
1 
 

Please Return to: 

Mrs. Mary Mueller 

4930 – 138
th

 Circle 

Apple Valley, MN  55142 

The War of 
the Worlds 
By  H. G. Wells 

Book One 

The Coming of the Martians 

 

Chapter Two - The Falling Star 

Then came the night of the first falling star. It was seen early in 

the morning, rushing over Winchester eastward, a line of flame 

high in the atmosphere. Hundreds must have seen it, and taken it 

for an ordinary falling star. Albin described it as leaving a 

greenish streak behind it that glowed for some seconds. Denning, 

our greatest authority on meteorites, stated that the height of its 

first appearance was about ninety or one hundred miles. It seemed 

to him that it fell to earth about one hundred miles east of him. 

I was at home at that hour and writing in my study; and although 

my French windows face towards Ottershaw and the blind was up 

(for I loved in those days to look up at the night sky), I saw 

nothing of it. Yet this strangest of all things that ever came to 

earth from outer space must have fallen while I was sitting there, 

visible to me had I only looked up as it passed. Some of those 

who saw its flight say it travelled with a hissing sound. I myself 

heard nothing of that. Many people in Berkshire, Surrey, and 

Middlesex must have seen the fall of it, and, at most, have thought 

that another meteorite had descended. No one seems to have 

troubled to look for the fallen mass that night. 

But very early in the morning poor Ogilvy, who had seen the 

shooting star and who was persuaded that a meteorite lay 

somewhere on the common between Horsell, Ottershaw, and 

Woking, rose early with the idea of finding it. Find it he did, soon 

after dawn, and not far from the sand pits. An enormous hole had 

been made by the impact of the projectile, and the sand and gravel 

had been flung violently in every direction over the heath, 

forming heaps visible a mile and a half away. The heather was on 

fire eastward, and a thin blue smoke rose against the dawn. 

The Thing itself lay almost entirely buried in sand, amidst the 

scattered splinters of a fir tree it had shivered to fragments in its 

descent. The uncovered part had the appearance of a huge 

cylinder, caked over and its outline softened by a thick scaly dun-

coloured incrustation. It had a diameter of about thirty yards. He 

approached the mass, surprised at the size and more so at the 

shape, since most meteorites are rounded more or less completely. 

It was, however, still so hot from its flight through the air as to 

forbid his near approach. A stirring noise within its cylinder he 

ascribed to the unequal cooling of its surface; for at that time it 

had not occurred to him that it might be hollow. 

He remained standing at the edge of the pit that the Thing had 

made for itself, staring at its strange appearance, astonished 

chiefly at its unusual shape and colour, and dimly perceiving even 

then some evidence of design in its arrival. The early morning 

was wonderfully still, and the sun, just clearing the pine trees 

towards Weybridge, was already warm. He did not remember 

hearing any birds that morning, there was certainly no breeze 

stirring, and the only sounds were the faint movements from 

within the cindery cylinder. He was all alone on the common. 

Then suddenly he noticed with a start that some of the grey 

clinker, the ashy incrustation that covered the meteorite, was 

falling off the circular edge of the end. It was dropping off in 

flakes and raining down upon the sand. A large piece suddenly 

came off and fell with a sharp noise that brought his heart into his 

mouth. 

For a minute he scarcely realised what this meant, and, although 

the heat was excessive, he clambered down into the pit close to 

the bulk to see the Thing more clearly. He fancied even then that 

the cooling of the body might account for this, but what disturbed 

that idea was the fact that the ash was falling only from the end of 

the cylinder. 

And then he perceived that, very slowly, the circular top of the 

cylinder was rotating on its body. It was such a gradual movement 

that he discovered it only through noticing that a black mark that 

had been near him five minutes ago was now at the other side of 

the circumference. Even then he scarcely understood what this 

indicated, until he heard a muffled grating sound and saw the 

black mark jerk forward an inch or so. Then the thing came upon 

him in a flash. The cylinder was artificial--hollow--with an end 

that screwed out! Something within the cylinder was unscrewing 

the top! 

"Good heavens!" said Ogilvy. "There's a man in it--men in it! Half 

roasted to death! Trying to escape!" 

At once, with a quick mental leap, he linked the Thing with the 

flash upon Mars. 

The thought of the confined creature was so dreadful to him that 

he forgot the heat and went forward to the cylinder to help turn. 

But luckily the dull radiation arrested him before he could burn 

his hands on the still-glowing metal. At that he stood irresolute for 

a moment, then turned, scrambled out of the pit, and set off 

running wildly into Woking. The time then must have been 

somewhere about six o'clock. He met a waggoner and tried to 

make him understand, but the tale he told and his appearance were 

so wild--his hat had fallen off in the pit--that the man simply 

drove on. He was equally unsuccessful with the potman who was 

just unlocking the doors of the public-house by Horsell Bridge. 

The fellow thought he was a lunatic at large and made an 

unsuccessful attempt to shut him into the taproom. That sobered 

him a little; and when he saw Henderson, the London journalist, 

in his garden, he called over the palings and made himself 

understood. 

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

"Well?" said Henderson. 

"It's out on Horsell Common now." 

"Good Lord!" said Henderson. "Fallen meteorite! That's good." 
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"But it's something more than a meteorite. It's a cylinder--an 

artificial cylinder, man! And there's something inside." 

Henderson stood up with his spade in his hand. 

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

Ogilvy told him all that he had seen. Henderson was a minute or 

so taking it in. Then he dropped his spade, snatched up his jacket, 

and came out into the road. The two men hurried back at once to 

the common, and found the cylinder still lying in the same 

position. But now the sounds inside had ceased, and a thin circle 

of bright metal showed between the top and the body of the 

cylinder. Air was either entering or escaping at the rim with a 

thin, sizzling sound. 

They listened, rapped on the scaly burnt metal with a stick, and, 

meeting with no response, they both concluded the man or men 

inside must be insensible or dead. 

Of course the two were quite unable to do anything. They shouted 

consolation and promises, and went off back to the town again to 

get help. One can imagine them, covered with sand, excited and 

disordered, running up the little street in the bright sunlight just as 

the shop folks were taking down their shutters and people were 

opening their bedroom windows. Henderson went into the railway 

station at once, in order to telegraph the news to London. The 

newspaper articles had prepared men's minds for the reception of 

the idea. 

By eight o'clock a number of boys and unemployed men had 

already started for the common to see the "dead men from Mars." 

That was the form the story took. I heard of it first from my 

newspaper boy about a quarter to nine when I went out to get 

my Daily Chronicle. I was naturally startled, and lost no time in 

going out and across the Ottershaw bridge to the sand pits. 

Chapter Three - On Horsell Common 

I found a little crowd of perhaps twenty people surrounding the 

huge hole in which the cylinder lay. I have already described the 

appearance of that colossal bulk, embedded in the ground. The 

turf and gravel about it seemed charred as if by a sudden 

explosion. No doubt its impact had caused a flash of fire. 

Henderson and Ogilvy were not there. I think they perceived that 

nothing was to be done for the present, and had gone away to 

breakfast at Henderson's house. 

There were four or five boys sitting on the edge of the Pit, with 

their feet dangling, and amusing themselves--until I stopped them-

-by throwing stones at the giant mass. After I had spoken to them 

about it, they began playing at "touch" in and out of the group of 

bystanders. 

Among these were a couple of cyclists, a jobbing gardener I 

employed sometimes, a girl carrying a baby, Gregg the butcher 

and his little boy, and two or three loafers and golf caddies who 

were accustomed to hang about the railway station. There was 

very little talking. Few of the common people in England had 

anything but the vaguest astronomical ideas in those days. Most of 

them were staring quietly at the big tablelike end of the cylinder, 

which was still as Ogilvy and Henderson had left it. I fancy the 

popular expectation of a heap of charred corpses was disappointed 

at this inanimate bulk. Some went away while I was there, and 

other people came. I clambered into the pit and fancied I heard a 

faint movement under my feet. The top had certainly ceased to 

rotate. 

It was only when I got thus close to it that the strangeness of this 

object was at all evident to me. At the first glance it was really no 

more exciting than an overturned carriage or a tree blown across 

the road. Not so much so, indeed. It looked like a rusty gas float. 

It required a certain amount of scientific education to perceive 

that the grey scale of the Thing was no common oxide, that the 

yellowish-white metal that gleamed in the crack between the lid 

and the cylinder had an unfamiliar hue. "Extra-terrestrial" had no 

meaning for most of the onlookers. 

At that time it was quite clear in my own mind that the Thing had 

come from the planet Mars, but I judged it improbable that it 

contained any living creature. I thought the unscrewing might be 

automatic. In spite of Ogilvy, I still believed that there were men 

in Mars. My mind ran fancifully on the possibilities of its 

containing manuscript, on the difficulties in translation that might 

arise, whether we should find coins and models in it, and so forth. 

Yet it was a little too large for assurance on this idea. I felt an 

impatience to see it opened. About eleven, as nothing seemed 

happening, I walked back, full of such thought, to my home in 

Maybury. But I found it difficult to get to work upon my abstract 

investigations. 

In the afternoon the appearance of the common had altered very 

much. The early editions of the evening papers had startled 

London with enormous headlines: 

"A MESSAGE RECEIVED FROM MARS." 

