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THE FIRST MEN IN THE MOON. 3r

~_

thrust back our blanket - wrapped luggage,
and emerged from beneath it. Gur open
windows were just visible as a deeper black
set with stars.

We were still alive, and we were lying in
the darkness of the shadow of the wall of the
great crater into which we had fallen.

We sat getting our breath again and feel-
ing the bruises on our limbs. I don’t
think either of us had had a very clear
expectation of such rough handling as we had
received. I struggled painfully to my feet.
“ And now,” said I, “to laok at the land-
scape of themoon! But——! It’s tremen-
dously dark, Cavor!”

The glass was dewy, and as I spoke I
wiped at it with my blanket. “We’re half
an hour or so beyond the day,” he said.
“We must wait.”

It was impossible to distinguish anything.

‘FLOATING LOOSE IN THAT SPHERICAL SPACE.”

We might have
been in a sphere
of steel for all that
we could see. My
rubbing with the
blanket simply
smeared the glass,
and as fast as I
wiped it it became
opaque again with
freshly - condensed
moisture mixed
with an increasing
quantity of blanket
hairs. Of course
I ought not to have
used the blanket.
In my efforts to
clear the glass 1
slipped upon the
damp surface and
hurt my shin
against one of the
oxygen cylinders
that protruded
from our bale.

The thing was
exasperating — it
was absurd. Here
we were just
arrived upon the
moon, amidst we
knew not what
wonders, and all we
could see was the
grey and streaming
wall of the bubble
in which we had
come.

“Confound it,” I said, *“but at this rate
we might have stopped at home!” and I
squatted on the bale and shivered and drew
my blanket closer about me.

Abruptly the moisture turned to spangles
and fronds of frost. ‘“Can you reach the
electric heater?” said Cavor. *“ Yes—that
black knob. Or we shall freeze.”

I did not wait to be told twice.
now,” said I, “ what are we to do?”

“ Wait,” he said.

“Wait?”

“Of course. We shall have to wait until
our air gets warm again, and then this glass
will clear. We can’t do anything till then.
It’s night here yet—we must wait for the day
to overtake us. Meanwhile, don’t you feel
hungry ?”

For a space 1did not answer him, but sat
fretting. 1 _turned _reluctantly from the

“ And
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THE FIRST MEN IN THE MOOMN.

crater wall. Thege hummocks looked like
snow. At the time I thought they were snow.
But they were not—they were mounds and
masses of frozen arr !

So it was at first, and then, sudden, swift,
and amazmg, came the lunar day.

The sunlight had crept down the cliff,
it touched the drifted masses at its base,
and incontinently came striding with seven-
leagued boots towards us. The distant cliff
seemed to shift and quiver, and at the touch
- of the dawn a reek of grey vapour poured
upward from the crater floor, whirls and puffs
and drifting wraiths of grey, thicker and
broader and denser, until at last the whole
westward plain was steaming like a wet hand-
kerchief held before the fire, and the west-
ward cliffs were no more than a refracted
glare beyond. '

“Tt is air,” said Cavor. * [t must be air
—-or it would not rise like this—at the mere
touch of a sunbeam. And at this pace . . .”

He peered upwards. “ Look!” he said.

“ What ?” I asked.

“In the sky. Already. On the blackness
—a little touch of blue. See! The stars
seem larger. And the little ones and all
those dim nebulosities we saw 'in empty
space—they are hidden !”

Swiftly, steadily. the day approached us.
Grey summit after grey summit was overtaken
by the blaze, and turned to a smoking white
-intensity. At last there was nothing to the
west of us but a bank of surging fog, the
tumultuous advance and ascent of cloudy
haze. The distant cliff had receded farther
and farther, had loomed and changed through
the whirl, had foundered and vanished at
last in its confusion.

Nearer came that steaming advance, nearer
and nearer, coming as fast as the shadow of
a cloud before the south-west wind. About
us rose a thin, anticipatory haze.

Cavor gripped my arm.

“What?” I said. .

“Look! The sunrise! The sun!”

He turned me about and pointed to the
brow of the eastward cliff, looming above the
haze about us, scarce lighter than the dark-
ness of the sky. But now its line was
marked by strange reddish shapes—tongues
of vermilion.flame that writhed and danced.
I fancied it- must be spirals of vapour that
had caught the light and made this crest of
ficry tongues against the sky, but, indeed, it
was the solar prominences I saw, a crown of
fire about the sun that is for ever hidden
from earthly eyes by our atmospheric veil.

And then—the sun! |
Vol. xxi.—B.

33-

Steadily, inevitably, came a brilliant line—
came a thin edge of intolerable effulgence
that took a circular shape, became a bow,
became a blazing sceptre, and hurled a shaft
of heat at us as though it were a spear.

It seemed verily to stab my eyes! I cried
aloud and turned about blinded, groping for
my blanket beneath the bale.

And with that incandescence came a
sound, the first sound that had reached us
from without since we left the earth, a
hissing and rustling, the stormy trailing of
the aerial garment of the advancing day.
And with the coming of the sound and the
light the sphere lurched, and, blinded and
dazzled, we staggered helplessly against each
other. It lurched again, and the hissing
grew louder. 1 had shut my eyes perforce ;
I was making clumsy efforts to cover my
head with my blanket, and this second
lurch sent me helplessly off my feet. 1 fell
against the bale, and, opening my eyes,
had a momentary glimpse of the air just
outside our glass. It was running — it
was boiling—Ilike snow into which a white-
hot rod is thrust. What had been solid
air had suddenly, at the touch of the sun,
become a paste, a mud, a slushy liquefaction,
that hissed and bubbled into gas.

There came a still more violent whirl of
the sphere, and we had clutched one another.
In another moment we were spun about
again. Round we went and over, and then
I was on all fours. The lunar dawn had
hold of us. It meant to show us little men
what the moon could do with us.

I caught a second glimpse of things
without, puffs of vapour, half-liquid slush,
excavated, sliding, falling, sliding. We
dropped into darkness. I went down with
Cavor’s knees in my chest. Then he seemed
to fly away from me, and for a moment I lay,
with all the breath out of my body, staring
upward. A huge landslip, as it were, of the
melting stuff had splashed over us, buried
us, and now it thinned and boiled off us. 1
saw the bubbles dancing on the glass above.
I heard Cavor exclaiming feebly.

Then some huge landslip in the thawing
air had caught us and, spluttering expostula-
tion, we began to roll down a slope, rolling
faster and faster, leaping crevasses and re-
bounding from banks, faster and faster,
westward into the white-hot boiling tumult of
the lunar day.

Clutching at one another we spun about,
pitched this' way and that, our bale of
packages leaping at us, pounding at us. We
collided, we gripped, we were torn asunder—
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to explain. He assisted me into a sitting
position, and I could see with my own eyes.

CHAPTER VIIIL.
- A LUNAR MORNING.
THe harsh emphasis, the pitiless black and
white of the scenery, had altogether dis-
appeared. The glare of the sun had taken
upon . itself a faiat tinge of amber; the

;shadows upon the cliff of the crater wall were

deeply purple. To the eastward a dark bank
of fog still crouched and sheltered from the
sunrise, but to the westward the sky was
blue and clear. I began to realize the
length of my insensibility.

\We were no longer in a void. An atmo-
sphere had arisen about us. The outline of
things had gained in character, had grown
acute and varied ; save for a shadowed space
of white substance here and there, white
substance that was no longer air but snow,
the Arctic appearance had gone altogether.
Everywhere broad, rusty-brown spaces of
bare and tumbled earth spread to the blaze
of the sun. Here and there at the edge of
the snow-drifts were transient little pools and
eddies of water, the only things stirring in
that expanse of barrenness. The sunlight
inundated the upper two-thirds of our sphere
and turned our climate to high summer, but
our feet were still in shadow and the sphere
was lying upon a drift of snow.

