl| fertilized hothouse. Within aweek of
our return to Reynolds House, the whole length of the river visible to us was choked with the lurid weed,
and soon it was spreading to the waterside meadows. On sunny mornings, the creaking of its prodigious
growth was so loud that, high and set back from theriver asthe house was, we could hear the sinister
noise when we were insgde with the doors and windows closed. It was a constant background to our
secret work, and while we could hear it we were always upset by it. The weed was even taking hold on
the dry, wooded s opes below the house, and as it encroached the trees turned brown, dthough it was
dill the height of summer.

How long would it be before the captive humans were set to cutting back the weed?

On the day after the tenth projectile landed - this, like the three that had directly preceded it, had falen
somewherein centra London - Mr Wells summoned me to the laboratory and announced that he had at
last made a substantia advance.

Order had been restored in the laboratory. It had been thoroughly cleaned and tidied, and Ameliahad
draped huge velvet curtains over dl the window-panes, so that work could continue after nightfall. Mr
Wils had been in the laboratory from the moment he had left his bed, and the air was pleasantly smoked
from hispipe.

"It wasthe circuitry of the crystdsthat was baffling me," he said, stretching back comfortably in one of
the chairs he had brought from the smoking-room. "Y ou see, there is something about their chemica
congtituency that provides adirect current of eectricity. The problem has been not to produce this effect,
but to harnessit to produce the attenuation field., Let me show you what | mean.”

He and Amelia had constructed atiny gpparatus on the bench. It consisted of asmall wheel resting on
ameta drip. Two tiny pieces of the crystaline substance had been attached to either sde of the whed.
Mr Wdlls had connected various pieces of wire to the crystas, and the bare ends of these were resting
on the surface of the bench.

"If I now connect together those wires | have here, you will see what happens.” Mr Welstook more



pieces of wire and laid them across the various bare ends. Asthe last contact was made we al saw
clearly that thelittle whed had started to rotate dowly. "Y ou see, with this circuit the crystas provide a
motiveforce

"Jugt likethebicyded" | said.
Mr Welsdid not know what | was talking about, but Amelia nodded vigoroudly.

"That'sright,” she said. "But there are more crystals used on the bicycles, for thereis agreater weight
topull.”

Mr Wells disconnected the apparatus, because as the whedl turned it was tangling the wireswhich
were connected toit.

"Now, however," hesad, "if | completethe circuit in adifferent way ," He bent closdly over hiswork,
peering firg at the plans, then at the gpparatus. "Watch this carefully, for | suspect we will see something
dramétic.”

We both stood by his shoulder, and watched as he connected first one wire then another! Soon only
oneremained bare.,,

“"Now!"

Mr Wdllstouched the last wirestogether, and in that instant the whole gpparatus - whed, crystals and
wires - vanished from our sight.

"It workd" | cried in deight, and Mr Wells beamed up a me.

"That is how we enter the attenuated dimension,” he said. "Asyou know, as soon asthe crystals are
connected, the entire piece becomes attenuated. By connecting the device that way, | tapped the power
that resdesin the dimension, and my little experiment is now lost to usforever.”

"Whereisit, though?' | said.

"l cannot say for certain, asit was atest-piece only. It is certainly moving in Space, a avery dow
speed, and will continue to do so for ever. It is of noimportanceto us, for the secret of travel through the
attenuated dimension is how we may control it. That ismy next task.”

"Then how long will it be before we can build anew Machine?' | said.
"It will be severd daysmore, | think."
"Wemust be quick,” | said. "With every day that passes the mongterstighten their hold on our world."

"I amworking asfast as| am able," Mr Wells said without rancour, and then | noticed how hiseyes
showed dark circles around them. He had often been working in the laboratory long after Ameliaand |
had taken to our beds. "We shdl need aframe in which the mechanism can be carried, and one large
enough to carry passengers. | believe Miss Fitzgibbon has dready had an ideaabout this, and if you and
she were to concentrate on this now, our work will end soon enough.”

"But anew Machinewill be possble?’ | said.

"l see no reason why it should not," said Mr Wdlls. "Now we have no desireto trave to futurity, our
Machine need not be nearly so complicated as Sir William's'



Eight more days passed with agonizing downess, but at |ast we saw the Space Machine taking shape.

Amelids plan had been to use the frame of abed as a base for the Machine, asthiswould provide the
necessary sturdiness and space for the passengers. Accordingly, we searched the damaged servants
wing, and found an iron bedstead some five feet wide. Although it was coated with grime after thefire, it
took lessthan an hour to clean it up. We carried it to the laboratory, and under Mr Wells's guidance
began to connect to it the various pieces he produced. Much of this comprised the crystdline substance,
in such quantitiesthat it was soon clear that we would need every piece we could lay our hands on.
When Mr Wells saw how quickly our reserves of the mysterious substance were being used up he
expressed his doubts, but we pressed on nonethel ess.

Knowing that we intended to travel in this Machine our selves, we left enough room for somewhereto
gt, and with thisin mind | fitted out one end of the bedstead with cushions.

While our secret work continued in the [aboratory, the Martians themselveswere not idle.

Our hopesthat military reinforcements would be able to deal with theincursgon had been without
foundation, for whenever we saw one of the battle-machines or legged vehiclesin thevaley below, it
strode unchalenged and arrogant. The Martians were apparently consolidating their gains, for we saw
much equipment being transferred from the various landing-pitsin Surrey to London, and on many
occasionswe saw groups of captive people elther being herded by or driven in one of the legged ground
vehicles. The davery had begun, and al that we had ever feared for Earth was coming to pass.

Meanwhile, the scarlet weed continued to flourish: the Thames Valey was an expanse of garish red,
and scarcely atree was|eft dive on the side of Richmond Hill. Already, shoots of the weeds were
gtarting to encroach on the lawn of the house, and | made it my daily duty to cut it back. Where thelawn
met the weeds was amuddy and dippery morass.

"l havedonedl | can," said Mr Wells, aswe stood before the outlandish contraption that once had
been a bed. "We need many more crystas, but | have used al we could find."

Nowherein any of Sir William's drawings had there been so much asasingle clue asto the
congtituency of the crystals. Therefore, unable to manufacture any more, Mr Wells had had to use those
that Sir William had | eft behind. We had emptied the |aboratory, and dismantled the four adapted
bicycleswhich still stood in the outhouse, but even so Mr Wells declared that we needed at least twice as
much crystalline substance as we had. He explained that the velocity of the Machine depended on the
power the crystal's produced.

"We have reached the most critical moment,” Mr Wellswent on. "The Machine, asit stands, issmply a
collection of circuitry and metal. Asyou know, onceit isactivated it must stay permanently attenuated,
and so | have had to incorporate an equivadent of Sir William'stempord fly-whed. Oncethe Machineis



in operation, that wheel must dwaysturn so that itisnot lost to us.”