"REMARKABLE STORY FROM WOKING," 

and so forth. In addition, Ogilvy's wire to the Astronomical 

Exchange had roused every observatory in the three kingdoms. 

There were half a dozen flies or more from the Woking station 

standing in the road by the sand pits, a basket-chaise from 

Chobham, and a rather lordly carriage. Besides that, there was 

quite a heap of bicycles. In addition, a large number of people 

must have walked, in spite of the heat of the day, from Woking 

and Chertsey, so that there was altogether quite a considerable 

crowd--one or two gaily dressed ladies among the others. 

It was glaringly hot, not a cloud in the sky nor a breath of wind, 

and the only shadow was that of the few scattered pine trees. The 

burning heather had been extinguished, but the level ground 

towards Ottershaw was blackened as far as one could see, and still 

giving off vertical streamers of smoke. An enterprising sweet-

stuff dealer in the Chobham Road had sent up his son with a 

barrow-load of green apples and ginger beer. 

Going to the edge of the pit, I found it occupied by a group of 

about half a dozen men--Henderson, Ogilvy, and a tall, fair-haired 

man that I afterwards learned was Stent, the Astronomer Royal, 
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with several workmen wielding spades and pickaxes. Stent was 

giving directions in a clear, high-pitched voice. He was standing 

on the cylinder, which was now evidently much cooler; his face 

was crimson and streaming with perspiration, and something 

seemed to have irritated him. 

A large portion of the cylinder had been uncovered, though its 

lower end was still embedded. As soon as Ogilvy saw me among 

the staring crowd on the edge of the pit he called to me to come 

down, and asked me if I would mind going over to see Lord 

Hilton, the lord of the manor. 

The growing crowd, he said, was becoming a serious impediment 

to their excavations, especially the boys. They wanted a light 

railing put up, and help to keep the people back. He told me that a 

faint stirring was occasionally still audible within the case, but 

that the workmen had failed to unscrew the top, as it afforded no 

grip to them. The case appeared to be enormously thick, and it 

was possible that the faint sounds we heard represented a noisy 

tumult in the interior. 

I was very glad to do as he asked, and so become one of the 

privileged spectators within the contemplated enclosure. I failed 

to find Lord Hilton at his house, but I was told he was expected 

from London by the six o'clock train from Waterloo; and as it was 

then about a quarter past five, I went home, had some tea, and 

walked up to the station to waylay him. 

Chapter Four - The Cylinder Opens 

When I returned to the common the sun was setting. Scattered 

groups were hurrying from the direction of Woking, and one or 

two persons were returning. The crowd about the pit had 

increased, and stood out black against the lemon yellow of the 

sky--a couple of hundred people, perhaps. There were raised 

voices, and some sort of struggle appeared to be going on about 

the pit. Strange imaginings passed through my mind. As I drew 

nearer I heard Stent's voice: 

"Keep back! Keep back!" 

A boy came running towards me. 

"It's a-movin'," he said to me as he passed; "a-screwin' and a-

screwin' out. I don't like it. I'm a-goin' 'ome, I am." 

I went on to the crowd. There were really, I should think, two or 

three hundred people elbowing and jostling one another, the one 

or two ladies there being by no means the least active. 

"He's fallen in the pit!" cried some one. 

"Keep back!" said several. 

The crowd swayed a little, and I elbowed my way through. Every 

one seemed greatly excited. I heard a peculiar humming sound 

from the pit. 

"I say!" said Ogilvy; "help keep these idiots back. We don't know 

what's in the confounded thing, you know!" 

I saw a young man, a shop assistant in Woking I believe he was, 

standing on the cylinder and trying to scramble out of the hole 

again. The crowd had pushed him in. 

The end of the cylinder was being screwed out from within. 

Nearly two feet of shining screw projected. Somebody blundered 

against me, and I narrowly missed being pitched onto the top of 

the screw. I turned, and as I did so the screw must have come out, 

for the lid of the cylinder fell upon the gravel with a ringing 

concussion. I stuck my elbow into the person behind me, and 

turned my head towards the Thing again. For a moment that 

circular cavity seemed perfectly black. I had the sunset in my 

eyes. 

I think everyone expected to see a man emerge--possibly 

something a little unlike us terrestrial men, but in all essentials a 

man. I know I did. But, looking, I presently saw something 

stirring within the shadow: greyish billowy movements, one 

above another, and then two luminous disks--like eyes. Then 

something resembling a little grey snake, about the thickness of a 

walking stick, coiled up out of the writhing middle, and wriggled 

in the air towards me--and then another. 

A sudden chill came over me. There was a loud shriek from a 

woman behind. I half turned, keeping my eyes fixed upon the 

cylinder still, from which other tentacles were now projecting, and 

began pushing my way back from the edge of the pit. I saw 

astonishment giving place to horror on the faces of the people 

about me. I heard inarticulate exclamations on all sides. There 

was a general movement backwards. I saw the shopman 

struggling still on the edge of the pit. I found myself alone, and 

saw the people on the other side of the pit running off, Stent 

among them. I looked again at the cylinder, and ungovernable 

terror gripped me. I stood petrified and staring. 

A big greyish rounded bulk, the size, perhaps, of a bear, was 

rising slowly and painfully out of the cylinder. As it bulged up 

and caught the light, it glistened like wet leather. 

Two large dark-coloured eyes were regarding me steadfastly. The 

mass that framed them, the head of the thing, was rounded, and 

had, one might say, a face. There was a mouth under the eyes, the 

lipless brim of which quivered and panted, and dropped saliva. 

The whole creature heaved and pulsated convulsively. A lank 

tentacular appendage gripped the edge of the cylinder, another 

swayed in the air. 

Those who have never seen a living Martian can scarcely imagine 

the strange horror of its appearance. The peculiar V-shaped mouth 

with its pointed upper lip, the absence of brow ridges, the absence 

of a chin beneath the wedgelike lower lip, the incessant quivering 

of this mouth, the Gorgon groups of tentacles, the tumultuous 

breathing of the lungs in a strange atmosphere, the evident 

heaviness and painfulness of movement due to the greater 

gravitational energy of the earth--above all, the extraordinary 

intensity of the immense eyes--were at once vital, intense, 

inhuman, crippled and monstrous. There was something fungoid 

in the oily brown skin, something in the clumsy deliberation of 

the tedious movements unspeakably nasty. Even at this first 

encounter, this first glimpse, I was overcome with disgust and 

dread. 
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Suddenly the monster vanished. It had toppled over the brim of 

the cylinder and fallen into the pit, with a thud like the fall of a 

great mass of leather. I heard it give a peculiar thick cry, and 

forthwith another of these creatures appeared darkly in the deep 

shadow of the aperture. 

I turned and, running madly, made for the first group of trees, 

perhaps a hundred yards away; but I ran slantingly and stumbling, 

for I could not avert my face from these things. 

There, among some young pine trees and furze bushes, I stopped, 

panting, and waited further developments. The common round the 

sand pits was dotted with people, standing like myself in a half-

fascinated terror, staring at these creatures, or rather at the heaped 

gravel at the edge of the pit in which they lay. And then, with a 

renewed horror, I saw a round, black object bobbing up and down 

on the edge of the pit. It was the head of the shopman who had 

fallen in, but showing as a little black object against the hot 

western sun. Now he got his shoulder and knee up, and again he 

seemed to slip back until only his head was visible. Suddenly he 

vanished, and I could have fancied a faint shriek had reached me. 

I had a momentary impulse to go back and help him that my fears 

overruled. 

Everything was then quite invisible, hidden by the deep pit and 

the heap of sand that the fall of the cylinder had made. Anyone 

coming along the road from Chobham or Woking would have 

been amazed at the sight--a dwindling multitude of perhaps a 

hundred people or more standing in a great irregular circle, in 

ditches, behind bushes, behind gates and hedges, saying little to 

one another and that in short, excited shouts, and staring, staring 

hard at a few heaps of sand. The barrow of ginger beer stood, a 

queer derelict, black against the burning sky, and in the sand pits 

was a row of deserted vehicles with their horses feeding out of 

nosebags or pawing the ground. 

NOTE:  A group of men approach the cylinder with a white flag 

of surrender as a sign of peace.  Out of the pit comes a beam of 

heat and light that incinerates the men.  About 40 are killed.  As 

others flee, a few more are trampled to death.  The narrator 

returns home to a pleasant meal with his wife.  They are not 

sure what is to come and if they are in danger. 

Chapter Eight - Friday Night 

The most extraordinary thing to my mind, of all the strange and 

wonderful things that happened upon that Friday, was the 

dovetailing of the commonplace habits of our social order with 

the first beginnings of the series of events that was to topple that 

social order headlong. If on Friday night you had taken a pair of 

compasses and drawn a circle with a radius of five miles round 

the Woking sand pits, I doubt if you would have had one human 

being outside it, unless it were some relation of Stent or of the 

three or four cyclists or London people lying dead on the 

common, whose emotions or habits were at all affected by the 

new-comers. Many people had heard of the cylinder, of course, 

and talked about it in their leisure, but it certainly did not make 

the sensation that an ultimatum to Germany would have done. 