And scattered here and there upon the
slope, and emphasized by little white threads
of unthawed snow upon their shady sides,
were shapes like sticks—dry, twisted sticks
of the same rusty hue as the rock upon
which they lay. That caught one’s thoughts
sharply. Sticks! On a lifeless world ?
Then as my eye grew more accustomed to
the texture of their substance I perceived
that almost all this surface had a fibrous
texture, like the carpet of brown needles

one finds beneath the shade of pine
trees. .

“Caver!” 1 said.

“Yes¥

. “It mmy be a dead world now—but
once——4'}

. Something arrested my attention. I had
discovered among these needles a number of
little round objects.
that one of these had moved.

“Cavor,” I whispered.

“ What?”

But I did not answer at once. - I stared
incredulous. For an instant I could not
believe my eyes. I gave an inarticulate cry.
I gripped his arm. I pointed. “ Look!” I

And it seemed to me

cried, finding my tongue. * There!
And there!”

His eyes followed my pointing finger.
“Eh?” he said.

How can I describe the thing I saw? It
is so petty a thing to state, and yet it seemed
so wonderful, so pregnant with emotion. I
have said that amidst the stick-like litter were
these rounded bLodies, these little oval bodies
that might have passed as very small pebbles.
And now first one and then another had
stirred, had rolled over and cracked, and
down the crack of each of them showed a
minute line of yellowish green, thrusting
outward to meet the hot encouragement of
the newly-risen sun. For a moment that was
all, and then there stirred and burst a third !

“It is a seed,” said Cavor. And then I
heard him whisper, very softly, “ ZLife /”

“Tife!” and immediately it poured upon
us that our vast journey had not been
made in vain, that we had come to no arid
waste of minerals, but to a world that lived
and moved! We watched intensely. I
remember I kept rubbing the glass before
me with my sleeve, jealous of the faintest
suspicion of mist.

The picture was clear and vivid only in the
middle of the field. All about that centre the
dead fibres and seeds were magnified and
distorted by the curvature of the glass. But
we could see enough! One after another all
down the sunlit slope these iniraculous little
brown bodies burst and gaped apart, like
seed-pods, like the husks of fruits; opened
eager mouths that drank in the heat and
light pouring in a cascade from the newly-
risen sun.

Every moment more of these seed-coats
ruptured, and even as they did so the swelling
pioneers overflowed their rent-distended seed-
cases and passed into the second stage of
growth. With a steady assurance, a swift
deliberation, these amazing seeds thrust a
rootlet downward to the earth and a queer
little bundle-like bud into the air. In a little
while the whole slope was dotted with minute
plantlets standing at attention in the blaze of
the sun.

They did not stand for long. The bundle-
like buds swelled and strained and opened
with a jerk, thrusting out a coronet of little
sharp tips, spreading a whorl of tiny, spiky,
brownish leaves, that lengthened rapidly,
lengthened visibly, even as we watched. The
movement was slower than any animal’s,
swifter than any plant’s 1 have ever seen
before. How can I suggest it to you—the
way that growth went on? The leaf tips

Yes !
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distorting it as things are distorted by a lens,
acute only in the centre of the picture and
very bright there, and towards the edge
magnified and unreal.

CHAPTER IX.
PROSPECTING BEGINS.
WE ceased to gaze. We turned to each
other, the same thought, the same question,
in our eyes. For these plants to grow there
must be some air, however attenuated — air
that we also should be able to breathe.

“The man-hole ?” I said.

“Yes,” said Cavor; “if it is air we see!”

“In a little while,” I said, “these plants
will be as high as we are. Suppose—
suppose, after all Is it certain? How
do you know that stuff s air? It may
be nitrogen; it may be carbonic acid
even!”

“That is easy,” he said, and set about
proving it. He prcduced a big piece of
crumpled paper from the bale, lit it, and
thrust it hastily through the man-hole valve.

I bent forward and peered down through the -

thick glass for its appearance outside, that
little flame on whose evidence depended so
much !

I saw the paper drop out and lie lightly
upon the snow. The pink flame of its
burning vanished. For an instant it seemed
to be extinguished . . . And then I saw a
little blue tongue upon the edge of it that
trembled and crept and spread !

Quietly the whole sheet, save where it lay
in immediate contact with the snow, charred
and shrivelled and sent up a quivering thread
of smoke. There was no doubt left to me:
the atmosphere of the moon was either pure
oxygen or air, and capable therefore, unless
its tenuity were excessive, of supporting our
alien life. We might emerge—and live !

I sat down with my legs on either side of
the man-hole and prepared to unscrew it, but
Cavor stopped me. * There is first a little
precaution,” he said. He pointed out that,
although it was certainly an oxygenated
atmosphere outside, it might still be so
rarefied as to cause us grave injury. He
reminded me of mountain sickness and of
the bleeding that often afflicts aeronauts
who have ascended too swiftly, and he spent
some time in the preparation of a sickly-
tasting drink which he insisted on my
sharing. It made me feel a little numb, but
otherwise had no effect on me. Then he
permitted me to begin unscrewing.

Presently the glass stopper of the man-hole
was so far undone that the denser air withi»

our sphere began to escape along the thread
of the screw, singing as a kettle sings before
it boils. Thereupon he made me desist. It
speedily became evident that the pressure
outside was very much less than it was
within. How much less it was we had no
means of telling.

I sat grasping the stopper with both hands,
ready to close it again if, in spite of our
intense hope, the lunar atmosphere should
after all prove too rarefied for us, and Cavor
sat with a cylinder of compressed oxygen at
hand to restore our pressure. We looked
at one another in silence, and then at the
fantastic vegetation that swayed and grew
visibly and noiselessly without. . And ever
that shrill piping continued.

The blood-vessels began to throb in my
cars, and the sound of Cavor’s movements
diminished. I noted how still everything
had become because of the thinning of the air.

As our air sizzled out from the screw the
moisture of it condensed in little puffs.

Presently I expericnced a peculiar short-
ness of breath—that lasted, indeed, during
the whole of the time of our exposure to
the moon’s exterior atmosphere, and a rather
unpleasant sensation about the ears and
finger-nails and the back of the throat grew
upon my attention, and presently passed off
again.

But then came vertjgo and nausea that
abruptly changed the quality of my courage.
I gave the lid of the man-hole half a turn and
made a hasty explanation to Cavor, but now
he was the more sanguine. He answered me
in a voice that seemed extraordinarily small
and remote, becausc of the thinness of the
air that carried the sound. He recommended
a nip of brandy, and set me the example,
and presently I felt better. I turned the
man-hole stopper back again. The throbbing
in my ears grew louder, and then I remarked
that the piping note of the outrush had
ccased. For a time I could not be sure that
it had ceased.

“Well ?” said Cavor, in the ghost of a
voice.

“Well ?” said L.

“Shall we goon?”

I thought. “Is this all?”

“If you can stand it.”

By way of answer I went on unscrewing.
I lifted the circular operculum from its place
and laid it carefully on the bale. A flake or
so of snow whirled and vanished as that thin
and unfamiliar air took possession of our
sphere. I knelt and then seated myself at
the edge of the man-hole, peering over it.
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Beneath, within a yard of my face, lay the
untrodden snow of the moon.

There came a little pause. Our eyes met.

“It doesn't distress your lungs too much?”
said Cavor.

“No,” I said. “I can stand this.”

He stretched out his hand for his blanket,
thrust his head through its central hole, and
wrapped it about him. He sat down on the
edge of the man-hole; he let his feet drop
until they were within six inches of the
lunar snow. He hesitated for a moment, then
thrust himself forward, dropped these inter-
vening inches, and stood upon the untrodden
soil of the moon.

As he stepped forward he was refracted
grotesquely by the edge of the glass. He
stood for a moment

laugh. I was tremendously confused. Cavor
bent down and shouted in piping tones for
me to be careful. I had forgotten that on
the moon, with only an eighth part of the
earth’s mass and a quarter of its diameter,
my weight was barely a sixth what it was on
earth. But now that fact insisted on being
remembered.

“We are out of Mother Earth’s leading-
strings now,” he said.

With a guarded effort I raised myself to
the top and, moving as cautiously as a rheu-
matic patient, stood up beside him under the
blaze of the sun. The sphere lay behind us
on its dwindling snowdrift thirty feet away.