He wasindicating our makeshift ingtdlation, which wasthe whed of the artillery piece blown off in the
exploson. We had mounted this transversely on the front of the bedstead.

Mr Wellstook asmadl, leather-bound notebook from his breast pocket, and glanced at alist of
handwritten instructions he had compiled himsalf. He passed thisto Amelia, and as she called them out
one by one, heingpected various critica parts of the Space Machine's engine. At last he declared himsdlf
stisfied.

"We must now trust to our work," he said softly, returning the notebook to his pocket. Without
ceremony he placed one stout piece of wire againgt the iron frame of the bedstead, and turned a screw to
hold it in place. Even before he had finished, Amdiaand | noticed that the artillery wheel wasturning
dowly.

We stood back, hardly daring to hope that our work had been successful.
“Turnbull, kindly place your hand againg the frame."

"Will | receive an dectrica shock?' | said, wondering why he did not do this himself.
"l should not think so. Thereisnothing to be afraid of."

| extended my hand cautioudly, then, catching Amelias eye and seeing that she was smiling alittle, |
reached out resolutely and grasped the metal frame. As my fingers made contact the entire contraption
shuddered visibly and audibly, just as had Sir William's Time Machine; the solid iron bedstead became as
lissom asayoung tree.

Ameliastretched out her hand, and then so did Mr Wells. We laughed aoud.
"You'vedoneit, Mr Welld" | said. "We have built a Space Machine!"
"Y es, but we have not tested it yet. We must seeif it can be safely driven.”

"Then let usdo it at once!™

Vi

Mr Wells mounted the Space Machine, and, sitting comfortably on the cushions, braced himself against
the controls. By working a combination of levers he managed to shift the Machinefirst forwards and
backwards, then to each side. Finally, he took the unwieldy Machine and droveit al around the
laboratory.

None of thiswas seen by Amdiaand myself. We have only Mr Welssword that he tested the
Machinethisway... for as soon as he touched the levers he and the Machine instantly became invisible,
regppearing only when the Machine was turned off.

"Y ou cannot hear me when | speak to you?' he said, after histour of the [aboratory.

"We can neither hear nor seeyou,” said Amdia. "Did you call to us?'



"Onceor twice" Mr Wdls said, smiling. "Turnbull, how doesyour foot fed ?"
"My foot, Sr?*

"l regret | inadvertently passed through it on my journey. Y ou would not pull it out of the way when |
cdledtoyou."

| flexed my toesinsde the boots | had borrowed from Sir William's dressing-room, but there seemed
to be nothing wrong.

"Come, Turnbull, we must try this further. Miss Fitzgibbon, would you kindly ascend to the next floor?
We shdl try to follow you in the Machine. Perhapsif you would wait insgde the bedroom | am using...?"

Amelianodded, then |eft the laboratory. In amoment we heard her running up the Sairs.:
" Step aboard, Mr Turnbull. Now we shall see what this Machine can do!"

Almost before | had clambered on to the cushions beside Mr Wells, he had pushed one of the levers
and we were moving forward. Around us, silence had fallen abruptly, and the distant clamouring of the
weed-banks was absent.

"Let usseeif wecanfly,” said Mr Wells. His voice sounded flat and deep againgt the attenuated quiet.
Hetugged asecond lever and at once we lifted smartly towardsthe ceiling. | raised my handsto ward off
the blow... but as we reached the wood and jagged glass of the laboratory roof we passed right through!
For amoment | had the queer experience of finding just my head out in the open, but then the bulk of the
Space Machine had thrust me through, and it was as if we were hovering in the air abovethe
conservatory-like building. Mr Wellsturned one of the horizontally mounted levers, and we moved at
quite prodigious speed through the brick wall of the upper storey of the main house. We found ourselves
hovering above alanding. Chuckling to himself, Mr Wells guided the Machine towards his guest-room,
and plunged us headlong through the closed door.

Amediawaswaiting within, sanding by the window.

"Hereweare!" | caled assoon as| saw her. "It fliestoo!"

Ameliashowed no sign of awareness.

"She cannot bear us," Mr Wellsreminded me. "Now.. | must seeif | can settle us on thefloor.”

We were hovering some e ghteen inches above the carpet, and Mr Wells made fine adjustmentsto his
controls. Mean while Amelia had left the window and was looking curioudy around, evidently waiting for
usto materidize. | amused mysdf first by blowing akissto her, then by pulling aface, but she responded
to neither.

Suddenly, Mr Wellsreleased his levers, and we dropped with abump to the floor. Ameliastarted in
urprise.

"Thereyou are!” she said. "'l wondered how you would appear.”

"Allow usto take, you downgairs,' said Mr Wells, galantly. "Climb aboard, my dear, and let us make
atour of the house."

o, for the next haf-hour, we experimented with the Space Machine, and Mr Wells grew accustomed
to making it manoeuvre exactly as he wished. Soon he could makeit turn, soar, halt, asif he had been at



itscontrolsdl hislife. At first, Ameiaand | clung nervoudly to the bedstead, for it seemed to turn with
reckless velocity, but gradually we too saw that for al its makeshift appearance, the Space Machine was
evey bit asscientific asitsorigina.

We left the house just once, and toured the garden. Here Mr Wellstried to increase our forward
speed, but to our disgppointment we found that for al its other qualities, the Space Machine could travel
no faster than the approximate speed of arunning man.

"It isthe shortage of crystals,” said Mr Wdlls, as we soared through the upper branches of awalnut
tree. "If we had more of those, there would be no limit to our velocity.”

"Never mind," said Amdia. "We have no use for great speed. Invisibility isour prime advantage.”

| was staring out past the house to the overgrown redness of the valley. It was the constant reminder of
the urgency of our efforts.

"MrWdls" | said quietly. "We have our Space Machine. Now isthetimeto put it to use.”

Chapter Twenty-Three
AN INVISIBLE NEMESIS

When we had |anded the Space Machine, and | had loaded several of the hand-grenades on to it, Mr
Wellswas worried about the time we had left to us.

"The sun will be setting in two hours," he said. "'l should not care to drive the'Machine in darkness."
"But, Sr, we can come to no harm in the attenuation.”

"1 know, but we must a some time return to the house and |eave the attenuated dimension. When we
do that, we must be absolutely certain there are no Martians around. How terrible it would beif we
returned to the house in the night, and discovered that the Martians were waiting for ug!™

"We have been here for more than two weeks," | said, "and no Martian has so much as glanced our
way."

Mr Wélls had to agree with this, but he said: "'l think we must not lose sight of the seriousness of our
task, Turnbull. Because we have been confined so long in Richmond, we have no knowledge of the
extent of the Martians success. Certainly they have subdued al the land we can see from here; in all
probability they are now thelords of the entire country. For al we know, their domain might be
worldwide. If we are, as we suspect, in command of the one wegpon they cannot resst, we cannot
afford to lose that advantage by taking unnecessary risks. We have atremendous responsibility thrust
uponus."