In London that night poor Henderson's telegram describing the 

gradual unscrewing of the shot was judged to be a canard, and his 

evening paper, after wiring for authentication from him and 

receiving no reply--the man was killed--decided not to print a 

special edition. 

Even within the five-mile circle the great majority of people were 

inert. I have already described the behaviour of the men and 

women to whom I spoke. All over the district people were dining 

and supping; working men were gardening after the labours of the 

day, children were being put to bed, young people were 

wandering through the lanes love-making, students sat over their 

books. 

Maybe there was a murmur in the village streets, a novel and 

dominant topic in the public-houses, and here and there a 

messenger, or even an eye-witness of the later occurrences, 

caused a whirl of excitement, a shouting, and a running to and fro; 

but for the most part the daily routine of working, eating, 

drinking, sleeping, went on as it had done for countless years--as 

though no planet Mars existed in the sky. Even at Woking station 

and Horsell and Chobham that was the case. 

In Woking junction, until a late hour, trains were stopping and 

going on, others were shunting on the sidings, passengers were 

alighting and waiting, and everything was proceeding in the most 

ordinary way. A boy from the town, trenching on Smith's 

monopoly, was selling papers with the afternoon's news. The 

ringing impact of trucks, the sharp whistle of the engines from the 

junction, mingled with their shouts of "Men from Mars!" Excited 

men came into the station about nine o'clock with incredible 

tidings, and caused no more disturbance than drunkards might 

have done. … 

A curious crowd lingered restlessly, people coming and going but 

the crowd remaining, both on the Chobham and Horsell bridges. 

One or two adventurous souls, it was afterwards found, went into 

the darkness and crawled quite near the Martians; but they never 

returned, for now and again a light-ray, like the beam of a 

warship's searchlight swept the common, and the Heat-Ray was 

ready to follow. Save for such, that big area of common was silent 

and desolate, and the charred bodies lay about on it all night under 

the stars, and all the next day. A noise of hammering from the pit 

was heard by many people. 

So you have the state of things on Friday night. In the centre, 

sticking into the skin of our old planet Earth like a poisoned dart, 

was this cylinder. But the poison was scarcely working yet. 

Around it was a patch of silent common, smouldering in places, 

and with a few dark, dimly seen objects lying in contorted 

attitudes here and there. Here and there was a burning bush or 

tree. Beyond was a fringe of excitement, and farther than that 

fringe the inflammation had not crept as yet. In the rest of the 

world the stream of life still flowed as it had flowed for 

immemorial years. The fever of war that would presently clog 

vein and artery, deaden nerve and destroy brain, had still to 

develop. 

All night long the Martians were hammering and stirring, 

sleepless, indefatigable, at work upon the machines they were 

making ready, and ever and again a puff of greenish-white smoke 

whirled up to the starlit sky. 
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About eleven a company of soldiers came through Horsell, and 

deployed along the edge of the common to form a cordon. Later a 

second company marched through Chobham to deploy on the 

north side of the common. Several officers from the Inkerman 

barracks had been on the common earlier in the day, and one, 

Major Eden, was reported to be missing. The colonel of the 

regiment came to the Chobham bridge and was busy questioning 

the crowd at midnight. The military authorities were certainly 

alive to the seriousness of the business. About eleven, the next 

morning's papers were able to say, a squadron of hussars, two 

Maxims, and about four hundred men of the Cardigan regiment 

started from Aldershot. 

A few seconds after midnight the crowd in the Chertsey road, 

Woking, saw a star fall from heaven into the pine woods to the 

northwest. It had a greenish colour, and caused a silent brightness 

like summer lightning. This was the second cylinder. 

Chapter Nine - The Fighting Begins 

Saturday lives in my memory as a day of suspense. It was a day of 

lassitude too, hot and close, with, I am told, a rapidly fluctuating 

barometer. I had slept but little, though my wife had succeeded in 

sleeping, and I rose early. I went into my garden before breakfast 

and stood listening, but towards the common there was nothing 

stirring but a lark. 

The milkman came as usual. I heard the rattle of his chariot and I 

went round to the side gate to ask the latest news. He told me that 

during the night the Martians had been surrounded by troops, and 

that guns were expected. Then--a familiar, reassuring note--I 

heard a train running towards Woking. 

"They aren't to be killed," said the milkman, "if that can possibly 

be avoided." 

I saw my neighbour gardening, chatted with him for a time, and 

then strolled in to breakfast. It was a most unexceptional morning. 

My neighbour was of opinion that the troops would be able to 

capture or to destroy the Martians during the day. 

"It's a pity they make themselves so unapproachable," he said. "It 

would be curious to know how they live on another planet; we 

might learn a thing or two." 

He came up to the fence and extended a handful of strawberries, 

for his gardening was as generous as it was enthusiastic. At the 

same time he told me of the burning of the pine woods about the 

Byfleet Golf Links. 

"They say," said he, "that there's another of those blessed things 

fallen there--number two. But one's enough, surely. This lot'll cost 

the insurance people a pretty penny before everything's settled." 

He laughed with an air of the greatest good humour as he said 

this. The woods, he said, were still burning, and pointed out a 

haze of smoke to me. "They will be hot under foot for days, on 

account of the thick soil of pine needles and turf," he said, and 

then grew serious over "poor Ogilvy." 

After breakfast, instead of working, I decided to walk down 

towards the common. Under the railway bridge I found a group of 

soldiers--sappers, I think, men in small round caps, dirty red 

jackets unbuttoned, and showing their blue shirts, dark trousers, 

and boots coming to the calf. They told me no one was allowed 

over the canal, and, looking along the road towards the bridge, I 

saw one of the Cardigan men standing sentinel there. I talked with 

these soldiers for a time; I told them of my sight of the Martians 

on the previous evening. None of them had seen the Martians, and 

they had but the vaguest ideas of them, so that they plied me with 

questions. They said that they did not know who had authorised 

the movements of the troops; their idea was that a dispute had 

arisen at the Horse Guards. The ordinary sapper is a great deal 

better educated than the common soldier, and they discussed the 

peculiar conditions of the possible fight with some acuteness. I 

described the Heat-Ray to them, and they began to argue among 

themselves. 

"Crawl up under cover and rush 'em, say I," said one. 

"Get aht!," said another. "What's cover against this 'ere 'eat? 

Sticks to cook yer! What we got to do is to go as near as the 

ground'll let us, and then drive a trench." 

"Blow yer trenches! You always want trenches; you ought to ha' 

been born a rabbit Snippy." 

"'Ain't they got any necks, then?" said a third, abruptly--a little, 

contemplative, dark man, smoking a pipe. 

I repeated my description. 

"Octopuses," said he, "that's what I calls 'em. Talk about fishers of 

men--fighters of fish it is this time!" 

"It ain't no murder killing beasts like that," said the first speaker. 

"Why not shell the darned things strite off and finish 'em?" said 

the little dark man. "You carn tell what they might do." 

"Where's your shells?" said the first speaker. "There ain't no time. 

Do it in a rush, that's my tip, and do it at once." 

So they discussed it. After a while I left them, and went on to the 

railway station to get as many morning papers as I could. 

…I found people in the town quite secure again in the presence of 

the military, and I heard for the first time from Marshall, the 

tobacconist, that his son was among the dead on the common. The 

soldiers had made the people on the outskirts of Horsell lock up 

and leave their houses. 

I got back to lunch about two, very tired for, as I have said, the 

day was extremely hot and dull; and in order to refresh myself I 

took a cold bath in the afternoon. About half past four I went up to 

the railway station to get an evening paper, for the morning papers 

had contained only a very inaccurate description of the killing of 

Stent, Henderson, Ogilvy, and the others. But there was little I 

didn't know. The Martians did not show an inch of themselves. 

They seemed busy in their pit, and there was a sound of 



6 
 

hammering and an almost continuous streamer of smoke. 

Apparently they were busy getting ready for a struggle. "Fresh 

attempts have been made to signal, but without success," was the 

stereotyped formula of the papers. … 

…I must confess the sight of all this armament, all this 

preparation, greatly excited me. My imagination became 

belligerent, and defeated the invaders in a dozen striking ways; 

something of my schoolboy dreams of battle and heroism came 

back. It hardly seemed a fair fight to me at that time. They seemed 

very helpless in that pit of theirs. 

About three o'clock there began the thud of a gun at measured 

intervals from Chertsey or Addlestone. I learned that the 

smouldering pine wood into which the second cylinder had fallen 

was being shelled, in the hope of destroying that object before it 

opened. It was only about five, however, that a field gun reached 

Chobham for use against the first body of Martians. 

About six in the evening, as I sat at tea with my wife in the 

summerhouse talking vigorously about the battle that was 

lowering upon us, I heard a muffled detonation from the common, 

and immediately after a gust of firing. Close on the heels of that 

came a violent rattling crash, quite close to us, that shook the 

ground; and, starting out upon the lawn, I saw the tops of the trees 

about the Oriental College burst into smoky red flame, and the 

tower of the little church beside it slide down into ruin. The 

pinnacle of the mosque had vanished, and the roof line of the 

college itself looked as if a hundred-ton gun had been at work 

upon it. One of our chimneys cracked as if a shot had hit it, flew, 

and a piece of it came clattering down the tiles and made a heap 

of broken red fragments upon the flower bed by my study 

window. 