As far as the eye could see over the enor-
mous disorder of rocks that formed the

looking this way and
that. Then he drew
himself together and
leapt.

The glass distorted
everyching, but it
seemed to me even
then to be an ex-
tremely big leap. He
had at one bound
become remote. He
secmed twenty or
thirty feet off. He was
standing high upon a
rocky mass and gesti-
culating back to me.
Perhaps he was shout-
ing — but the sound
did not reach me.
But how the deuce
had he done this? I
felt like a man who
has just seen a new
conjuring trick.

Still in a puzzled
state of mind, I too
dropped through the
man - hole. I stood
up. Just in front of
me the snowdrift had
fallen away and made
a sort of ditch. I made
a step and jumped.

I found myself fly-
ing through the air,
saw the rock on which
he stood coming to
meet me, clutched it,
and clung in a state
of infinite amazement.

I gasped a painful

““ HE WAS STANDING HIGH UPON A ROCKY MASS,”
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crater floor the same bristling scrub that
surrounded us was starting into life, diversi-
fied here and there by bulging masses of a
cactus form, and scarlet and purple lichens
that grew so fast they seemed to crawl over
the rocks. The whole area of the crater
seemed to me then to be one similar wilder-
ness up to the very foot of the surrounding
chiff.

‘This cliff was apparently bare of vegetation
save at its base, and with buttresses and
terraces and platforms that did not very
greatly attract our attention at the time. It
was many miles away from us in every direc-
tion ; we seemed to be almost at the centre
of the crater, and we saw it through a certain
haziness that drove before the wind. For
there was even a wind now in the thin air—a
swift yet weak wind that chilled exceedingly,
but exerted little pressure. It was blowing
round the crater, as it seemed, to the hot,
illuminated side from the foggy darkness
under the sunward wall. It was difficult to
look into this eastward fog; we had to peer
with half-closed eyes beneath the shade of
our hands, because of the fierce intensity of
the motionless sun.

“It seems to be deserted ” said Cavor,
‘“‘absolutely desolate.”

I looked about me again. I retained even
then a clinging hope of some quasi-human
evidence, some pinnacle of building, some
house or engine ; but everywhere one looked
spread the tumbled rocks in peaks and crests,
and the darting scrub and those. bulging
cacti that swelled and swelled, a flat negation
as it seemed of all such hope.

“It looks as though these plants had it to
themselves,” I said. ‘I see no trace of any
other creature.”

“ No insects—no birds—no! Not a trace,
not a scrap or particle of animal life. If
there was —what would they do in the night?

. . No; there’s just these plants alone.”

1 shaded my eyes with my hand. “It’s
like the landscape of a dream. These things
are less like earthly land plants than the
things one imagines among the rocks at the
bottom of the sea. l.ook at that, yonder!
One might imagine it a lizard changed into a
plant. And the glare !”

“This is only the fresh morning,”
Cavor.

He sighed and looked about him. *This
is no world for men,” he said. *“And yet in
away ..... it appeals.”

He became silent for a time, then com-
menced his meditative humming. I started
at a gentle touch, and found a thin sheet of

said

livid lichen lapping over my shoe. 1T kicked
at it and it fell to powder, and each speck
began to grow. I heard Cavor exclaim
sharply, and perceived that one of the fixed
bayonets of the scrub had pricked him.

He hesitated, his eyes sought among the
rocks about us. A sudden blaze of pink had
crept up a ragged pillar of crag. It was a
most extraordinary pink, a livid magenta.

“Look!” said I, turning, and behold
Cavor had vanished !

For an instant I stood transfixed. Then I
made a hasty step to look over the verge of
the rock. But, in my surprise at his dis-
appearance, I forgot once more that we were
on the moon. The thrust of my foot that I
made in striding would have carried me a
yard on earth; on the moon it carried me
six—a good five yards over the edge. For
the moment the thing had something of the
effect of those nightmares when one falls and
falls. For while one falls sixteen feet in the
first second of a fall on earth, on the moon
one falls two, and with only a sixth of one’s
weight. I fell, or rather 1 jumped down,
about ten yards I suppose. It seemed to
take quite a long time—five or six seconds, I
should think. I floated through the air and
fell like a feather, knee-deep in a snowdrift
in the bottom of a gully of blue-grey, white-
veined rock.

I looked about me.
but no Cavor was visible.

“Cavor!” 1 cried louder, and the rocks
echoed me.

I turned fiercely to the rocks and clambered
to the summit of them. * Cavor,” 1 cried.
My voice sounded like the voice of a lost
lamb.

The sphere too was not in sight, and for
a moment a horrible feeling of desolation
pinched my heart.

Then I saw him. He was laughing and
gesticulating to attract my attention. He
was on a bare patch of rock twenty or thirty
yards away. I could not hear his voice,
but *“ Jump!” said his gestures. 1 hesitated,
the distance seemed enormous.  Yet I
reflected that surely I must be able to clear
a greater distance than Cavor.

I made a step back, gathered myself to-
gether, and leapt with all my might. I
seemed to shoot right up in the air as though
I should never come down. . .

It was horrible and delightful, and as wild
as a nightmare to go flying off in this fashion.
I realized my leap had been altogether too
violent. I flew clean over Cavor’s head, and
beheld a spiky confusion in a gully spreading

“Cavor!” 1 cried,
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The First Men
By H. G.

CHAPTER X.

LOST MEN IN THE MOON.

&Y AVOR'’S face caught something
of my dismay. He stood up and
stared about him at the scrub
that fenced us in and rose
about us, straining upward in
a passion of growth. He put
a dubious hand to his lips. He spoke with
a sudden lack of assurance. ‘I think,” he
said, slowly, “we left it. . . . somewhere
. . . . about there.”

He pointed a hesitating finger that wavered
in an arc.

“I'm not sure.” His look of. consterna-
tion deepened. “ Anyhow,” he said, with
his eyes on me, “it can’t be far.”

We had both stood up. We made un-
meaning ejaculations ; our eyes sought in the
twining, thickening jungle round about us.

All about us on the sunlit slopes frothed
and swayed the darting shrubs, the swelling
cactus, the creeping lichens, and wherever
the shade remained the snowdrifts lingered.
North, south, east, and west spread an iden-
tical monotony of unfamiliar forms. And
somewhere, buried already among this tangled
confusion, was our sphere, our home, our only
provision, our only hope of escape from this
fantastic wilderness of ephemeral growths
into which we had come.

“1 think, after all,” he said, pointing sud-
denly, “it might be over there.”

“No,” 1 said. * Ve have turned in a
curve. See! here is the mark of my heels.
It’s clear the thing must be more to the east-
ward, much more. No! the sphere must be
over there.”

“1 think,” said Cavor, “I kept the sun
upon my right all the time.”

“ Every leap, it seems to me,” I said, “ my
shadow flew before me.”

We stared into one another’s eyes. The
area of the crater had become enormously
vast to our imaginations, the growing thickets
already impenetrably dense.

“Good heavens! What fools we have
been !’

*“It’s evident that we must find it again,”
said Cavor, “and that soon. The sun grows
stronger. We should be fainting with the
heat already if it wasn’t sodry. And . ...
I’'m hungry.”

I stared at him. I had not suspected this
aspect of the matter before.  But it came to

tn the Moon.
WELLS,

me at once—a positive craving. “Yes,” I
said with emphasis, “ I am hungry too.”

He stood up with a look of active resolu-
tion. ~* Certainly we must find the sphere.”

As calmly as possible we surveyed the
interminable reefs and thickets that formed
the floor of the crater, each of us weighing in
silence the chances of our finding the sphere
before we were overtaken by heat and hunger.

“It can’t be.fifty yards.fsom. here,” said
Cavor, with indecisive gestures. . “The only
thing is to beat round about until we come
upon it.”

“That is all we can do,” I said, without
any alacrity to begin our hunt. “I wish this
confounded spike bush did not grow so
fast ! ”

“ That’s just it,” said Cavor.
lying on a bank of snow.”