"Mr Widlsisright, Edward,” said Amelia. "Our revenge on the Martiansislate, but itisal we have."

"Very wdl," | sad. "'But we must try at least one sortie today. We do not yet know if our schemewill
work."



So at last we mounted the Space Machine, and sat with suppressed excitement as Mr Wells guided us
away from the house, above the obscene red tangle of weeds, and out towards the heart, of the Thames
Vdley.

As soon as we were under way, | saw some of' the wisdom of the others words. Our search for
Martian targets was to be unguided, for we had no ideawhere the evil brutes currently were. We could
search dl day for just one, and in the boundless scale of the Martians intrusion we might never find our

god.

Weflew for about haf an hour, circling over theriver, looking thisway and that for some sign of the
invaders, but without success.

At last Amelia suggested a plan which presented logic and smplicity. We knew, she said, where the
projectiles had falen, and further, we knew that the Martians used the pits astheir heedquarters. Surely,
if we were seeking the mongters, the pits would be the most sensible placesto look first.

Mr Wells agreed with this, and we turned directly for the nearest of the pits. Thiswasthe onein Bushy
Park, where the fourth projectile had fallen. Suddenly, as| redized we were at last on the right track, |
felt my heart pounding with excitement.

Thevadley was adreadful sight: the red weed was growing rampantly over dmost every physica
protuberance, houses included. The landscape seemed from this height to be like a huge undulating field
of red grass bent double by heavy rain. In places, the weeds had actualy dtered the course of theriver,
and wherever there was low-lying ground stagnant lakes had formed.

The pit had been made in the north-eastern corner of Bushy Park, and was difficult to distinguish by
virtue of thefact that it, no less than anywhere else, was heavily overgrown with weed. At last we noticed
the cavernous mouth of the projectile itsdf, and Mr Wells brought the Space Machine down to hover a
few feet from the entrance. All was dark within, and there was no sign of either the Martians or their
meachines.

We were about to move away, when Amelia suddenly pointed into the heart of the projectile.
"Edward, look ... it isone of the people!™

Her move had, sartled me, but | looked in the direction she wasindicating. Sure enough, lying afew
feet ingde the hold was ahuman figure. | thought for amoment that this must be one of the hapless
victims snatched by the Martians... but then | saw that the body wasthat of avery tal man, and that he
was wearing ablack uniform. His skin was a mottled red, and hisface, which was turned towards us,
was ugly and distorted.

We gtared in silence at this dead Martian human. It was perhaps even more of a shock to see one of
our erswhile dliesin this place than it would have been to see one of the mongters.

We explained to Mr Wells that the man was probably one of the humans coerced into driving the
projectile, and he looked at the dead Martian with greet interest.

"The dtrain of our gravity must have been too much for hisheart,” sadd Mr Wélls.

"That has not upset the mongters plans,” Ameiasaid.

"Those beasts are without hearts," said Mr Wells, but | supposed that he was speaking figuratively.
We recdlled that another cylinder had fallen near Wimbledon, and so we turned the Space Machine



away from the pathetic figure of the dead Martian human, and set off eastwards at once. From Bushy
Park to Wimbledon is a distance of some five miles, and so even at our maximum speed the flight took
nearly an hour. During thistime we were appalled to see that even parts of Richmond Park were showing
sgnsof the red weed.

Mr Wells had been casting severa glances over his shoulder to see how long there was until sunset,
and was clearly 4ill unhappy with this expedition so soon before nightfdl. | resolved that if the Martian pit
at Wimbledon was aso empty, then it would be | who proposed an immediate return to Reynolds
House. The satisfaction of taking positive action at last had excited my nerve, though, and | would be
sorry not to make at least one kill before returning.

Then at last we had our chance. Amelia suddenly cried out, and pointed towards the south. There,
griding dowly from the direction of Maden, came a battle-machine.

Wewere at that moment travelling at aheight approximately equd to that of the platform, and it was an
inginct we dl shared that the beast insde must have seen us, so deliberately did it march in our direction.

Mr Wells uttered afew reassuring words, and raised the Space Machine to anew height and bearing,
one which would take us circling around the tripodal engine.

| reached forward with shaking hands, and took hold of one of the hand-grenades.

Amdiasad: "Have you ever handled one of those before, Edward?"

"No," | said. "But | know what to do."

"Please be careful

Wewere lessthan half amilefrom the Titan, and sill we headed in towards it from an oblique angle.
"Where do you want meto place the Machine?' said Mr Wélls, concentrating fiercely on his controls.

"Somewhat above the platform,” | said. " Approach from the side, because | do not wish to pass
directly infront."

"The monster cannot see us,” said Amdia
"No," | said, remembering that ferocious visage. "But we might seeit.”

| found mysdlf trembling anew as we approached. The thought of what was squatting so |oathsomely
insde that metal edifice was enough to reawaken dl the fears and angers | had suffered on Mars, but |
forced mysdf to becalm.

"Can you maintain the Machine at a steady speed above the platform?' | asked Mr Wdlls.
“I'l dowhat | can, Turnbull."

His cautious words gave no indication of the ease with which he brought our flying bed-frameto a point
amogt exactly above the platform. | leaned over the side of our Space Machine, while Ameliaheld my
freehand, and | stared down at the roof of the platform.

There were numerous apertures here - some of which were large enough for me to make out the
glistening body of the mongter - and the grenade lodged in any one of them would probably do what was
necessary. Inthe end | chose alarge port just beside where the heat-cannon would emerge, reasoning
that somewhere near there must be the incredible furnace which produced the hest. If that were



fractured, then what damage the grenade did not inflict would be completed by the subsequent explosive
release of energy.

"l seemy target,” | shouted to Mr Wells. "I will cal out as soon as | have rel eased the grenade, and at
that moment we must move away asfar aspossible.”

Mr WEells confirmed that he understood, and so | sat up straight for amoment, and eased the
restraining pin from the detonating arm. While Amelia supported me once more, | leaned over and held
the grenade above the platform.

"Ready, Mr Wells...?" | caled. "Now!"

At the selfsameingtant that | let go the grenade, Mr Wellstook the Space Machinein afast climbing
arc away from the battle-machine. | stared back, anxiousto see the effect of my attack.

A few seconds later, there was an explosion below and dightly behind the Martian tripod.

| gared in amazement. The grenade had falen through the metd bulk of the platform and exploded
harmlesdy!

| said: "I didn't expect that to happen...."
"My dear,” sad Amdia. "I think the grenade was il attenuated.”