I and my wife stood amazed. Then I realised that the crest of 

Maybury Hill must be within range of the Martians' Heat-Ray 

now that the college was cleared out of the way. 

At that I gripped my wife's arm, and without ceremony ran her out 

into the road. Then I fetched out the servant, telling her I would 

go upstairs myself for the box she was clamouring for. 

"We can't possibly stay here," I said; and as I spoke the firing 

reopened for a moment upon the common. 

"But where are we to go?" said my wife in terror. 

I thought perplexed. Then I remembered her cousins at 

Leatherhead. 

"Leatherhead!" I shouted above the sudden noise. 

She looked away from me downhill. The people were coming out 

of their houses, astonished. 

"How are we to get to Leatherhead?" she said. 

Down the hill I saw a bevy of hussars ride under the railway 

bridge; three galloped through the open gates of the Oriental 

College; two others dismounted, and began running from house to 

house. The sun, shining through the smoke that drove up from the 

tops of the trees, seemed blood red, and threw an unfamiliar lurid 

light upon everything. 

"Stop here," said I; "you are safe here"; and I started off at once 

for the Spotted Dog, for I knew the landlord had a horse and dog 

cart. I ran, for I perceived that in a moment everyone upon this 

side of the hill would be moving. I found him in his bar, quite 

unaware of what was going on behind his house. A man stood 

with his back to me, talking to him. 

"I must have a pound," said the landlord, "and I've no one to drive 

it." 

"I'll give you two," said I, over the stranger's shoulder. 

"What for?" 

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

"Lord!" said the landlord; "what's the hurry? I'm selling my bit of 

a pig. Two pounds, and you bring it back? What's going on now?" 

I explained hastily that I had to leave my home, and so secured 

the dog cart. At the time it did not seem to me nearly so urgent 

that the landlord should leave his. I took care to have the cart 

there and then, drove it off down the road, and, leaving it in 

charge of my wife and servant, rushed into my house and packed 

a few valuables, such plate as we had, and so forth. The beech 

trees below the house were burning while I did this, and the 

palings up the road glowed red. While I was occupied in this way, 

one of the dismounted hussars came running up. He was going 

from house to house, warning people to leave. He was going on as 

I came out of my front door, lugging my treasures, done up in a 

tablecloth. I shouted after him: 

"What news?" 

He turned, stared, bawled something about "crawling out in a 

thing like a dish cover," and ran on to the gate of the house at the 

crest. A sudden whirl of black smoke driving across the road hid 

him for a moment. I ran to my neighbour's door and rapped to 

satisfy myself of what I already knew, that his wife had gone to 

London with him and had locked up their house. I went in again, 

according to my promise, to get my servant's box, lugged it out, 

clapped it beside her on the tail of the dog cart, and then caught 

the reins and jumped up into the driver's seat beside my wife. In 

another moment we were clear of the smoke and noise, and 

spanking down the opposite slope of Maybury Hill towards Old 

Woking. 

…The road was dotted with people running towards us. And very 

faint now, but very distinct through the hot, quiet air, one heard 

the whirr of a machine-gun that was presently stilled, and an 

intermittent cracking of rifles. Apparently the Martians were 

setting fire to everything within range of their Heat-Ray. 

… When I looked back again the second hill had hidden the black 

smoke. I slashed the horse with the whip, and gave him a loose 

rein until Woking and Send lay between us and that quivering 

tumult…. 
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NOTE: The narrator arrives in Leatherhead and leaves his wife 

with relatives.  He can’t help himself, but is driven to return to 

see what is occurring in his own neighborhood.  Plus he had 

promised to return the horse and cart by midnight.  As he travels 

homeward, he encounters the Martians, more terrifying than he 

had imagined.  Back in his town, he finds the man from whom 

he rented the cart dead.   

He makes it to his house and takes time to contemplate the 

situation.  From an upstairs window, he sees a soldier stumbling 

into his yard and invites him in.  The soldier reports that the 

entire military at the scene was wiped out by the heat ray.  As 

morning comes, the narrator and the soldier decide to depart – 

the narrator will return to his wife in Leatherhead and the 

soldier will go to London to meet up with his battery. They 

encounter groups of fugitives on the roads, carts laden with 

belongings. Some have seen the Martians and some have not.  

Periodically as the narrator travels, he encounters the Martians. 

Chapter Twelve – What I Saw of the Destruction 

of Weybridge and Shepperton 

…. "Here they are!" shouted a man in a blue jersey. "Yonder! 

D'yer see them? Yonder!" 

   Quickly, one after the other, one, two, three, four of the 

armoured Martians appeared, far away over the little trees, across 

the flat meadows that stretched towards Chertsey, and striding 

hurriedly towards the river. Little cowled figures they seemed at 

first, going with a rolling motion and as fast as flying birds. 

   Then, advancing obliquely towards us, came a fifth. Their 

armoured bodies glittered in the sun as they swept swiftly forward 

upon the guns, growing rapidly larger as they drew nearer. One on 

the extreme left, the remotest that is, flourished a huge case high 

in the air, and the ghostly, terrible Heat-Ray I had already seen on 

Friday night smote towards Chertsey, and struck the town. 

   At sight of these strange, swift, and terrible creatures the crowd 

near the water's edge seemed to me to be for a moment horror-

struck. There was no screaming or shouting, but a silence. Then a 

hoarse murmur and a movement of feet -- a splashing from the 

water. A man, too frightened to drop the portmanteau he carried 

on his shoulder, swung round and sent me staggering with a blow 

from the corner of his burden. A woman thrust at me with her 

hand and rushed past me. I turned with the rush of the people, but 

I was not too terrified for thought. The terrible Heat-Ray was in 

my mind. To get under water! That was it! 

   "Get under water!" I shouted, unheeded. 

   I faced about again, and rushed towards the approaching 

Martian, rushed right down the gravelly beach and headlong into 

the water. Others did the same. A boatload of people putting back 

came leaping out as I rushed past. The stones under my feet were 

muddy and slippery, and the river was so low that I ran perhaps 

twenty feet scarcely waist-deep. Then, as the Martian towered 

overhead scarcely a couple of hundred yards away, I flung myself 

forward under the surface. The splashes of the people in the boats 

leaping into the river sounded like thunderclaps in my ears…. 

… When, half suffocated, I raised my head above water, the 

Martian's hood pointed at the batteries that were still firing across 

the river, and as it advanced it swung loose what must have been 

the generator of the Heat-Ray. 

   In another moment it was on the bank, and in a stride wading 

halfway across. The knees of its foremost legs bent at the farther 

bank, and in another moment it had raised itself to its full height 

again, close to the village of Shepperton. Forthwith the six guns 

which, unknown to anyone on the right bank, had been hidden 

behind the outskirts of that village, fired simultaneously. The 

sudden near concussion, the last close upon the first, made my 

heart jump. The monster was already raising the case generating 

the Heat-Ray as the first shell burst six yards above the hood. 

   I gave a cry of astonishment I saw and thought nothing of the 

other four Martian monsters; my attention was riveted upon the 

nearer incident. Simultaneously two other shells burst in the air 

near the body as the hood twisted round in time to receive, but not 

in time to dodge, the fourth shell. 

   The shell burst clean in the face of the Thing. The hood bulged, 

flashed, was whirled off in a dozen tattered fragments of red flesh 

and glittering metal. 

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

   I heard answering shouts from the people in the water about me. 

I could have leaped out of the water with that momentary 

exultation. 

   The decapitated colossus reeled like a drunken giant;  

… It struck the tower of Shepperton Church, smashing it down as 

the impact of a battering ram might have done, swerved aside, 

blundered on, and collapsed with tremendous force into the river 

out of my sight… 

 My attention was diverted from this death flurry by a furious 

yelling, like that of the thing called a siren in our manufacturing 

towns. A man, knee-deep near the towing path, shouted inaudibly 

to me and pointed. Looking back, I saw the other Martians 

advancing with gigantic strides down the riverbank from the 

direction of Chertsey….    

At that I ducked at once under water, and, holding my breath until 

movement was an agony, blundered painfully ahead under the 

surface as long as I could. The water was in a tumult about me, 

and rapidly growing hotter. 

   When for a moment I raised my head to take breath and throw 

the hair and water from my eyes, the steam was rising in a 

whirling white fog that at first hid the Martians altogether. The 

noise was deafening. Then I saw them dimly, colossal figures of 

grey, magnified by the mist. They had passed by me, and two 

were stooping over the frothing, tumultuous ruins of their 

comrade. 

   The third and fourth stood beside him in the water, one perhaps 

two hundreds yards from me… 
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…  For a moment perhaps I stood there, breast-high in the almost 

boiling water, dumbfounded at my position, hopeless of escape. 

Through the reek I could see the people who had been with me in 

the river scrambling out of the water through the reeds, like little 

frogs hurrying through grass from the advance of a man, or 

running to and fro in utter dismay on the towing path. 