I stared about me in the vain hope of
recognising some knoll or shrub that had
been near the sphere. But everywhere was
a confysing sameness, everywhere the aspiring
bushes, the dlstendmg fungi. the dwindling
snow-banks, steadily and inevitably changed.
The sun scorched and stung ; the faintness of
an unaccountable hunger mingled with our
infinite perplexity. And even as we stood
there, confused and lost amidst unprecedented
things, we became aware for the first time of
a sound upon the moon other than the stir
of the growing plants, the faint sighing of the
wind, or those that we ourselves had made.

Boom ... Boom ... Boom . ..

It came from beneath our feet, a sound in
the earth. We seemed to hear it with our
feet as much as with our ears. Its dull reso-
nance was muffled by distance, thick with
the quality of intervening substance. No
sound that I can imagine could have
astonished us more, or have changed more
completely the quality of things about us.
For this sound, rich, slow, and deliberate,
seemed to us as though it could be nothing
but the striking of some gigantic buried clock.

Boom ... Boom ... Boom . ..

Sound suggestive of still cloisters, of sleep-
less nights in crowded cities, of vigils and the
awaited. hour, of all that is orderly and
methodical in life, booming out pregnant and
mysterious in this fantastic desert! To the
eye everything was unchanged; the deso-
lation of bushes and cacti waving silently in
the wind stretched unbroken to the distant
cliffs ; the still, dark sky was empty overhead,

“ But it was
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so close and vehement that the tops of the
bayonet scrub bent before it, and one felt the
breath of it hot and moist. And turning
about we saw indistinctly through a crowd of
swaying stems the mooncalf’s shining sides
and the long line of its back looming out
against the sky.

.Of course it is hard for me now to say how
much-I saw at that time, because my impres-
sions were corrected by subsequent observa-
tion. First of all impressions was its
enormous size : the girth of its body was some
fourscore feet, its length perhaps two hundred.
Its sides rose and fell with its laboured
breathing. 1 perceived that its gigantic
flabby body lay along the ground and that its
skin was of a corrugated white, dappling into
blackness along the backbone. But of its
feet we saw nothing. 1 think also that we
saw then the profile at least of the almost
brainless head, with its fat-encumbered neck,
its slobbering, omnivorous outh, its little
nostrils, and tight shut eyes. (For the moon-
calf invariably shut its eyes in the presence of
the sun.) We had a glimpse of a vast red
pit as it opened its mouth to bleat and
bellow again, we had a breath from the pit,
and then the monster heeled over like a ship,
dragged forward along the ground, creasing
all his leathery skin, rolled again, and so
wallowed past us, smashing a path amidst
the scrub, and was speedily hidden from
our ‘eyes by the dense interlacings beyond.
Another appeared more distantly, and then
another, and then, as though he was guiding
these animated lumps of provender to their
pasture, a Selenite came momentarily into
ken. My grip upon Cavor’s foot became
convulsive at the sight of him, and we
remained motionless and peering long after
he had passed out of our range.

By contrast with the mooncalves he seemed
a trivial beinig, a mere ant, scarcely sft. high.
He was wearing garments of some leathery
substance so that no portion of his actual
body appeared—but of this of course we were
entirely ignorant. He presented himself
therefore as a compact bristling creature,
having much of the quality of a complicated
insect, with whip-like tentacles, and a clang-
ing arm projecting from his shining cylindrical
body-case. The form of his head was hidden
by his enormous, many-spiked helmet-—we
discovered afterwards that he used the spikes
for prodding refractory mooncalves—and a
pair of goggles of darkened glass set very
much at the side gave a bud-like quality to
the metallic apparatus that covered his face.
His arms did not project beyond his body-
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case, and he carried himself upon short legs
that, wrapped though they were in warm
coverings, seemed to our terrestrial eyes in-
ordinately flimsy. They had very short
thighs, very long shanks, and little feet.

In spite of his heavy-looking clothing he
was progressing with what would be from the
terrestrial point of view very considerable
strides, and his clanging arm was busy. The
quality of his motion during the instant of
his passing suggested haste and a. certain
anger, and soon after we had lost sight of
him we heard the bellow of a mooncalf
change abruptly into a short sharp squeal,
followed by the scuffle of its acceleration.
And gradually that bellowing receded, and
then came to an end, as if the pastures
sought had been attained.

We listened. TFor a space the moon world
was still.  But it was some time before we
resumed our crawling search for the vanished
sphere.

When next we saw mooncalves they were
some little distance away from us, in a place
of tumbled rocks. The less vertical surfaces
of the rocks were thick with a speckled green
plant, growing in dense, mossy clumps, upon
which these creatures were browsing. We
stopped at the edge of the reeds, amidst
which we were crawling, at the sight of them,
peering out at them, and looking round for a
second glimpse of a Selenite. They lay
against their food like - stupendous slugs,
huge, greasy hulls, eating greedily and noisily,
with a sort of sobbing avidity. They seemed
monsters of mere fatness, clumsy and over-
whelmed to a degree that would make a
Smithfield ox seem a model of agility. Their
busy, writhing, chewing mouths, and eyes
closed, together with the appetizing sound of
their munching, made up an effect of animal
enjoyment that was singularly stimulating to
our empty frames.

“Hogs ! ” said Cavor, with unusual passion.
“ Disgusting hogs!” and after one glare of
angry envy crawled off through the bushes to
our right. I stayed long enough to see that
the speckled plant was quite hopeless for
human nourishment, then crawled after him,
nibbling a quill of it between my teeth:

Presently we were arrested again by the
proximity of a Selenite, and this time we
were able to observe - him more exactly.
Now we could see that the Selenite covering
was indeed clothing, and not a sort of
crustacean integument. He was quite similar
in his costume to the former one we had
glimpsed, except that ends of something like
wadding were protruding from his neck, and
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needle - point illuminations. We peered,

amazed and incredulous, understanding so

little that we could find no words to say.

We could distinguish nothing that would

give us a clue to the meaning of the faint

shapes we saw.

“What can it be?” I asked; ‘what can
it be?”

They must live
in these caverns during the night and come
out during the day.”

“Cavor!” Isaid. “Can they be—that—
it was something like—men?”

“ That was not a man.”

“ We dare risk nothing !”

“We dare do nothing until we find the
sphere.”

He assented with a groan and stirred him-
self to move. He stared about him for a
space, sighed, and indicated a direction. We
struck out through the jungle. Tor a time
we crawled resolutely, then with diminishing
vigour.. Presently among great shapes of
flabby purple there came a noise of trampling
and cries about us. e lay close, and for a
long time the sounds went to and fro and
very near. But this time we saw nothing.
I tried to whisper to Cavor that I could
hardly go without food much longer, but my
mouth had become too dry for whispering.

* Cavor,” 1 said, “ I must have food.”

He turned a face full of dismay towards
me. “It’s a case for holding out,” he said.

“But I must,” I said ; *“and look at my
lips!” A

“I've been thirsty some time.”

“If only some of that snow had remained!”

“It's clean gone! We're driving from
Arctic to tropical at the rate of a degree a
minute. . . .”

I gnawed my hand.

“The sphere!” he said. “There is
nothing for it but the sphere.” We roused
ourselves to another spurt of crawling. My
mind ran entirely on edible things, on the
hissing profundity of summer drinks ; more
particularly I craved for beer. I was haunted
by the memory of an eighteen-gallon cask that
had swaggered in my Lympne cellar. I
thought of the adjacent larder, and especially
of steak and kidney pie—tender steak and
plenty of kidney, and rich, thick gravy
between. Ever and again I was seized with
.fits of hungry yawning. We came to flat
places overgrown with fleshy red things,
monstrous coralline growths ; as we pushed
against them they snapped and broke. I
noted the quality of the broken surfaces.
The confounded stuff certainly looked of a
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biteable texture. Then it seemed to me that
it smelt rather well.

I picked up a fragment and sniffed at it.

“ Cavor,” I said, in a hoarse undertone.

He glanced at me with his face screwed
up. “Don't,” he said. I put down the
fragment, and we crawled on through this
tempting fleshiness for a space.