Below us, the Martian strode on, oblivious of the deadly attack it had just survived.

| was seething with disappointment as we returned safely to the house. By then the sun had set, and a
long, glowing evening lay acrossthe transformed valley. Asthe other two went to their roomsto dressfor
dinner, | paced to and fro in the |aboratory, determined that our vengeance should not be snatched away
fromus.

| ae with the others, but kept my slence throughout the meal. Amdiaand Mr Wdls, sensing my
distemper, talked alittle of the success of our building the Space Machine, but the abortive attack was
carefully avoided.

Later, Ameliasaid she was going to the kitchen to bake some bread, and so Mr Wellsand | repaired
to the smoking-room. With the curtains carefully drawn, and sitting by the light of one candle only, we
talked of generd matters until Mr Wells considered it safe to discuss other tactics.

"Thedifficulty istwofold," he said. "Clearly, we must not be attenuated when we place the explosive,
otherwise the grenade has no effect, and yet we must be attenuated during the explosion, otherwise we
shall be affected by the blast."

"But if weturn off the Space Machine, the Martian will observeus,” | said.
"That iswhy | say it will be difficult. We have both seen how fast those brutes react to any threat.™
"We could land the Space Machine on the roof of thetripod itsdlf.”



Mr Wells shook hishead dowly. "I admire your inventiveness, Turnbull, but it would not be
practicable. | had great difficulty even keeping abreast of the engine. To essay alanding on amoving
object would be extremely hazardous.”

We both recognized the urgency of finding asolution. For an hour or more we argued our ideas back
and forth, but we arrived a nothing satisfactory. In the end, we went to the drawing-room where Amelia
waswaiting for us, and presented the problem to her.

Shethought for awhile, then said: "'l see no difficulty. We have plenty of grenades, and can therefore
afford afew misses. All we should do is hover above our target, athough a a some what greater height
than today. Mr Wellsthen switches off the attenuation field, and while wefdl through the air Edward can
lob agrenade at the Martian. By the time the bomb explodes, we should be safely back insdethe
attenuated dimension, and it will not matter how close we areto the explosion.”

| sared at Mr Wdlls, then at Amelia, considering the implications of such ahair-raising scheme.
"It sounds awfully dangerous,” | said inthe end.

"We can strap ourselves to the Space Maching," Ameiasaid. "We need not fall out.”

"But even 90..."

"Do you have an dterndive plan?' she said.

The following morning we made our preparations, and were ready to set out at an early hour.

I must confess to considerable trepidation at the whole enterprise, and | think Mr Wells shared some of
my misgivings. Only Amelia seemed confident of the plan, to the extent that she offered to take on the
task of aming the hand-grenades herself. Naturdly, | would hear nothing of this, but she remained the
only one of the three of uswho exuded optimism and confidence that morning. Indeed, she had been up
sncefirg light and made us dl sandwiches, so that we need not fed congtrained to return to the house for
lunch. Additionally, she had fixed some straps - which she had made from leather trouser-belts - across
the bedstead's cushions to hold usin place.

Just as we were about to leave, Amdiawalked abruptly from the laboratory, and Mr Wellsand |
dtared after her. Shereturned in afew moments, thistime carrying alarge suitcase.

| looked at it with interest, not recognizing it at first for what it was.

Amelia st it down on thefloor, and opened the lid. Inside, wrapped carefully in tissue-paper, were the
three pairs of goggles | had brought with methe day | cameto see Sir William!

She passed one pair to me, smiling alittle. Mr Wellstook hisat once.

"Capitd notion, Miss Fitzgibbon," he said. "Our eyeswill need protection if we areto fdl through the
ar.”

Ameliaput hers on before we left, and | helped her with the clasp, making sure that it did not get



caught in her hair. She settled the goggles on her brow.
"Now we are better equipped for our outing,” she said, and went towards the Space Machine.

| followed, holding my gogglesin my hand, and trying not to dwell on my memories.

Wewerein for aday of remarkably good hunting. Within afew minutes of sailing out over the Thames,
Amdialet forth acry, and pointed to the west. There, waking dowly through the streets of Twickenham,
was aMartian battle-machine. It had its meta arms dangling, and it was moving from house to house,
evidently seeking human survivors. By the emptiness of the mesh net that hung behind the platform we
judged that its pickings had been poor. It seemed incredible to usthat there should still be any survivors
at al in these ravaged towns, athough our own survival was a clueto the fact that severa people must
gill beclinging to lifein the cdlars and basements of the houses.

We circled warily around the evil machine, once again experiencing that unease we had felt the day
before

"Take the Space Machine higher, if you will," Ameiasaid to Mr Wells. "We must judge our approach
caefully.”

| took ahand-grenade, and held it in readiness.: The battle-machine had paused momentarily, reaching
through the upper window of a house with one of itslong, articulate arms.

Mr Wells brought the Space Machine to ahalt, somefifty feet above the platform.

Ameélia pulled her goggles down over her eyes, and advised usto do the same. Mr Wdlsand | fixed
our gogglesin place, and checked the pogition of the Martian. It was quite motionless, but for the
resching of itsmetd arms.

"I'mready, Sr," | said, and did the pin from the triking lever.
"Very wel," said Mr Wells. "l am turning off the attenuation; now!"

As he spoke we al experienced an unpleasant lurching sensation, our stomachs seemed to turn a
somersault, and the air rushed past us. At the behest of gravity we plunged towards the Martian machine.
Inthe sameingtant | hurled the grenade desperately down at the Martian.

"Bombs away!" | shouted.

Then there was a second lurch, and our fall was arrested. Mr Wells manipulated hislevers, and we
soared away to one Sdein the dead slence of that weird dimension.

Looking back at the Martian we waited for the explosion... and seconds later it came. My aim had
been accurate, and aball of smoke and fire blossomed silently on the roof of the battle-machine.

The mongter-creeture inside the platform, taken by surprise, reacted with astonishing dacrity. The
tower leaped back from the house, and in the same moment we saw the barrel of the heat-cannon
sngpping into position. The cowl of the platform swung round as the monster sought its attacker. Asthe



smoke of the grenade drifted away we saw that the explosion had blown ajagged hole in the roof, and
the engine inside must have been damaged. The battle-machine's movements were not as smooth or as
fast as some we had seen, and a dense green smoke was pouring from within.

The heat-beam flared into action, swinging erraticaly in al directions. The baitle-machine took three
stepsforward, hesitated, then staggered back again. The heat-beam flashed across severa of the near-by
houses, causing the roofsto burst into flame.

Then, inabdl of brilliant-green fire, the whole hideous platform exploded. Our bomb had ruptured the
furnaceingde.

To us, stting insde the sllence and safety of attenuation, the destruction of the Martianwasa
soundless, mysterious event. We saw the fragments of the destructive engine flying in dl directions, saw
one of the huge legs cartwheeling away, saw the bulk of the shattered platform fal in ahundred pieces
across the rooftops of Twickenham.