   Then suddenly the white flashes of the Heat-Ray came leaping 

towards me. The houses caved in as they dissolved at its touch, 

and darted out flames; the trees changed to fire with a roar. The 

Ray flickered up and down the towing path, licking off the people 

who ran this way and that, and came down to the water's edge not 

fifty yards from where I stood. It swept across the river to 

Shepperton, and the water in its track rose in a boiling weal 

crested with steam. I turned shoreward. 

   In another moment the huge wave, well-nigh at the boiling-

point, had rushed upon me. I screamed aloud, and scalded, half 

blinded, agonised, I staggered through the leaping, hissing water 

towards the shore. Had my foot stumbled, it would have been the 

end. I fell helplessly, in full sight of the Martians, upon the broad, 

bare gravelly spit that runs down to mark the angle of the Wey 

and Thames. I expected nothing but death. 

   I have a dim memory of the foot of a Martian coming down 

within a score of yards of my head, driving straight into the loose 

gravel, whirling it this way and that, and lifting again; of a long 

suspense, and then of the four carrying the debris of their comrade 

between them, now clear and presently faint through a veil of 

smoke, receding interminably, as it seemed to me, across a vast 

space of river and meadow. And then, very slowly; I realised that 

by a miracle I had escaped. 

NOTE:  Meanwhile, a third and fourth cylinder fall, and panic 

grows even in London where the narrator’s brother lives.  The 

brother escapes from London and assists two women who are 

being robbed along the road.  They encounter the Martians 

while they are on a boat escaping.  They see the sixth and 

seventh cylinders fall to earth. 

Book Two 

The Earth Under the Martians 

Chapter One - Under Foot 

In the first book I have wandered so much from my own 

adventures to tell of the experiences of my brother that all through 

the last two chapters I and the curate have been lurking in the 

empty house at Halliford whither we fled to escape the Black 

Smoke. There I will resume. We stopped there all Sunday night 

and all the next day--the day of the panic--in a little island of 

daylight, cut off by the Black Smoke from the rest of the world. 

We could do nothing but wait in aching inactivity during those 

two weary days. 

My mind was occupied by anxiety for my wife. I figured her at 

Leatherhead, terrified, in danger, mourning me already as a dead 

man. I paced the rooms and cried aloud when I thought of how I 

was cut off from her, of all that might happen to her in my 

absence. My cousin I knew was brave enough for any emergency, 

but he was not the sort of man to realise danger quickly, to rise 

promptly. What was needed now was not bravery, but 

circumspection. My only consolation was to believe that the 

Martians were moving Londonward and away from her. Such 

vague anxieties keep the mind sensitive and painful. I grew very 

weary and irritable with the curate's perpetual ejaculations; I tired 

of the sight of his selfish despair. After some ineffectual 

remonstrance I kept away from him, staying in a room--evidently 

a children's schoolroom--containing globes, forms, and 

copybooks. When he followed me thither, I went to a box room at 

the top of the house and, in order to be alone with my aching 

miseries, locked myself in. 

We were hopelessly hemmed in by the Black Smoke all that day 

and the morning of the next. There were signs of people in the 

next house on Sunday evening--a face at a window and moving 

lights, and later the slamming of a door. But I do not know who 

these people were, nor what became of them. We saw nothing of 

them next day. The Black Smoke drifted slowly riverward all 

through Monday morning, creeping nearer and nearer to us, 

driving at last along the roadway outside the house that hid us. 

A Martian came across the fields about midday, laying the stuff 

with a jet of superheated steam that hissed against the walls, 

smashed all the windows it touched, and scalded the curate's hand 

as he fled out of the front room. When at last we crept across the 

sodden rooms and looked out again, the country northward was as 

though a black snowstorm had passed over it. Looking towards 

the river, we were astonished to see an unaccountable redness 

mingling with the black of the scorched meadows. 

For a time we did not see how this change affected our position, 

save that we were relieved of our fear of the Black Smoke. But 

later I perceived that we were no longer hemmed in, that now we 

might get away. So soon as I realised that the way of escape was 

open, my dream of action returned. But the curate was lethargic, 

unreasonable. 

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

I resolved to leave him--would that I had! Wiser now for the 

artilleryman's teaching, I sought out food and drink. I had found 

oil and rags for my burns, and I also took a hat and a flannel shirt 

that I found in one of the bedrooms. When it was clear to him that 

I meant to go alone--had reconciled myself to going alone--he 

suddenly roused himself to come. And all being quiet throughout 

the afternoon, we started about five o'clock, as I should judge, 

along the blackened road to Sunbury. 

In Sunbury, and at intervals along the road, were dead bodies 

lying in contorted attitudes, horses as well as men, overturned 

carts and luggage, all covered thickly with black dust. That pall of 

cindery powder made me think of what I had read of the 

destruction of Pompeii. We got to Hampton Court without 

misadventure, our minds full of strange and unfamiliar 

appearances…. We went through Bushey Park, with its deer going 

to and fro under the chestnuts, and some men and women 

hurrying in the distance towards Hampton, and so we came to 

Twickenham. These were the first people we saw. 
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Away across the road the woods beyond Ham and Petersham 

were still afire. Twickenham was uninjured by either Heat-Ray or 

Black Smoke, and there were more people about here, though 

none could give us news. For the most part they were like 

ourselves, taking advantage of a lull to shift their quarters. I have 

an impression that many of the houses here were still occupied by 

scared inhabitants, too frightened even for flight. Here too the 

evidence of a hasty rout was abundant along the road. …but we 

had no glimpse of the Martians until we were some way towards 

Barnes. 

…Then suddenly, as we approached Kew, came a number of 

people running, and the upperworks of a Martian fighting-

machine loomed in sight over the housetops, not a hundred yards 

away from us. We stood aghast at our danger, and had the Martian 

looked down we must immediately have perished. We were so 

terrified that we dared not go on, but turned aside and hid in a 

shed in a garden. There the curate crouched, weeping silently, and 

refusing to stir again. 

But my fixed idea of reaching Leatherhead would not let me rest, 

and in the twilight I ventured out again. I went through a 

shrubbery, and along a passage beside a big house standing in its 

own grounds, and so emerged upon the road towards Kew. The 

curate I left in the shed, but he came hurrying after me. 

That second start was the most foolhardy thing I ever did. For it 

was manifest the Martians were about us. No sooner had the 

curate overtaken me than we saw either the fighting-machine we 

had seen before or another, far away across the meadows in the 

direction of Kew Lodge. Four or five little black figures hurried 

before it across the green-grey of the field, and in a moment it was 

evident this Martian pursued them. In three strides he was among 

them, and they ran radiating from his feet in all directions. He 

used no Heat-Ray to destroy them, but picked them up one by 

one. Apparently he tossed them into the great metallic carrier 

which projected behind him, much as a workman's basket hangs 

over his shoulder. 

It was the first time I realised that the Martians might have any 

other purpose than destruction with defeated humanity. We stood 

for a moment petrified, then turned and fled through a gate behind 

us into a walled garden, fell into, rather than found, a fortunate 

ditch, and lay there, scarce daring to whisper to each other until 

the stars were out. 

I suppose it was nearly eleven o'clock before we gathered courage 

to start again, no longer venturing into the road, but sneaking 

along hedgerows and through plantations, and watching keenly 

through the darkness, he on the right and I on the left, for the 

Martians, who seemed to be all about us.  

…In Sheen my companion suddenly complained of faintness and 

thirst, and we decided to try one of the houses. 

The first house we entered, after a little difficulty with the 

window, was a small semi-detached villa, and I found nothing 

eatable left in the place but some mouldy cheese. There was, 

however, water to drink; and I took a hatchet, which promised to 

be useful in our next housebreaking. 

We then crossed to a place where the road turns towards 

Mortlake. Here there stood a white house within a walled garden, 

and in the pantry of this domicile we found a store of food--two 

loaves of bread in a pan, an uncooked steak, and the half of a ham. 

I give this catalogue so precisely because, as it happened, we were 

destined to subsist upon this store for the next fortnight. Bottled 

beer stood under a shelf, and there were two bags of haricot beans 

and some limp lettuces. This pantry opened into a kind of wash-

up kitchen, and in this was firewood; there was also a cupboard, 

in which we found nearly a dozen of burgundy, tinned soups and 

salmon, and two tins of biscuits. 

We sat in the adjacent kitchen in the dark--for we dared not strike 

a light--and ate bread and ham, and drank beer out of the same 

bottle. The curate, who was still timorous and restless, was now, 

oddly enough, for pushing on, and I was urging him to keep up his 

strength by eating when the thing happened that was to imprison 

us. 

"It can't be midnight yet," I said, and then came a blinding glare of 

vivid green light. Everything in the kitchen leaped out, clearly 

visible in green and black, and vanished again. And then followed 

such a concussion as I have never heard before or since. So close 

on the heels of this as to seem instantaneous came a thud behind 

me, a clash of glass, a crash and rattle of falling masonry all about 

us, and the plaster of the ceiling came down upon us, smashing 

into a multitude of fragments upon our heads. I was knocked 

headlong across the floor against the oven handle and stunned. I 

was insensible for a long time, the curate told me, and when I 

came to we were in darkness again, and he, with a face wet, as I 

found afterwards, with blood from a cut forehead, was dabbing 

water over me. 