“Cavor,” I asked, “why not?"”

“Toison,” I heard him say, but he did not
look round.

We crawled some way before I decided.

“T’ll chance it,” said 1.

He made a belated gesture to prevent me.
1 stuffed my wmouth full. He -crouched,
watching my face, his own twisted into the
oddest expression. ““ It's good,” I said.

“QOh, Lord!” he cried.

He watched me munch, his face wrinkled
between desire and disapproval, then suddenly
succumbed to appetite, and began to tear off
huge mouthfuls. For a time we did nothing
but eat.

The stuff was not unlike a terrestrial mush-
room, only it was much laxer in texture, and
as one swallowed it it warmed the throat.
At first we experienced a mere mechanical
satisfaction in eating. Then our blood began
to run warmer, and we tingled at the lips and
fingers, and then new and slightly irrelevant
ideas came bubbling up in our minds.

“It's good,” said I. “Infernally good !
What a home for our surplus population !
Our poor surplus population,” and I broke
off another large portion.

It filled me with a curiously benevolent
satisfaction that there was such good food in
the moon. The depression of my hunger gave
way to an irrational exhilaration. The dread
and discomfort in which I had been living
vanished entirely. I perccived the moon no
longer as a planet from which I most
earnestly desired the means of escape, but as
a possible refuge for human destitution. I
think I forgot the Sclenites, the mooncalves,
the lid, and the noises completely so soon as
I had eaten that fungus.

Cavor replied to my third repetition of
my ‘“surplus population” remark with
similar words of approval. I felt that my
head swam, but I put this down to the
stimulating effect of food after a long fast.
“ Ess'lent discov’ry, yours, Cavor,” said I
“Se’nd on’y to the ’tato.”

“ Whajer mean ?” asked Cavor. ‘’Scovery
of the moon—se’nd on’y to the ‘tato?”

I looked at him, shocked at his suddenly
hoarse voice and by the badness of his arti-
culation. It occurred to me in a flash that
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“I haven't tied you,” he answered. “It’s
the Selenites.”

The Selenites! My mind hung on that
for a space. Then my memories came back
to me : the snowy desolation, the thawing of
the air, the growth of the plants, our strange
hopping and crawling among the rocks and
vegetation of ‘the crater. All the distress of
our frantic search for the sphere returned to
me. . . . Finally the opening of the great
lid that covered the pit !

Then as I strained to trace our later move-
ments down to our present plight the pain
in my head became intolerable. I came to an
insurmountable barrier, an obstipate blank.

“Cavor!”

“Yes.” _

“Where are we?”

“ How should I know?”

*“ Are we dead ?”

“ What nonsense !”

* They've got us, then !”

He made no answer but a grunt. The
lingering traces of the poison seemed to
make him oddly irritable.

“ What do you mean to do?”

“ How should I know what to do?”

“ Oh, very well,” said I, and became
silent. Presently I was roused from a
stupor. “Oh, ZLord/” 1 cried, “I wish
you'd stop that buzzing.”

We lapsed into silence again, listening to
the dull confusion of noises like the muffled
sounds of a street or factory that filled
our ears. I could make nothing of it;
my mind pursued first one rhythm and
then another, and questioned it in vain.
But after a long time I became aware
of a new and sharper element, not
mingling with the rest, but standing out, as
it were, against that cloudy background of
sound. It was a series of relatively very
little definite sounds, tappings and rubbings
like a loose spray of ivy against a window or
a bird moving about upon a box. We
listened and peered about us, but the dark-
ness was a velvet pall. There followed a
noise like the subtle movement of the wards
of a welloiled lock. And then there
appeared before me, hanging as it seemed in
an immensity of black, a thin bright line.

“Look !” whispered Cavor, very softly.

“Whatisit?”

“I don’t know.”

We stared.

The thin bright line became a band and
broader and paler. It took upon itself the
quality of a bluish light falling upon a white-
washed wall. It ceased to be parallel sided ;
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it developed a deep indentation on one side.
I turned to remark this to Cavor, and was
amazed to see his ear in a brilliant illumina-
tion —all the rest of him in shadow. I
twisted my head round as well as my bonds
would permit. “Cavor!” I said, “it's behind !”
His ear vanished —gave place to an eye!
Suddenly the crack that had been admitting
the light breadened out and revealed itself as
the space of an opening door. Beyond was
a sapphire vista, and in the doorway stood a

‘grotesque outline silhouetted against the glare.

We both made convulsive efforts to turn,

“and, failing, sat staring over our shoulders at

thiss. My first. .impression was of some
clumsy quadruped with lowered head. Then
I perceived it was the slender, pinched body
and short and extremely attenuated bandy legs
of a Selenite, with his head depressed between

_hisshoulders. He was without the helmet and

body-covering they wear upon the exterior.

He was a blank black figure to us, but
instinctively our imaginations supplied fea-
tures to his very human outline. I at least took
it instantlythat he was somewhat hunchbacked,
with a high forehead and long features.

He came forward three steps and paused
for a time. His movenents seemed abso-
lutely noiseless. - Then he came forward
again. He walked like a bird—his feet fell
one in front of the other. He stepped out of
the ray of light that came through the door-
way, and it seemed as though he vanished
altogether in the shadow.

For a moment my eyes sought him in the
wrong place, and then I perceived him stand-
ing facing us both in the full light. Only
the human features I had attributed to him
were not there at all!  The front of his face
was a gap.

Of course I ought to have expected that,
only I didn’t. It came to me as an absolute,
for a moment an overwhelming, shock. It
scemed as though it wasn’t a face; as
though it must needs be a mark, a horror,
a deformity that would presently be dis-
avowed or explained.

It was rather like a visored helmet . . .
But I can’t explain the thing. Have you
ever seen the face of some insect greatly
magnified? There was no nose, no expres-
sion, it was all shiny and hard and invariable,
with bulging eyes—in the silhouette I had
supposed they were ears ... I have tried to
draw one of these heads, but I cannot. The
point one cannot get is the horrible want of
expression, or rather the horrible want of
change of expression. Every head and
face a man meets with on earth in
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The First Men

in the Moon.

By H. G. WELLs.

CHAPTER XIIIL

MR. CAVOR MAKES SOME SUGGESTIONS.
OR a time neither of us spoke.
To focus together all the
things we had brought upon
Xff| ourselves secemed beyond my
8 mental powers.

“ They've got us,” I said

o)

N
$
)

at last.

“It was that fungus.”

“Well, if I hadn't taken it we should have
fainted and starved.”

“We might have found the sphere.”

I lost my temper at his persistence and
swore to myself. For a time we hated one
another in silence. 1 drummed with my
fingers on the floor between my knees and
gritted the links of my fetters together.
Presently I was forced to talk again.

“ What do you make of it, anyhow?” 1
asked humbly.

“They are reasonable creatures—they can
make things and do things. Those lights
wesaw . ... "

He stopped. It was clear he could make
nothing of it.

When he spoke again it was to confess.
“After all, they are more human than we
had a right to expect. I suppose-—"

He stopped, irritatingly.

“Yes?”

“T suppose, anyhow—on any planet, where
there is an intclligent animal, it will carry its
brain case upward, and have hands and walk
erect. . . .”

Presently he
direction.

“We are some way in,” he said. “I
mean—perhaps a couple of thousand feet or
more.”

13 \\’hy ? ”

“It’s cooler. And our voices are so much
louder. That faded quality—it has altogether
gone. And the feeling in one’s ears and
throat.”

I had not noted that, but I did now.

“The air is denser. We must be some
depth—a mile even we may be—inside the
moon.”

broke away in another

“ We never thought of a world inside the
moon.”

“No.”
‘““How could we?”
“We might have done. Only one

gets into habits of mind.”

He thought for a time.