Curioudy enough, | was not eated by this Sight, and this sentiment was shared by the other two.
Amdiadared quietly across at the twisted metal that once had been an engine of war, and Mr Wells
merely said: "'l see another.”

Towards the south, striding in the direction of Molesey, was a second battle-machine.

Mr Wdls swing hislevers, and soon we were speeding towards our next target.

By midday we had accounted for atotal of four Martians. three of these were in their tripods, and one
wasin the control cabin of one of the legged vehicles. Each attack was conducted without danger to
oursalves, and each time the chosen monster had been taken by surprise Our activities were not going
unnoticed, however, for the legged vehicle had been speeding towards the destroyed tripod in
Twickenham when we spotted it. We redlized from this that the Martians must have had somekind of
intricate signaling system between themsalves - Mr Wells hypothesized that it was atelepathic
communication, dthough Ameiaand I, having seen the sophisticated science on Mars, suspected that it
would be atechnical device - for our vengeful activities seemed to have provoked agood ded of
movement on the Martians behdf. Aswe flew to and fro acrossthe valey, we saw severd tripods
approaching from the direction of London, and we knew that we would not run short of targets that day .

With thekilling of the fourth Martian, though, Amelia suggested we rest and eet the sandwiches we had
brought As she said thiswe were till hovering about the battle-machine we had just attacked.

Thekilling of this monster had been an odd affair. We had found the battle-machine standing one on
the edge of Richmond Perk, facing towards the south-west. Its three legs had been drawn together, and
itsmetal armswere furled, and at first we suspected that the machine was unoccupied. Moving in for the
kill, though, we had passed in front of the multi-faceted ports and for amoment we had glimpsed those
saucer-eyes staring ba efully out across Kingston.

We had taken our time with this attack, and with my increasing experience | was ableto lob the
grenade into the platform with great accuracy. When the bomb went off it had exploded inside the cabin
occupied by the mongter, blasting open severd metd plates and presumably destroying the monster



outright, but the furnace itself had not been ruptured. The tower still stood, leaning dightly to one sde and
with green smoke pouring from within, but substantialy intact.

Mr Wellstook the Space Machine a decent distance away from the battle-machine, and settled it near
the ground. By consensus we agreed to stay insde the attenuation, for the green smoke was making us
nervous that the furnace might yet explode of its own accord.

So, overshadowed by the damaged Titan, we quickly ate what must have been one of the strangest
picnic lunches ever taken in the rolling countryside of the Park.

We were about to set off again when Mr Wells drew our attention to the fact that another
battle-machine had appeared. Thiswas hurrying towards us, evidently coming to investigate the work we
had done on its colleague.

We were safe enough, but agreed to take the Space Machine into the air, and so be ready for aquick
foray.

Our confidence was increasing; with four kills behind us we were establishing adeadly routine. Now,
aswe rose above the Park, and saw the approaching battle-machine, we could not help but see that its
heat-cannon was raised and its articulate arms were poised to strike. Clearly its monstrous driver knew
that someone or something had attacked successfully, and was determined to defend itself.

We stayed at a safe distance, and watched as the newcomer went to the tower and closaly inspected
the damage.

| said: "Mr Wélls, shdl we bomb it now?”

Mr Wells stayed silent, hisbrow furrowed over the top of hisgoggles.

"The creatureisvery dert,”" he said. "We cannot risk a chance shot from the heat-cannon.”
"Then let us seek another target,” | said.

Nevertheless, we stayed on watch for severd minutes, hoping the Martian would relax its guard long
enough to dlow usto attack. However, even asthe creature insde carried out a cautious examination of
the damage, the heat-cannon turned menacingly above the roof and the tentacular metal arms flexed
nervoudy.

With some reluctance we turned away at last, and headed back towards the west. Aswe flew, Amdia
and | cast severd backward glances, till wary of what the second Martian would do. Thusit was that
we saw, when we were less than haf amile away, that our grenade had, after al, weakened the casing of
the furnace. We saw an immense, billowing explosion of green ... and the second battle-machine
staggered backwards and crashed in atangle of meta to the floor of the Park.

That was how, by astroke of good fortune, we daughtered our fifth Martian monster.

Vi

Congderably cheered by this accidental success we continued our quest, athough it was now with a
bravuratempered by caution. As Mr Wells pointed out, it was not the Martian machines we had to



destroy, but the monster-creatures them selves. A battle-machine was agile and well-armed, and
athough its destruction certainly killed its driver, the legged ground vehicles were easier targets because
the driver was not enclosed above.

So it was that we agreed to concentrate on the smaller vehicles.

That afternoon was one of dmaost unqualified success. Only once did wefail to kill aMartian with our
firgt gtrike and that was when |, in my haste, neglected to pull the pin from the grenade. However, on our
second pass the monster was effectively and spectacularly destroyed.

When we returned to Reynolds House in the evening, we had accounted for atotal of eleven of the
Martian brutes. This, if our estimate that each projectile carried five monsters was correct, accounted for
more than one-fifth of their totd army!

It was with considerable optimism that we retired to bed that night.
The following day we loaded our Space Machine with more grenades, and set off again.

To our consternation we discovered that the Martians had learned by our ventures of the day before.
Now no legged ground vehicle moved unless it was accompanied by a battle-machine, but so assured of
our impregnability were we that we resolved that this presented us with two targetsinstead of onel

Accordingly, we prepared our attack with great precision, swooped down from above, and were
rewarded with the sight of the battle-machine being blown to smithereens! From there, it wasbut a
simpletask to chase and destroy the legged ground vehicle.

Later that day we disposed of two more in the same way, but that was our total score for the day.
(Onelegged vehicle was alowed to pass unharmed, for it was carrying a score or more of human
captives.) Four was not as hedlthy atdly as eeven, but even so we considered we had done well, and so
once moreretired in a state of eation.

The next day was one with no success at al, for we saw no Martians about. We ranged, in our search,
even asfar asthefire-blackened heath at Woking, but here smply found the pit and its projectile empty
both of Martians and their devices.

At thesght of the ruined town on the hill, Amdiaand | noticed that Mr Wells grew wistful, and we
recaled how he had been so abruptly separated from hiswife.

"Sir, would you like usto fly to Leatherhead?' | said.

He shook hishead forcefully.' "l wish | could alow myself the indulgence, but our businessiswith the
Martians. My wifewill bewell; it is obvious that the invaders moved to the north-east from here. There
will betime enough for reunion.”

| admired the resolution in hisvoice, but later that evening Amdiatold me that she had noticed atear
running down Mr Wells's cheek. Perhaps, she said, Mr Wells sugpected that hiswife had aready been
killed, and that he was not yet ready to face up to this.

For thisreason, aswell asfor our lack of success, we werein no great spiritsthat night, and so we
retired early.