For some time I could not recollect what had happened. Then 

things came to me slowly. A bruise on my temple asserted itself. 

"Are you better?" asked the curate in a whisper. 

At last I answered him. I sat up. 

"Don't move," he said. "The floor is covered with smashed 

crockery from the dresser. You can't possibly move without 

making a noise, and I fancy they are outside." 

We both sat quite silent, so that we could scarcely hear each other 

breathing. Everything seemed deadly still, but once something 

near us, some plaster or broken brickwork, slid down with a 

rumbling sound. Outside and very near was an intermittent, 

metallic rattle. 

"That!" said the curate, when presently it happened again. 

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

"A Martian!" said the curate. 

I listened again. 

"It was not like the Heat-Ray," I said, and for a time I was 

inclined to think one of the great fighting-machines had stumbled 
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against the house, as I had seen one stumble against the tower of 

Shepperton Church. 

Our situation was so strange and incomprehensible that for three 

or four hours, until the dawn came, we scarcely moved. And then 

the light filtered in, not through the window, which remained 

black, but through a triangular aperture between a beam and a 

heap of broken bricks in the wall behind us. The interior of the 

kitchen we now saw greyly for the first time. 

The window had been burst in by a mass of garden mould, which 

flowed over the table upon which we had been sitting and lay 

about our feet. Outside, the soil was banked high against the 

house. At the top of the window frame we could see an uprooted 

drainpipe. The floor was littered with smashed hardware; the end 

of the kitchen towards the house was broken into, and since the 

daylight shone in there, it was evident the greater part of the house 

had collapsed. Contrasting vividly with this ruin was the neat 

dresser, stained in the fashion, pale green, and with a number of 

copper and tin vessels below it, the wallpaper imitating blue and 

white tiles, and a couple of coloured supplements fluttering from 

the walls above the kitchen range. 

As the dawn grew clearer, we saw through the gap in the wall the 

body of a Martian, standing sentinel, I suppose, over the still 

glowing cylinder. At the sight of that we crawled as circumspectly 

as possible out of the twilight of the kitchen into the darkness of 

the scullery. 

Abruptly the right interpretation dawned upon my mind. 

"The fifth cylinder," I whispered, "the fifth shot from Mars, has 

struck this house and buried us under the ruins!" 

For a time the curate was silent, and then he whispered: 

"God have mercy upon us!" 

I heard him presently whimpering to himself…. 

Chapter Three – The Days of Imprisonment 

…The curate had possession of the slit when the first men were 

brought to the pit. I was sitting below, huddled up, listening with 

all my ears. He made a sudden movement backward, and I, fearful 

that we were observed, crouched in a spasm of terror. He came 

sliding down the rubbish and crept beside me in the darkness, 

inarticulate, gesticulating, and for a moment I shared his panic. 

His gesture suggested a resignation of the slit, and after a little 

while my curiosity gave me courage, and I rose up, stepped across 

him, and clambered up to it. At first I could see no reason for his 

frantic behaviour. The twilight had now come, the stars were little 

and faint, but the pit was illuminated by the flickering green fire 

that came from the aluminium-making. The whole picture was a 

flickering scheme of green gleams and shifting rusty black 

shadows, strangely trying to the eyes. Over and through it all went 

the bats, heeding it not at all. The sprawling Martians were no 

longer to be seen, the mound of blue-green powder had risen to 

cover them from sight, and a fighting-machine, with its legs 

contracted, crumpled, and abbreviated, stood across the corner of 

the pit. And then, amid the clangour of the machinery, came a 

drifting suspicion, of human voices, that I entertained at first only 

to dismiss. 

   I crouched, watching this fighting-machine closely, satisfying 

myself now for the first time that the hood did indeed contain a 

Martian. As the green flames lifted I could see the oily gleam of 

his integument and the brightness of his eyes. And suddenly I 

heard a yell, and saw a long tentacle reaching over the shoulder of 

the machine to the little cage that hunched upon its back. Then 

something -- something struggling violently -- was lifted high 

against the sky, a black, vague enigma against the starlight; and as 

this black object came down again, I saw by the green brightness 

that it was a man. For an instant he was clearly visible. He was a 

stout, ruddy, middle-aged man, well dressed; three days before, he 

must have been walking the world, a man of considerable 

consequence. I could see his staring eyes and gleams of light on 

his studs and watch chain. He vanished behind the mound, and for 

a moment there was silence. And then began a shrieking and a 

sustained and cheerful hooting from the Martians. 

   I slid down the rubbish, struggled to my feet, clapped my hands 

over my ears… 

   That night, as we lurked in the scullery, balanced between our 

horror and the terrible fascination this peeping had, although I felt 

an urgent need of action I tried in vain to conceive some plan of 

escape; but afterwards, during the second day, I was able to 

consider our position with great clearness. The curate, I found, 

was quite incapable of discussion; this new and culminating 

atrocity had robbed him of all vestiges of reason or forethought. 

Practically he had already sunk to the level of an animal. But, as 

the saying goes, I gripped myself with both hands. It grew upon 

my mind, once I could face the facts, that, terrible as our 

position was, there was as yet no justification for absolute despair. 

Our chief chance lay in the possibility of the Martians making the 

pit nothing more than a temporary encampment. Or even if they 

kept it permanently, they might not consider it necessary to guard 

it, and a chance of escape might be afforded us….  

 …It was on the third day, if my memory serves me right, that I 

saw the lad killed. It was the only occasion on which I actually 

saw the Martians feed. After that experience I avoided the hole in 

the wall for the better part of a day…. 

Chapter Four – The Death of the Curate 

…Suddenly I heard a noise without, the run and smash of slipping 

plaster, and the triangular aperture in the wall was darkened. I 

looked up and saw the lower surface of a handling-machine 

coming slowly across the hole. One of its gripping limbs curled 

amid the debris; another limb appeared, feeling its way over the 

fallen beams. I stood petrified, staring. Then I saw through a sort 

of glass plate near the edge of the body the face, as we may call it, 

and the large dark eyes of a Martian, peering, and then a long 

metallic snake of tentacle came feeling slowly through the hole. 

   I turned by an effort, stumbled over the curate, and stopped at 

the scullery door. The tentacle was now some way, two yards or 

more, in the room, and twisting and turning, with queer sudden 

movements, this way and that. For a while I stood fascinated by 
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that slow, fitful advance. Then, with a faint, hoarse cry, I forced 

myself across the scullery. I trembled violently; I could scarcely 

stand upright. I opened the door of the coal cellar, and stood there 

in the darkness staring at the faintly lit doorway into the kitchen, 

and listening. Had the Martian seen me? What was it doing now? 

   Something was moving to and fro there, very quietly; every now 

and then it tapped against the wall, or started on its movements 

with a faint metallic ringing, like the movements of keys on a 

split-ring. Then a heavy body -- I knew too well what -- was 

dragged across the floor of the kitchen towards the opening. 

Irresistibly attracted, I crept to the door and peeped into the 

kitchen. In the triangle of bright outer sunlight I saw, the Martian, 

in its Briareus of a handling-machine, scrutinising the curate's 

head…. 

…I crept back to the coal cellar, shut the door, and began to cover 

myself up as much as I could, and as noiselessly as possible in the 

darkness, among the firewood and coal therein. Every now and 

then I paused, rigid, to hear if the Martian had thrust its tentacles 

through the opening again. 

   Then the faint metallic, jingle returned. I traced it slowly feeling 

over the kitchen. Presently I heard it nearer -- in the scullery, as I 

judged. I thought that its length might be insufficient to reach me. 

I prayed copiously. It passed, scraping faintly across the cellar 

door. An age of almost intolerable suspense intervened; then I 

heard it fumbling at the latch! It had found the door. The Martians 

understood doors! 

   It worried at the catch for a minute, perhaps, and then the door 

opened. 

   In the darkness I could just see the thing -- like an elephant's 

trunk more than anything else -- waving towards me and touching 

and examining the wall, coals, wood and ceiling. It was like a 

black worm swaying its blind head to and fro. 

   Once, even, it touched the heel of my boot. I was on the verge 

of screaming; I bit my hand. For a time the tentacle was silent. I 

could have fancied it had been withdrawn. Presently, with an 

abrupt click, it gripped something -- I thought it had me! -- and 

seemed to go out of the cellar again. For a minute I was not sure. 

Apparently it had taken a lump of coal to examine. 

   I seized the opportunity of slightly shifting my position, which 

had become cramped, and then listened. I whispered passionate 

prayers for safety. 

   Then I heard the slow, deliberate sound creeping towards me 

again. Slowly, slowly it drew near, scratching against the walls 

and tapping the furniture. 

   While I was still doubtful, it rapped smartly against the cellar 

door and closed it. I heard it go into the pantry, and the biscuit-

tins rattled and a bottle smashed, and then came a heavy bump 

against the cellar door. Then silence that passed into an infinity of 

suspense. 

   Had it gone? 

   At last I decided that it had. 

   It came into the scullery no more; but I lay all the tenth day in 

the close darkness, buried among coals and firewood, not daring 

even to crawl out for the drink for which I craved. It was the 

eleventh day before I ventured so far from my security. 