“ Now,” he said, “it seems such an obvious
thing. Of course! The moon must be
enormously cavernous with an atmosphere
within, and at the centre of its caverns a sea.
One knew that the moon had a lower specific
gravity than the earth; one knew that it had
little air or water outside; one knew, too,
that it was sister planet to the earth and that
it was unaccountable that it should be
different in composition. The inference that
it was hollowed out was as clear as day.
And yet one never saw it as a fact. Kepler,
of course——" His voice had the interest
now of a man who has discovered a pretty
sequence of reasoning.

“Yes,” he said, ‘“ Kepler, with his sué-
volvani, was right after all.” '

“I wish you had taken the trouble to find
that out before we came,” I said.

He answered nothing, buzzing to himself
softly as he pursued his thoughts. My
temper was going. * What do you think has
become of the sphere, anyhow ? ” T asked.

“Lost,” he said, like a man who answers
an uninteresting question.

“ Among those plants?”

“ Unless they find it.”

“And then?”

“How can I tell?”

“Cavor,” I said, with a sort of hysterical
bitterness, “things look bright for my
Company . . . .”

He made no answer.

“Good Lord!” I exclaimed. “Just think of
all the trouble we took to get into this pickic!
What did we come for? What are we after?
What was the moon to us, or we to the
moon? We wanted too much, we tried
too much. We ought to have started the
little things first. It was you proposed the
moon ! Those Cavorite spring blinds! 1
am certain we could have worked them for
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terrestrial purposes. Certain ! Did you
really understand what I proposed ? A steel
cylinder——"

“ Rubbish ! ”.said Cavor.

We ceased to converse.

For a time Cavor kept up a broken mono-
logue without much help from me.

“If they find it,” he began; “if they find
it. . . . what will they do with it? Well,
that’s a question! It may be that’s ke
question. They won’t understand it, anyhow.
If they understood that sort of thing they
would have come long since to the earth.

Would they? Why shouldn’t they? But
they would have sent

something They N\ ~
couldn’t keep their hands

off such a possibility. \ 4 \
No! But they will

examine it. Clearly they \

are intelligent and in-
quisitive. They will
examine it—get inside
it— trifle with the studs.
Off! . . . That would
mean the moon for us
for all the rest of
our lives. Strange
creatures, strange
knowledge . . . .”

‘ As for strange
knowledge——!”
said I, and lan-
guage failed
me.

“Look here,
Bedford,” said
Cavor. “You
came on this ex-
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it knocks you to pieces in some unexpected
way. Old passions and new weapons—
now it upsets your religion, now it upscls
your social ideas, now it whirls you off to
desolation and mlsery !

“ Anyhow, it’s no use your quarrell.n;:,
with me now. These creatures — these
Selenites—or whatever we choose to call
them, bave got us tied hand and foot.
Whatever temper you choose to go through
with it in, you will have to go through with
it.... We have experiences before us
that will need all our coolness.”

He paused as if he required my assent.
But I sat sulking.
“Confound your
Science !” T said.

“The problem
is communication.
Gestures, 1 fear,
will be different.
Pointing, for ex-
ample. No crea-
tures but men and
monkeys point.”

‘That was too
obviously wrong
for me. ** Pretty

nearly every
animal,” I cried,
“points with its
eyes or nose.”
Cavor medita-
ted over that.
“Yes,” he said
at last, “and we
don’t. There’s
such differences !
Such differences !

pedition of your “One might
own free will.” ... But how

“You said to can I tell? There
me — ‘call it “I SAT SULKING." is speech. The

prospecting.’”

“‘There’s always.risks in prospecting.”

“ Especially when you do it unarmed and
without thinking out every possibility.”

*1 was so taken up with the sphere.
thing rushed on us and carried us away.”

“ Rushed on me, you mean.”

““ Rushed on me just as much. How was
Z to know when I set to work on molecular
physics that the business would bring me
here—of all places?”

“Tt’s this accursed Science,” 1 cried.

*“It'sthe very Devil. The medizval priests
and persccutors were right, and the Moderns
are all wrong. You tamper with it and it
offers you gilis. And directly you take them

The

sounds they make,
a sort of fluting and piping. I don’t see how
we are to imitate that. Is it their speech,
that sort of thing? They may have
different senses, different means of communi-
cation. Of course they are minds and
we are minds—there must be something in
common. Who knows how far we may not
get to an understanding ?”

“The things are outside us,” I said.
“ They're more different from us than the
strangest animals on earth. They are a
different clay. What is the good of talking
like this?”

Cavor thought. “1I don’t see that. Where
there are minds, they will have something
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similar—even though they have been evolved
on different planets. Of course, if it was a
question of instinct—if we or they were no
more than animals »

“ Well, are they? They’re much more
like ants on their hind legs than human
beings, and who ever got to any sort of
understanding with ants?”

“But these machines and clothing! No,
I don’t hold with you, Bedford. The differ-
ence is wide—"

“It’s insurmountable.”

“The resemblance must bridge it. I
remember reading once a paper by the
late Professor Galton on the possibility of
communication between the planets. Un-
happily at that time it did not seem probable
that that would be of any material benefit to
me, and I fear I did not give it the attention

I should have done—in view of this state of *

affairs. Yet . . . Now, let-me see !

““His idea was to begin with those broad
truths that must underlie all conceivable
mental existences and establish a basis on
those. The great principles of geometry, to
begin with. He proposed to take some lead-
ing proposition of Euclid’s, and show by con-
struction that its truth was known to us; to
demonstrate, for example, that the angles at
the base of an isosceles triangle are equal,
and that if the equal sides be produced the
angles on the other side of the base are
equal also; or that the square on the hypo-
tenuse of a right-angled triangle is equal to
the sum of the squares on the two other
sides. By demonstrating our knowledge of
these things we should demonstrate our pos-
session of a reasonable intelligence. . . .
Now, suppose I . I might draw the
geometrical figure with a wet finger or even
trace it in the air . . .”

He fell silent. I sat meditating his
words. For a time his wild hope of com-
munication, of interpretation with these weird
beings, held me. Then that angry despair
that was a part of my exhaustion and physical
misery resumed its sway. 1 perceived with
a sudden novel vividness the extraordinary
folly of everything I had ever done. *‘Ass!”
1 said, “Oh, ass, unutterable ass . .. 1
seem to exist only to go about doing pre-
posterous things. . . Why did we ever
leave the thing? . . . Hopping about look-
ing for patents and concessions in the craters
of the moon! ... If only we had had the
sense to fasten a handkerchief to a stick to
show where we had left the sphere !”

I subsided, fuming.

“It is clear,” meditated Cavor, * they are
Vol xxi.—38 )
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intelligent.  One can hypotheticate certain
things. As they have not killed us at once
they must have ideas of mercy. Mercy!
At any rate of restraint. Possibly of inter-
course. They may meet us. And this
apartment and the glimpses we had of its
guardian. These fetters! A high degree
of intelligence. . . .”

“ I wish to Heaven,” cried 1, “ I'd thought
even twice! DPlunge after plunge. First
one fluky start and then another. It was
my confidence in you. HWhy didn’t I stick
to my play? That was what I was equal to.
That was my world and the life I was made
for. T could have finished that play. I'm
certain . . . . it was a good play. I had
the scenario as good as done. Then . .
Conceive'it ! Leaping to the moon! Practi-
cally —I've thrown my life away! That old
woman in the inn near Canterbury had
better sense.”

I looked up, and stopped in mid-sentence.
The darkness had given place to that bluish
light again. The door was opening, and
several noiseless Selenites were coming into
the chamber. I became quite still, staring
at the chitinous impassiveness of their faces.

Then suddenly my sense of disagreeable
strangeness changed to interest. I perceived
that the foremost and second carried bowls.
One elemental need at least our minds could
understand in common. They were bowls
of some metal that, like our fetters, looked
dark in that bluish light ; and each contained
a number of whitish fragments. All the
cloudy pain and misery that oppressed me
rushed together and took the shape of
hunger. I eyed these bowls wolfishly, and,
though it returned to me s . .cams, at that
time it scemed a small matter that at the ¢nd
of the arms that lowered one towards me
were not hands, but a sort of flap and thumb,
like the end of an elephant’s trunk.