The next day we were luckier: two Martians succumbed to our grenades. Thiswasthe odd fact though:
both the battle-machines stood, like the one we had found near Kingston, done and ill, the threelegs
drawn together. There was no attempt at self-defence; one stood with its heat-cannon pointing stiffly



towards the sky, the other had not even raised its. Of course, as we were attacking battle-machineswe
swooped with great care, but we al agreed that our kills were suspicioudy easy.

Then came another day with no more Martians seen at al, and on that evening Mr Wells pronounced a
verdict.

"Wemug," he said, "turn our attention at last to London. We have so far been snipers against the
straggling flanks of amighty army. Now we must confront the concentrated strength of that army, and
fight it to the deeth.”

Brave words indeed, but ones which did not reflect the suspicion which, | afterwards discovered, had
been growing inusdl for the last three days

Chapter Twenty-Four
OF SCIENCE AND CONSCIENCE

The day following Mr Wédlss stem pronouncement, we stowed the remainder of our hand-grenades
aboard the Space Machine, and set off at a moderate speed towards London. We kept our eyes open
for asign of the battle-machines, but there was none about.

Weflew first over Richmond town, and saw the dark residue of the black smoke that had suffocated
its streets. Only by theriver, where the red weed grew in mountainous tangling clumps, was there relief
from the sight of the black, sooty powder that covered everything. North of Richmond was Kew
Gardens, and here, athough the Pagoda till stood, most of the pricel ess plantations of tropical plants had
succumbed to the vile weed.

We headed more directly towards London then, flying over Mortlake. Not far from the brewery, inthe
centre of an estate of modern villas, one of the projectiles had landed, and here it had caused untold
damage with theforce of itsexplosvelanding. | saw that Mr Wellswas regarding the scene thoughtfully,
30 | suggested to him that we might fly alittle closer. Accordingly he brought the Space Machine down in
agentle approach, and for afew minutes we hovered above the terrible desol ation.

In the centre of the pit was, of course, the empty shell of the projectile. What was much more
interesting was the evidence that, for sometime at least, this place had been a centre of the Martians
activity. There were no battle-machinesin sight, but standing bes de the gaping mouth of the projectile
were two of thelegged ground vehicles, and sprawled untidily behind them was one of the spider-like
handling-machines. Its many meta tentacles were folded, and the norma brilliant sheen of the polished
surfaces had started to corrode in the oxygen-rich air.

| wasdl for landing the Space Machine and exploring on foot, so quiet was the scene, but neither
Amdianor Mr Wells considered it safe. Instead, we alowed the Machine to drift dowly about the pit,
while we sat in sllence. We were daunted and impressed by what we saw: the pit itself had been
refashioned, so that the earth thrown up by the impact had been built into high ramparts, and the floor
had been levelled to facilitate the machines movements. One end of the pit had been reworked to
provide adoping ramp for the ground vehicles.



Suddenly, Ameliagasped, and covered her mouth with her hand.
""Oh, Edward...." she said, and turned her face away.

| saw what she had noticed. Dwarfed by the looming bulk of the projectile, and nestling in its shadow,
was one of thekilling cubicles. Lying dl about, some haf-buried, were the bodies of human beings. Mr
Wils had seen the shocking sight in the same ingtant, and without further ado he sent the Space Machine
soaring away from that place of hdll... but not before we had redlized that lying in the shadow of the
projectile were perhaps a hundred or more of the corpses.

Weflew on, heading in an easterly direction, and in amost no time we were over the grey, mean streets
of Wandsworth. Mr Wells dowed our passage, and set the Machine to hover.

He shook his head.
"I had no idea of the scale of ther murders," he said.

"We had dlowed ourselvesto neglect thefact,” | said. "Each monster requires the blood of ahuman
being every day. The longer the Martians are dlowed to Say dive, thelonger that daughter will
continue.”

Amdiasad nothing, clutching my hand.
"We cannot dday," said Mr Wells. "We must continue bombing until every oneisdead.”
"But where arethe Martians?' | said. "1 assumed London would be teeming with them.”

Welooked in every direction, but apart from isolated pillars of smoke, where buildings yet burned,
there was not asingle sign of theinvaders.

"We must search them out,” said Mr Wdlls. "However long it takes."

"Arethey dill in London?' sad Amelia. "How do we know that they have not finished their work here,
and are not even now destroying other cities?!

Neither | nor Mr Wedls knew the answer to that

"All wecando,” | said, "isto search for them and kill them. If London has been abandoned by them,
wewill haveto go in pursuit. | see no dternative.”

Mr Wells had been staring down disparagingly &t the streets of Wandsworth; that most ugly of London
suburbs had, unaccountably, been spared by the Martians, although like everywhere else it was deserted.
He moved the controlling levers decisively, and set our course again for the heart of London.

Of dl the Thames bridges we saw, Westminster was the one least overgrown with the red weed, and
so Mr Wellstook us down and we landed in the centre of the roadway. No Martian could approach us
without walking out across the bridge, and that would give us enough warning so that we could start the

Space Machine and escape.



For the last hour we had flown over the southern suburbs of the city. The extent of the desolation was
amost beyond words. Where the Martians had not attacked with their heat-beams they had smothered
with their black smoke, and where neither had been brought to bear the red weed had sprung willingly
from theriver to choke and tangle.

We had seen nobody at al; the only movement had been that of a hungry dog, hopping with oneleg
broken through the streets of Lambeth.

Much debrisfloated in the river, and we saw many small boats overturned. In the Pool of London we
had seen a score of corpses, caught by some freak of the tide, bobbing whitely by the entrance to Surrey
Docks.

Then we had set our course by the landmarks we knew, and come to Westminster Bridge. We had
seen the Tower of London, with its stout walls unscathed by the Martians, but its green swards had
become ajungle of Martian weed. Tower Bridge too, its roadway |eft open, had long strands of weed
cobwebbing its graceful lines. Then we had seen the high dome of St Paul's, and noticed how it stood
undamaged above the lower buildings of the City; our mood changed as we passed beyond it and saw
that on itswestern side a gaping hole had been made.

So at last we landed on Westminster Bridge, well depressed by what we had seen. Mr Wellsturned
off the attenuation, and at once we breathed the air of London, and heard its sounds.

Wesmdt....

We amdt the residue of smoke; the bitter, metdlic tang of the weed; the sweetness of putrefaction; the
cool sty airsof theriver; the heady odour of the macadamed roadway, Smmering in the summer's
sunshine

We heard....

A great silence overwhelmed London. There wasthe flow of theriver below the bridge, and an
occasiond creak from the weed which gtill grew prolificaly by the parapet. But there was no clatter of
hooves, no grind of wheels, no criesor cals of people, nor sound of footfall.