Chapter Five – The Stillness 

…It was early on the fifteenth day that I heard a curious, familiar 

sequence of sounds in the kitchen, and, listening, identified it as 

the snuffing and scratching of a dog. Going into the kitchen, I saw 

a dog's nose peering in through a break among the ruddy fronds. 

This greatly surprised me. At the scent of me he barked shortly. 

   I crept forward, saying "Good dog!" very softly; but he 

suddenly withdrew his head and disappeared. 

   I listened -- I was not deaf -- but certainly the pit was still. I 

heard a sound like the flutter of a bird's wings, and a hoarse 

croaking, but that was all. 

   For a long while I lay close to the peephole, but not daring to 

move aside the red plants that obscured it. Once or twice I heard a 

faint pitter-patter like the feet of the dog going hither and thither 

on the sand far below me, and there were more birdlike sounds, 

but that was all. At length, encouraged by the silence, I looked 

out. 

   Except in the corner, where a multitude of crows hopped and 

fought over the skeletons of the dead the Martians had consumed, 

there was not a living thing in the pit. 

   I stared about me, scarcely believing my eyes. All the 

machinery had gone. Save for the big mound of greyish-blue 

powder in one corner, certain bars of aluminium in another, the 

black birds, and the skeletons of the killed, the place was merely 

an empty circular pit in the sand. 

… My chance of escape had come. I began to tremble. 

   I hesitated for some time, and then, in a gust of 

desperate resolution, and with a heart that throbbed violently, I 

scrambled to the top of the mound in which I had been buried so 

long. 

  The day seemed, by contrast with my recent confinement, 

dazzlingly bright, the sky a glowing blue. A gentle breeze kept the 

red weed that covered every scrap of unoccupied ground gently 

swaying. And oh! the sweetness of the air! 

Chapter Six – The Work of Fifteen Days 

For some time I stood tottering on the mound regardless of my 

safety. Within that noisome den from which I had emerged I had 

thought with a narrow intensity only of our immediate security. I 

had not realised what had been happening to the world, had not 

anticipated this startling vision of unfamiliar things. I had 
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expected to see Sheen in ruins -- I found about me the landscape, 

weird and lurid, of another planet. 

   For that moment I touched an emotion beyond the common 

range of men, yet one that the poor brutes we dominate know only 

too well. I felt as a rabbit might feel returning to his burrow and 

suddenly confronted by the work of a dozen busy navvies digging 

the foundations of a house. I felt the first inkling of a thing that 

presently grew quite clear in my mind, that oppressed me for 

many days, a sense of dethronement, a persuasion that I was no 

longer a master, but an animal among the animals, under the 

Martian heel. With us it would be as with them, to lurk and watch, 

to run and hide; the fear and empire of man had passed away. 

…  All this time I saw no human beings, and no signs of the 

Martians. I encountered a couple of hungry-looking dogs, but both 

hurried circuitously away from the advances I made them. Near 

Roehampton I had seen two human skeletons -- not bodies, but 

skeletons, picked clean -- and in the wood by me I found the 

crushed and scattered bones of several cats and rabbits and the 

skull of a sheep. But though I gnawed parts of these in my mouth, 

there was nothing to be got from them. 

   After sunset I struggled on along the road towards Putney, 

where I think the Heat-Ray must have been used for some reason. 

And in the garden beyond Roehampton I got a quantity of 

immature potatoes, sufficient to stay my hunger. From this garden 

one looked down upon Putney and the river. The aspect of the 

place in the dusk was singularly desolate: blackened trees, 

blackened, desolate ruins, and down the hill the sheets of the 

flooded river, red-tinged with the weed.  

   And over all -- silence. It filled me with indescribable terror to 

think how swiftly that desolating change had come. 

   For a time I believed that mankind had been swept out of 

existence, and that I stood there alone, the last man left alive. 

Hard by the top of Putney Hill I came upon another skeleton, with 

the arms dislocated and removed several yards from the rest of the 

body. As I proceeded I became more and more convinced that the 

extermination of mankind was, save for such stragglers as myself, 

already accomplished in this part of the world. The Martians, I 

thought, had gone on and left the country desolated, seeking food 

elsewhere. Perhaps even now they were destroying Berlin or 

Paris, or it might be they had gone northward. 

Chapter Seven – The Man on Putney Hill 

… when, by an effort, I had set aside that picture of [the curate’s] 

prostrate body, I faced the problem of the Martians and the fate of 

my wife. For the former I had no data; I could imagine a hundred 

things, and so, unhappily, I could for the latter. And suddenly that 

night became terrible. I found myself sitting up in bed, staring at 

the dark. I found myself praying that the Heat-Ray might have 

suddenly and painlessly struck her out of being. Since the night of 

my return from Leatherhead I had not prayed. I had uttered 

prayers, fetish prayers, had prayed as heathens mutter charms 

when I was in extremity; but now I prayed indeed, pleading 

steadfastly and sanely, face to face with the darkness of God.… 

   The morning was bright and fine, and the eastern sky flowed 

pink, and was fretted with little golden clouds. In the road that 

runs from the top of Putney Hill to Wimbledon was a number of 

poor vestiges of the panic torrent that must have poured 

Londonward on the Sunday night after the fighting began. There 

was a little two-wheeled cart inscribed with the name of Thomas 

Lobb, Greengrocer, New Maiden, with a smashed wheel and an 

abandoned tin trunk; there was a straw hat trampled into the now 

hardened mud, and at the top of West Hill a lot of blood-stained 

glass about the overturned water trough. My movements were 

languid, my plans of the vaguest. I had idea of going to 

Leatherhead, though I knew that there I had the poorest chance of 

finding my wife. Certainly, unless death had overtaken them 

suddenly, my cousins and she would have fled thence; but it 

seemed to me I might find or learn there whither the Surrey 

people had fled. I knew I wanted to find my wife, that my heart 

ached for her and the world of men, but I had no clear idea how 

the finding might be done. I was also sharply aware now of my 

intense loneliness…. 

NOTE:  The Narrator encounters a man who turns out to be the 

soldier he had found stumbling through his yard much earlier.   

 "Have you seen any Martians?" I said. "Since I crawled out -- " 

   "They've gone away across London," he said. "I guess they've 

got a bigger camp there. Of a night, all over there, Hampstead 

way, the sky is alive with their lights. It's like a great city, and in 

the glare you can just see them moving. By daylight you can't. But 

nearer -- I haven't seen them -- " (he counted on his fingers) "five 

days. Then I saw a couple across Hammersmith way carrying 

something big. And the night before last" -- he stopped and spoke 

impressively -- "it was just a matter of lights, but it was something 

up in the air. I believe they've built a flying-machine, and are 

learning to fly." 

   I stopped, on hands and knees, for we had come to the bushes. 

   "Fly!" 

   "Yes," he said, "fly." 

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

   "It is all over with humanity," I said. "If they can do that they 

will simply go round the world." 

   He nodded. 

   "They will. But -- It will relieve things over here a bit. And 

besides -- " He looked at me. "Aren't you satisfied it is up with 

humanity? I am. We're down; we're beat." 

   I stared. Strange as it may seem, I had not arrived at this fact -- a 

fact perfectly obvious so soon as he spoke. I had still held a vague 

hope; rather, I had kept a lifelong habit of mind. He repeated his 

words, "We're beat." They carried absolute conviction. 

   "It's all over," he said. "They've lost one -- just one. And they've 

made their footing good and crippled the greatest power in the 
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world. They've walked over us. The death of that one at 

Weybridge was an accident. And these are only pioneers. They 

kept on coming. These green stars -- I've seen none these five or 

six days, but I've no doubt they're falling somewhere every night. 

Nothing's to be done. We're under! We're beat!" 

   I made him no answer. I sat staring before me, trying in vain to 

devise some countervailing thought. 

   "This isn't a war," said the artilleryman. "It never was, a war, 

any more than there's war between man and ants…. 

Chapter Eight  -  Dead London 

NOTE:  Parting from the soldier, the narrator makes his way 

toward London… 

…  I came into Oxford Street by the Marble Arch, and here again 

were black powder and several bodies, and an evil, ominous smell 

from the gratings of the cellars of some of the houses. I grew very 

thirsty after the heat of my long walk. With infinite trouble I 

managed to break into a public-house and get food and drink. I 

was weary after eating, and went into the parlour behind the bar, 

and slept on a black horsehair sofa I found there. 

   I awoke to find that dismal howling still in my ears, "Ulla, ulla, 

ulla, ulla." It was now dusk, and after I had routed out some 

biscuits and a cheese in the bar -- there was a meat safe, but it 

contained nothing but maggots -- I wandered on through the silent 

residential squares to Baker Street … and so came out at last upon 

Regent's Park. And as I emerged from the top of Baker Street, I 

saw far away over the trees in the clearness of the sunset the hood 

of the Martian giant from which this howling proceeded. I was not 

terrified. I came upon him as if it were a matter of course. I 

watched him for some time, but he did not move. He appeared to 

be standing and yelling, for no reason that I could discover. 