The stuff in the bowl was loose in texture
and whitish-brown in colour—rather like
lumps of some cold souffié, and it smelt
faintly like mushrooms. From a partially-
divided carcass of a mooncalf that we
presently saw I am inclined to believe
it must have been mooncalf flesh.

My hands were so tightly chained that I
could barely contrive to reach the bowl, but
when they saw the effort 1 made two of them
dexterously released one of the turns about
my wrist. Their tentacle hands were soft
and cold to my skin. I immediately seized
a mouthful of the food. It had the same
laxness in texture that all organic structures
seem to haveluporiihe moon; it tasted
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We did not get our impression of that
cavern all at once. Qur attention was taken
up by the movements and attitudes of the
Selenites immediately about us, and by the
necessity of controlling our motion, lest we
should startle and alarm them and ourselves
by some excessive stride. In front of us was
the short, thick-set being who had solved the
problem of asking us to get up, moving with
gestures that seemed, almost all of them,
intelligible to us, inviting us to follow him.
His spout-like face turned from one of us to
the other with a quickness that was clearly
interrogative. For a time, I say, we were
taken up with these things.

But at last the great place that formed a
background to our movements asserted itself.
It became apparent that the source of much
at least of the tumult of sounds which had
filled our ears ever since we had recovered
from the stupefaction of the fungus was a
vast mass of machinery in active movement,
whose flying and whirling parts were visible
indistinctly over the heads and between the
bodies of the Selenites who walked about us.
And not only did the web of sounds that
filled the air proceed from this mechanism,
but also the peculiar blue light that irradiated
the whole place. We had taken it as a
natural thing that a subterranean cavern
should be artificially lit, and even now,
though the fact was patent to my eyes, I
did not really grasp its import until pre-
sently the darkness came. The meaning
and structure of this huge apparatus we
saw I cannot explain, because we neither
of us learnt what it was for or how it

worked. One after another, big shafts
of metal flung out and up from its
centre, their heads travelling in what

seemed to me to be a parabolic path; each
dropped a sort of dangling arm as it rose
towards the apex of its flight and plunged
down into a vertical cylinder, forcing this
down before it. And as each of these arms
plunged down there was a clank and then a
roaring, and out of the top of the vertical
cylinder came pouring this incandescent
substance, that lit the place and ran over as
milk runs over a boiling pot and dripped
luminously into a tank of light below. It
was a cold blue light, a sort of phosphorescent
glow, but infinitely brighter, and from the
tanks into which it fell it ran in conduits
athwart the cavern. -

Thud, thud, thud, thud, came the sweeping
arms of this unintelligible apparatus, and the
light substance hissed and poured. At first
the thing seemed only reasonably large and
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near to us ; and then T saw how exceedingly
little the Selenites upon it seemed, and I
realized the fu)]l immensity of cavern and
machine. I looked from this tremendous
affair to the faces of the Selenites with a new
respect. I stopped, and Cavor stopped, and
stared at this thunderous engine.

“ But this is stupendous ! ” I said.
can it be for?”

Cavar's blue-lit face was full of an intelli-
gent respect. “I can’tdream! Surely these
beings Men could not make a thing
like that ! Look at those arms: are they on
connecting rods?”

The thick-set Selenite had gone some
paces unheeded. He came back and stood
between us and the great machine. Iavoided
seeing him, because I guessed somehow that
his idea was to beckon us onward. He
walked away in the direction he wished us to
go, and turned and came back, and flitked
our faces to attract our attention.

Cavor and I looked at one another.

“ Cannot'we show him we are interested in
the machine?” I said.

“Yes,” said Cavor. “We¢'ll try“that.” He
turned to our guide, and smiled, and pointed
to the machine, and pointed again, and then
to his: head, and then to the machine. By
some defect of reasoning he seemed to
imagine that broken English might help
these gestures. *“ Me look ’im,” he said;
‘ me think ’im very much. Yes.”

His behaviour scemed to check the
Selenites in their desire for our progress for
a moment. They faced one another, their
queer heads moved, the twittering voices
came quick and liquid. Then one of them,
a lean, tall creature, with a sort of mantle
added to the puttee in which the others
were dressed, twisted his elephant trunk of
a hand about Cavor’s waist, and pulled him
gently to follow our guide, who again went
on ahead. )

Cavor resisted. “We may just as well
begin explaining ourselves now! ‘They may
think we are new animals, a new sort of
mooncalf, perhaps! It is most important
that we should show an intelligent interest
from the outset.”

He began to shake his head violently.
“No, no,” he said; “me not comc on one
minute. Me look at ’im.”

“Isn’t there some geometrical point you
might bring in apropos of that affair?”
I suggested, as the Selenites conferred
again.

“Possibly a parabolic——"" he began.
yelled loudly and iedped six feet or more !

“\What

He
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“they think we are merely strange animals,
some wild sort of mooncalf birth, perhaps.
It will be only when they have observed us
better that they will begin to think we have
minds——"

“When you trace those geometrical prob-
lems?” said 1.

‘“ It may be that.”

We tramped on for a space.

“You see,” said Cavor, “these may be
Selenites of a lower class.”

“The infernal fools,” said I, viciously,
glancing at their exasperating faces.

“If we endure what they do to us——"

“We’ve got to endure it,” said 1.

“There may be others less stupid. This
is the mere outer fringe of their world. It
must go down and down, cavern, passage,
tunnel, down at last to the sea—hundreds of
miles below.

His words made me think of the mile or
so of rock and tunnel that might be over our
heads already. It was like a weight dropping
on my shoulders. ‘ Away from the sun and
air,” I said. *“Even a mine half a mile deep
is stuffy.”

“This is not—anyhow. It’s probable——
Ventilation ! The air would blow from the
dark side of the moon to the sunlit, and all
the carbonic acid would well out there and
feed those plants. Up this tunnel, for
example—there is quite a breeze. And what
a world it must be! The earnest we have in
that shaft, and those machines——"

“ And the goad,” I said. ¢ Don’t forget
the goad ! ”

He walked a little in front of me for a
time.

‘“ Even that goad——" he said.

“ Well?”

“1 was angry at the time. But it
was perhaps necessary we should get on.
They have different skins and probably
different nerves. They may not understand
our objection—just as a being from Mars
might not like our earthly habit of nudging.”
“ They'd better be careful how they nudge
me.”

“And about that geometry. After all,
their way is a way of understanding too.
They begin with the elements of life and not
of thought. Food. Compulsion. Pain.
They strike at fundamentals.”

“’There’s no doubt about #£as,” I said.

He went on to talk of the enormous and
wonderful world into which we were being
taken. I realized slowly from his tone that
even now he was not absolutely in despair
at the prospect of going ever deeper into this

3y
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inhuman planet burrow. His mind ran on
machines and invention to the exclusion of a
thousand dark things that beset me. It
wasn’t that he intended to make any use of
these things: he simply wanted to know
them.

“ After all,” he said, “this is a tremendous
occasion. It is the meeting of two worlds.
What are we going to see? Think of what
is below us here.”

“We sha’n’t see much if the light isn’t
better,” I remarked.

“This is only the outer crust. Down
below——. On this scale——. There will
be everything. The story we shall take
back!”

“Some rare sort of animal,” I said, “ might
comfort himself in that way while they were
bringing him to the Zoo. It doesn’t
follow that we are going to be shown all these
things.”

“ When they find we have reasonable
minds,” said Cavor, “they will want to learn
about the earth. Even if they have no
generous emotions they will teach in order to
learn. . And the things they must
know ! The unanticipated things!”

He went on to speculate on the possibility
of their knowing things he had never hoped
to learn on earth, speculating in that way,
with a raw wound from that goad already in
his skin! Much that he said I forget, for
my attention was drawn to the fact that the
tunnel along which we had been marching
was opening out wider and wider. We
seemed from the feeling of the air to be
going out into a huge space. But how big
the space might really be we could not tell,
because it was unlit. Our little stream of
light ran in a dwindling thread and vanished
far ahead. Presently the rocky walls had
vanished altogether on either hand. There
was nothing to be seen but the path in front
of us and the trickling, hurrying rivulet of blue
phosphorescence. The figures of Cavor and
the guiding Selenite marched before me;
the sides of their legs and heads that were
towards the rivulet were clear and bright
blue ; their darkened sides, now that the re-
flection of the tunnel wall no longer lit them,
merged indistinguishably in the darkness
beyond.