Directly before us stood the Paace of Westmingter, topped by the tower of Big Ben, unharmed. The
clock had stopped at seventeen minutes past two.

We pushed back our goggles, and stepped down from the Space Machine. | went with Amdiato
stand by the side of the bridge, staring up theriver. Mr Wellswalked off aone, looking in abrooding
fashion at the mountainous piles of weed that had submerged the Victoria Embankment. He had been
dlent and thoughtful aswe toured the desthful city, and now as he stood by himsdlf, staring down at the
duggishly flowing river, | saw that his shoulders were dumped and his expression was pensive.

Ameliatoo was staring at our friend, but then she dipped her hand into mine and for amoment rested
her cheek againgt my shoulder.

"Edward, thisisterrible! | had no ideathat things were so bad.”

| stared gloomily at the view, trying to find something about it that would indicate some optimistic
development, but the emptiness and stilinesswere total. | had never before seen the skies above London
so free of soot, but that was hardly recompense for this utter destruction of the greatest city in the world.

"Soon everywherewill belikethis" Amdiasaid. "Wewerewrong to think we could tacklethe
Martians, even though we have killed afew. What | find hardest to accept isthat al thisis our doing,



Edward. We brought this menace to theworld.”
"No," | said ingtantly. "We are not to blame.”
| fdt her dtiffen. "We can't absolve ourselves of this.”

| said: "The Martians would have invaded Earth whether we took a part or not. We saw their
preparations. If there is consolation to be found, then it isthat only ten projectiles madeit to Earth. Y our
revolution prevented the monsters from carrying out their plansto the full. What we seeis bad enough,
but think how much worseit might have been.”

"| SuppPose 0.

Shefdl slent for afew seconds, but then went on: "Edward, we must return to Mars. Whilethereis
any chance that the mongters rule that world, Earthmen can never relax their guard. We have the Space
Machineto take us, for if one can be built so hastily in the urgent circumstances in which we worked,
another more powerful Machine can be built, one that would carry athousand armed men. | promised
the people of Marsthat | would return, and now we must.”

| listened to her words carefully, and realized that the passions that had driven her on Mars had been
replaced by wisdom and understanding.

"Wewill go back to Marsoneday," | said. "Thereisno dternative.”

We had both forgotten Mr Wells's presence while we spoke, but now he turned from his position and
walked dowly back towards us. | saw that in the few minutes he had been by himsdlf afundamenta
change had come over hisbearing. The weight of defeat had been removed from his shoulders, and his
eyeswere gleaming once more.

"Y ou two look most uncommonly miserablel” he cried. "Thereisno causefor that. Our work isover
The Martians have not |eft ... they are il in London, and the battleiswon!™

Amdiaand | stared uncomprehendingly at Mr Wells after he had made this unexpected statement. He
moved towards the Space Machine, and placing one foot on the iron frame he turned to face us, clasping
his jacket |gpelsin hisfigts. He cleared histhroat.

"Thishasbeen awar of worlds," said Mr Wells, speaking cdmly and in aclear ringing voice. "Where
we have been mistaken isto trest it asawar of intelligences. We have seen the invaders monstrous
appearance, but persuaded by their qualities of cunning, valour and intelligence have thought of them as
men. So we have fought them asif they were men, and we have not donewell. Our Army was overrun,
and our houses were burnt and crushed. However, the Martians domain on Earthisasmall one. | dare
say when the recovery is made we shal discover that no more than afew hundred square miles of
territory have been conquered. Even so, small as has been the battleground, this has been awar between
worlds, and when the Martians came to Earth so ruddly they did not realize what they were taking on."

"Sir," | said, "if you are speaking of alies, we have seen none. No armies have come to our assistance,
unlessthey too were ingantly overcome.



Mr Wellsgestured impatiently. "I am not speaking of armies, Turnbull, though they will comein good
time, aswill the grain-ships and the goods-trains. No, our true dliesare dl about us, invishble, just aswe
inour Machinewereinvisblel"

| glanced upwards reflexively, dmaost expecting a second Space Machine to appear from the sky.

"L ook at the weeds, Turnbull!" Mr Wells pointed to the slemsthat grew afew feet from where we
stood. " See how the leaves are blighted? See how the stems are splitting even asthey grow? While
mankind has been concerned with the terrible intelligence of the mongters, these plants have been waging
their own battles. Our soil will not feed them with the minerds they require, and our beeswill not pollinate
their flowers. These weeds are dying, Turnbull. In the sameway, the Martian monsterswill dieeven if
they have not done so dready. The Martian effort is at an end, because intelligence is no match for
nature. As the humans on Mars tampered with nature to make the monsters, and thereby provoked
Nemes's, so the monsters sought to tamper with life on Earth, and they too have destroyed themselves.”

"Then where are the mongers now?' saidd Amdia

"We shdl find them soon enough,” Mr Wedls said, "but that will comein time. Our problemisno longer
how to confront this menace, but how to enjoy the spoils of victory. We have the products of the Martian
intelligence dl about us, and these will be eagerly taken by our scientists. | suspect that the peaceful days
of the past will never entirely return, for these battle-machines and walking vehicles arelikely to bring
fundamental changesto the way of life of everyonein the world. We stand in the early years of anew
century, and it isone which will see many changes. At the heart of those changeswill be anew battle: one
between Science and Conscience. Thisisthe battle the Martianslogt, and it is one we must now fight!*

Mr Wéllslapsed into silence, his breathing heavy, and Ameliaand | stood nervoudy before him.
At length he moved from his position, and lowered hisfists. He cleared histhroat again.

" think thisisno time for speech-making,” he said, apparently disconcerted at the way his e oquence
had slenced us. "To see thisthrough, we must find the Martians. Later, | will contact my publisher and
seeif hewould beinterested in an edition of my thoughts on thistopic.”

| looked around at the silent city. "Y ou cannot believe, g, that after thisthe life of London will return to
normd?'

"Not to normd, Turnbull. Thiswar isnot an ending, but a beginning! The people who fled will return;
our ingtitutions will re-establish themselves. Even the fabric of the city is, for the most part, intact, and can
be quickly rebuilt. Thework of rebuilding will not end with structurd repairs, for the Martian intrusion has
itself served to heighten our own intelligence. As| have said, that presentsits own dangers, but we will
dedl with those asthe need arises.”

Amelia had been staring across the rooftops throughout our exchange, and now she pointed towards
the north-west.

"Look, Edward, Mr Wdldl | think there are some birds therel”

Welooked in the direction shewasindicating, and saw aflight of large birds, black against the brilliant



sky, whirling and diving. They seemed to be along way away.
"Let usinvedtigate this"' said Mr Wells, adjusting the goggles over his eyes once more.