   I tried to formulate a plan of action. That perpetual sound of 

"Ulla, ulla, ulla, ulla," confused my mind. Perhaps I was too tired 

to be very fearful. Certainly I was more curious to know the 

reason of this monotonous crying than afraid. I turned back away 

from the park and struck into Park Road, intending to skirt the 

park, went along under the shelter of the terraces, and got a view 

of this stationary, howling Martian from the direction of St. John's 

Wood. A couple of hundred yards out of Baker Street I heard a 

yelping chorus, and saw, first a dog with a piece of putrescent red 

meat in his jaws coming headlong towards me, and then a pack of 

starving mongrels in pursuit of him. He made a wide curve to 

avoid me, as though he feared I might prove a fresh competitor. 

As the yelping died away down the silent road, the wailing sound 

of "Ulla, ulla, ulla, ulla," reasserted itself. 

… Wondering still more at all that I had seen, I pushed on 

towards Primrose Hill. Far away, through a gap in the trees, I saw 

a second Martian, as motionless as the first, standing in the park 

towards the Zoological Gardens, and silent. A little beyond the 

ruins about the smashed handling-machine I came upon the red 

weed again, and found the Regent's Canal, a spongy mass of dark-

red vegetation. 

   As I crossed the bridge, the sound of "Ulla, ulla, ulla, ulla," 

ceased. It was, as it were, cut off. The silence came like a 

thunderclap…. 

… while that voice sounded the solitude, the desolation had been 

endurable; by virtue of it London had still seemed alive, and the 

sense of life about me had upheld me. Then suddenly a change, 

the passing of something -- I knew not what -- and then a stillness 

that could be felt. Nothing but this gaunt quiet. 

… I hid from the night and the silence, until long after midnight, 

in a cabmen's shelter in Harrow Road. But before the dawn my 

courage returned, and while the stars were still in the sky I turned 

once more towards Regent's Park. I missed my way among the 

streets, and presently saw down a long avenue, in the half-light of 

the early dawn, the curve of Primrose Hill. On the summit, 

towering up to the fading stars, was a third Martian, erect and 

motionless like the other…. 

… At that my heart gave a bound, and I began running along the 

road. 

   I hurried through the red weed that choked St. Edmund's 

Terrace (I waded breast-high across a torrent of water that was 

rushing down from the waterworks towards the Albert Road), and 

emerged upon the grass before the rising of the sun. Great mounds 

had been heaped about the crest of the hill, making a huge redoubt 

of it -- it was the final and largest place the Martians had made -- 

and from behind these heaps there rose a thin smoke against the 

sky. Against the sky line an eager dog ran and disappeared. The 

thought that had flashed into my mind grew real, grew credible. I 

felt no fear, only a wild, trembling exultation, as I ran up the hill 

towards the motionless monster. Out of the hood hung lank shreds 

of brown, at which the hungry birds pecked and tore. 

   In another moment I had scrambled up the earthen rampart and 

stood upon its crest, and the interior of the redoubt was below me. 

A mighty space it was, with gigantic machines here and there 

within it, huge mounds of material and strange shelter places. And 

scattered about it, some in their overturned war-machines, some in 

the now rigid handling-machines, and a dozen of them stark and 

silent and laid in a row, were the Martians -- dead! -- slain by the 

putrefactive and disease bacteria against which their systems were 

unprepared; slain as the red weed was being slain; slain, after all 

man's devices had failed, by the humblest things that God, in his 

wisdom, has put upon this earth. 

   For so it had come about, as indeed I and many men might have 

foreseen had not terror and disaster blinded our minds. These 

germs of disease have taken toll of humanity since the beginning 

of things -- taken toll of our prehuman ancestors since life began 

here. But by virtue of this natural selection of our kind we have 

developed resisting power; to no germs do we succumb without a 

struggle, and to many -- those that cause putrefaction in dead 

matter, for instance -- our living frames are altogether immune. 

But there are no bacteria in Mars, and directly these invaders 

arrived, directly they drank and fed, our microscopic allies began 

to work their overthrow. Already when I watched them they were 

irrevocably doomed, dying and rotting even as they went to and 

fro. It was inevitable. By the toll of a billion deaths man has 

bought his birthright of the earth, and it is his against all comers; 
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it would still be his were the Martians ten times as mighty as they 

are. For neither do men live nor die in vain. 

…  Here and there they were scattered, nearly fifty altogether, in 

that great gulf they had made, overtaken by a death that must have 

seemed to them as incomprehensible as any death could be. To 

me also at that time this death was incomprehensible. All I knew 

was that these things that had been alive and so terrible to men 

were dead. For a moment I believed that the destruction of 

Sennacherib had been repeated, that God had repented, that the 

Angel of Death had slain them in the night. 

… The torment was over. Even that day the healing would begin. 

The survivors of the people scattered over the country -- 

leaderless, lawless, foodless, like sheep without a shepherd -- the 

thousands who had fled by sea, would begin to return; the pulse of 

life, growing stronger and stronger, would beat again in the empty 

streets and pour across the vacant squares. Whatever destruction 

was done, the hand of the destroyer was stayed. All the gaunt 

wrecks, the blackened skeletons of houses that stared so dismally 

at the sunlit grass of the hill, would presently be echoing with the 

hammers of the restorers and ringing with the tapping of their 

troweIs. At the thought I extended my hands towards the sky and 

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

   With overwhelming force came the thought of myself, of my 

wife, and the old life of hope and tender helpfulness that had 

ceased for ever. 

Chapter Nine – Wreckage 

   And now comes the strangest thing in my story. Yet, perhaps, it 

is not altogether strange. I remember, clearly and coldly and 

vividly, all that I did that day until the time that I stood weeping 

and praising God upon the summit of Primrose Hill. And then I 

forget. 

   Of the next three days I know nothing. I have learned since that, 

so far from my being the first discoverer of the Martian 

overthrow, several such wanderers as myself had already 

discovered this on the previous night. One man -- the first -- had 

gone to St. Martin's-le-Grand, and, while I sheltered in the 

cabmen's hut, had contrived to telegraph to Paris. Thence the 

joyful news had flashed all over the world; a thousand cities, 

chilled by ghastly aprehensions, suddenly flashed into frantic 

illuminations; they knew of it in Dublin, Edinburgh, Manchester, 

Birmingham, at the time when I stood upon the verge of the pit. 

Already men, weeping with joy, as I have heard, shouting and 

staying their work to shake hands and shout, were making up 

trains, even as near as Crewe, to descend upon London. The 

church bells that had ceased a fortnight since suddenly caught the 

news, until all England was bell-ringing. Men on cycles, lean-

faced, unkempt, scorched along every country lane shouting of 

unhoped deliverance, shouting to gaunt, staring figures of despair. 

And for the food! Across the Channel, across the Irish Sea, across 

the Atlantic, corn, bread, and meat were tearing to our relief. All 

the shipping in the world seemed going Londonward in those 

days. But of all this I have no memory. I drifted -- a demented 

man. I found myself in a house of kindly people, who had found 

me on the third day wandering, weeping, and raving through the 

streets of St. John's Wood.  

 …Very gently, when my mind was assured again, did they break 

to me what they had learned of the fate of Leatherhead. Two days 

after I was imprisoned it had been destroyed, with every soul in it, 

by a Martian. He had swept it out of existence, as it seemed, 

without any provocation, as a boy might crush an ant hill, in the 

mere wantonness of power. 

   I was a lonely man, and they were very kind to me. I was a 

lonely man and a sad one, and they bore with me. I remained with 

them four days after my recovery. All that time I felt a vague, a 

growing craving to look once more on whatever remained of the 

little life that seemed so happy and bright in my past. It was a 

mere hopeless desire to feast upon my misery. They dissuaded 

me. They did all they could to divert me from this morbidity. But 

at last I could resist the impulse no longer, and, promising 

faithfully to return to them, and parting, as I will confess, from 

these four-day friends with tears, I went out again into the streets 

that had lately been so dark and strange and empty. 

… I looked at my house with a quick flash of hope that faded 

immediately. … 

I stumbled into the hall, and the house felt empty. The stair carpet 

was ruffled and discoloured where I had crouched, soaked to the 

skin from the thunderstorm the night of the catastrophe. Our 

muddy footsteps I saw still went up the stairs. 

   I followed them to my study, and found lying on my writing-

table still, with the selenite paper weight upon it, the sheet of 

work I had left on the afternoon of the opening of the cylinder…. 

I remembered my inability to fix my mind that morning, scarcely 

a month gone by, and how I had broken off to get my Daily 

Chronicle from the newsboy. I remembered how I went down to 

the garden gate as he came along, and how I had listened to his 

odd story of "Men from Mars." 

   I came down and went into the dining room…. My home was 

desolate. I perceived the folly of the faint hope I had cherished so 

long. And then a strange thing occurred. "It is no use," said a 

voice. "The house is deserted. No one has been here these ten 

days. Do not stay here to torment yourself. No one escaped but 

you. 

   I was startled. Had I spoken my thought aloud? I turned, and the 

French window was open behind me. I made a step to it, and 

stood looking out. 

   And there, amazed and afraid, even as I stood amazed and 

afraid, were my cousin and my wife -- my wife white and tearless. 

She gave a faint cry. 

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

   She put her hand to her throat -- swayed. I made a step forward, 

and caught her in my arms. 

 

 