We went back to the Space Machine, and just as we were about to step aboard we heard an intrusive
sound. It was one so familiar to usthat we all reacted in the same moment: it was the braying call of a
Martian, its sren voice echoing from the faces of the buildingsthat fronted the river. But thiswas no
war-cry, nor cdl of the hunt. Instead it was coloured by pain and fear, an aien lament across a broken

aity.
The cdl was two notes, one following the other, endlesdy repeated: "Ulla, ulla, ulla, ulla...”

We saw thefirgt battle-machine in Regent's Park, standing alone. | reached immediately for a
hand-grenade, but Mr Wells restrained me.

“No need for that, Turnbull," he said.

He brought the Space Machine in close to the platform, and we saw the cluster of crows that
surrounded it. The birds had found away into the platform, and now they pecked and snatched at the
flesh of the Martian within.

Its eyes gazed blankly at us through one of the ports at the front. The gaze was as baleful as ever, but
where once it had been cold and madicious, now it wasthe fixed glare of death.

There was a second battle-machine at the foot of Primrose Hill, and here the birds had finished their
work. Splashings of dried blood and discarded flesh lay on the grass a hundred feet beneath the platform.
So we cameto the greet pit that the Martians had built at the top of Primrose Hill. This, the largest of dll,
had become the centre of their operations against London. The earthworks covered the entire crest of
the Hill, and ran down the far sde. At the heart of them lay the projectile that had first landed here, but
the fact that the pit had been subsequently enlarged and fortified was everywhere evident.

Here was the Martians arsenal. Here had been brought their battle-machines, and the spider-like
handling-machines. And here, scattered al about, were the bodies of the dead Martians. Some were
sprawled in the mouth of the projectile, some smply lay on the ground. Others, in alast valiant effort to
confront theinvisible foe, were insde the many battle- machinesthat stood al abot.

Mr Wellslanded the Space Machine ashort distance away from the pit, and turned off the attenuation.
He had landed upwind of the pit, so we were spared the worst effects of the terrible stench that
emanated from the crestures.

With the attenuation off we could once more hear the cry of
the dying Martian. It came from one of the battle-machines standing beside the pit. The cry wasfatering
now, and very weak. We saw that the crows were in attendance, and even as we stepped out of the
Space Machinethelast call of pain was illed.

"MrWedls" | said. "It isjust asyou were saying. The Martians seemed to have been afflicted with
some disease, from drinking the red blood of Englishmen!”



| redlized that Mr Wellswas paying no attention either to me or Amelia, and that he was staring out
across London, seeing the immense gtillness of the city with tear-filled eyes. We stood beside him,
overwhelmed by the sight of the abandoned city, and still nervous of the alien towers that stood around
us

Mr Wells mopped his eyes with his kerchief, then wandered away from us towards the Martian whose
cal we had heard.

Ameliaand | stood by our Space Machine, and watched him as he carefully skirted the rim of the pit,
then stood benegth the battle-machine, staring up at the glittering engine above. | saw him fumbleina
pocket, and produce the leather-bound note book he had been using in the laboratory. He, wrote
something ingdethis, then returned it to his pocket.

He was by the battle-machine for severa minutes, but at last he returned to us. He seemed to have
recovered from his moment of emotion, and walked briskly and directly towards us.

"Thereis something | have never, said to you before," he said, addressing us both. "I believe you saved
my life, the day you found me by the river with the curate. | have never thanked you enough.”

| said: ™Y ou built the Space Machine, Mr Wells. Nothing that we have accomplished would have been
possible without that."

He dismissed this remark with awave of hishand.
"Miss Fitzgibbon," hesad. "Will you excuse meif | leave on my own?'
"You are not going, Mr Wdl|s?'

"1 have much to do. Wewill meet again, never fear. | shdl call onyou at Richmond at the earliest
opportunity.”

"But gr," | sad. "Whereare you going?"

"I think | must find my way to Leatherhead, Mr Turnbull. | was on ajourney to find my wife when you
met me, and now | must complete that journey. Whether sheisdead or diveis something that isonly my
concern.”

"But we could take you to Leatherhead in the Space Machine," said Amdlia.
"There will be no need for that. | can find my way."

He extended his hand to me, and | took it uncertainly. Mr Wellss grip wasfirm, but | did not
understand why he should leave us so unexpectedly. When he released my hand he turned to Amedia,
and she embraced him warmly.

He nodded to me, then turned away and walked down the side of the Hill.

Somewhere behind us there came a sudden sound: it was ahigh-pitched shrieking, not at al unlike the
Martians srens. | jumped in alarm, and looked al about me... but there was no movement from any of
the Martian devices. Amelia, standing beside me, had aso reacted to the sound, but her attention was
taken up with Mr Wdlssactions.

The gentleman in question had gone no more than afew yards, and, disregarding the shriek, was
looking through the notebook. | saw him take two or three of the pages, then rip them out. He screwed



them up in his hand, and tossed them amongst the debris of the Martians presence. He glanced back at
us, and saw we were both watching him.

After amoment he climbed back to where we stood.

"There'sjust one other thing, Turnbull," he said. "I have treated the account of your adventureson Mars
with great seriousness, improbable as your story sometimes seemed.”

"But Mr Wdlls"

He raised his hand to silence me. "1t would not be right to dismiss your account astotal fabrication, but
you would be hard put to substantiate what you told me."

| was astounded to hear my friend say such things! Hisimplication was no less than that Ameiaand |
were not telling the truth! | stepped forward angrily.. but then | felt agentle touch on my arm.

| looked at Amelia, and saw that she was smiling. "Edward, thereisno need for this," she said.
| saw that Mr Wellswas smiling too, and that there was something of agleamin hiseye.
"Weadl have our talesto tel, Mr Turnbull," he said. "Good day to you."

With that, he turned away and strode determinedly down the Hill, replacing the notebook in his
breast-pocket.

"Mr Wellsisbehaving very strangdy,” | said. "He has come with usto this cataclysm, when suddenly
he abandons us just when we most need him. Now he s casting doubt on-"

| was interrupted by arepetition of the shrieking sound we had heard aminute or so earlier. It was
much closer now, and both Ameliaand | redlized smultaneoudy what it was.

Weturned and stared down the Hill, towards the north eastern side, where the railway-line runs
towards Euston. A moment later we saw the train moving dowly over the rusting lines, throwing up huge
white clouds of steam.- The driver blew thewhistle for the third time, and the shriek reverberated around
the whole city below. Asif in answer there came a second sound. A bell begantotoll inachurch by St
John'sWood. Startled, the crows | eft their macabre pickings and flapped noisily into the sky. Ameliaand
| leapt up and down at the crest of Primrose Hill, waving our kerchiefsto the passengers. Asthe'train
moved dowly out of sight, | took Ameliainto my arms. | kissed her passionately, and, with ajoyous
sense of reawakening hope, we sat down on the bedstead to wait for the first peopleto arrive.

THE END
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