And soon I perceived that we were
approaching a declivity of some sort, because
the little blue stream dipped suddenly out
of sight.

In another moment, as it seemed, we had
The shining stream gave
one meander of hesitation and then rushed
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1 heard Cavor’s voice in alarm and entreaty.
Even then I think he wanted to compromise
with these creatures. But the sting of that
second stab seemed to set free some pent-up
reserve of energy in my being. Instantly a
link of the wrist chain snapped, and with
1t snapped all considerations that had held us
unresisting in the hands of these moon-
creatures. For that second, at least, I was
mad with fear and anger. I took no thought
of consequences. I hit straight out, at the
face of the thing with the goad. The chain
was twisted round my fist. .7 . .

There came another of those beastly sur-
prises of which the moon world is full.

My mailed hand seemed to go clean
through him. He smashed like an egg. It
was like hitting one of those hard sweets that
have liquid inside. It broke right in, and
the flimsy body went spinning a dozen yards
and fell with a flabby impact. I was
astonished. 1 was incredulous that any
living thing could be so flimsy. For an
instant I could have believed the whole
thing a dream.

Then it had become real and imminent
again. Neither Cavor nor the other Selenites
seemed to have done anything from the time
when I had turned about to the time when
the dead Selenite hit the ground. Everyone
stood back from us two, everyone alert. That
arrest seemed to last at least a second after
the Selenite was down. Everyone must have
been taking the thing in. I seem to remem-
ber myself standing with my arm half
retracted, trying also to take it in. “ What
next ? ” clamoured my brain ; “ what next?”
Then in a moment everyone was moving !

I perceived we must get our chains loose,
and that before we could do this these
Selenites had to be beaten off. I faced
towards the group of the three goad-bearers.
Instantly one threw his goad at me. It
swished over my head, and 1 suppose went
flying into the abyss behind.

I leaped right at him with all my might as
the goad flew over me. He turned to rugp as
I jumped, and I bore him to the ground,
came down right upon him, and slipped
upon his smashed body and fell.

I came into a sitting position, and on every
hand the blue backs of the Selenites were
receding into the darkness. I bent a link by
main force and untwisted the chain that had
hampered me about the ankles, and sprang

to my feet, with the chain in my hand. .

Another goad, flung javelin-wise, whistled by
me, and I made a rush towards the darkness

out of which it had come. Then I turned
Vol. xxi.—37
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back towards Cavor, who was still standing
in the light of the rivulet near the gulf, con-
vulsively busy with his wrists.

“Come on!” I cried.

“ My hands !” he answered.

Then, realizing that I dared not run back
to him. because my ill-calculated steps might
carry me over the edge, he came shuffling
towards me, with his hands held out before
him.

I gripped his chains at once to unfasten
them.

““Where are they ? ” he panted.

“ Run away. They'll come back. They're
throwing things! Which way shall we
0?” .
“ By the light. To that tunnel. Eh?”

“ Yes,” said I, and his hands were free.

I dropped on my knees and fell to work
on his ankle bonds. Whack came some-
thing—1 know not what—and splashed the
livid streamlet into drops about us.- Far
away on our right a piping and whistling
began.

I whipped the chain off his feet, and put
it in his hand. *“ Hit with that!” I said,
and without waiting for an answer set off in
big bounds along the path by which we had
come. I heard the impact of his leaps come
following after me.

We ran in vast strides. But that running,
you must understand, was an altogether
different thing from any running on earth.
On earth one leaps and almost instantly hits
the ground again ; but on the moon, because
of its weaker pull, one shot through the air
for several seconds before one came to earth.
In spite of our violent hurry this gave an
effect of long pauses, pauses in which one
might have counted seven or eight. Step,
and one soared off. All sorts of questions
ran through my mind: * Where are the
Selenites? What will they do? Shall we
ever get to that tunnel? Is Cavor far
behind? Are they likely to cut him off?”
Then whack, stride, and off again for another
step. ,
I saw a Selenite running in. front of me,
his legs going exactly as a man’s would go on
earth, saw him glance over his shoulder, and
heard him shriek as he ran aside out of my
way into the darkness. He was, I think, our
guide, but I am not sure. Then in another
vast stride the walls of rock had come into
view on either hand, and in two more strides
I was in the tunnel, and tempering my pace
to its low roof. I went on to a bend, then
stopped and turned back, and plug, plug,
plug, Cavor came  into view, splashing into
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yourself at home.” And as he spluttered
over our disappointment I began to lob more
of these growths into the cleft.

“1I thought it was daylight,” he said.

“ Daylight ! ” cried 1. “ Daybreak, sunset,
clouds, and windy skies! Shall we ever see
such things again ?”

As I spoke a little picture of our world
seemed to rise before me, bright and little
and clear, like the background of some
Italian picture. ““The sky that changes, and
the sea that changes, and the hills and the
green trees, and the towns and cities shining
in the sun. Think of a wet roof at sunset,
Cavor! Think of the windows of a westward
house !”

He made no answer.

“Here we are burrowing in this beastly
world that isn’t a world, with its inky ocean
hidden in some abominable blackness below,
and outside that torrid day and that death
stillness of night. And all those things that
are chasing us now, beastly men of leather—
insect men, that come out of a nightmare !
After all, they’re right ! What business have
we here, smashing them and disturbing their
world ? For all we know the whole planet is up
and after us already. In a minute we may
hear them whimpering and their gongs going.
What are we to do? Where are we to go?
Here we are as comfortable as snakes from
Jamrach’s loose in a Surbiton villa!”

I resumed my destruction of the fungi.
Then suddenly I saw something and shouted.

“Cavor,” I said, “these chains are of
gold!”

He was sitting, thinking intently, with his
hands gripping his cheeks. He turned his
head slowly and stared at me and, when I
had repeated my words, at the twisted chain
about his right hand. “So they are,” he
said, “so they are.” His face lost its transi-
tory interest even as he looked. He hesitated
for a moment, then went on with his inter-
rupted meditation. I sat for a space puzzling
over the fact that I had only just observed
this, until I considered the blue light in
which we had been and which had taken all
the colour out of the metal. And from that
discovery I also started upon a train of
thought that carried me wide and far. 1
forgot that I had just been asking what
business we had in the moon. I was dream-
ing of gold. . . .

It was Cavor who spoke first. ‘It seems
to me that there are two courses open to us.”

113 ‘ve'" ? »

‘“Either we can attempt to make our way

—fight our way if necessary—out to the
Vol. xxi.—61
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exterior again and then hunt for our spherc
until either we find it or the cold of the night
comes to kill us, or else——"

He paused. “ Yes,” I said, though I knew
what was coming.

“We might attempt once more to estab-
lish some sort of understanding with the
minds of the people in the moon.”

“So far as I'm concerned—-it’s the first.”

“1 doubt.”

“I don’t.”

“You see,” said Cavor, “I do not think we
can judge the Selenites by what we have seen
of them. Their central world, their civilized
world, will be far below in the profounder
caverns about their sea. This region of the
crust in which we are is an outlying district,
a pastoral region. At any rate, that is my
interpretation. These Selenites we have seen
may be only the equivalent of cow-boys and
engine-tenders. Their use of goads—in all
probability mooncalf goads—the lack of
imagination they show in expecting us to be
able to do just what they can do, their
indisputable brutality, all scem to point to
something of that sort. But if we en-
dured ”

“ Neither of us could endure a six-inch
plank across the bottomless pit for very
long.”

* No,” said Cavor, “that’s truc.”

He discovered a new line of possibilities.

-*“Suppose we got ourselves into some corner,

where we could defend ourselves against these
hinds and labourers. If, for example, we
could hold out for a week or so, it is probable
that the news of our appearance would filter
down to the more intelligent and populous
parts——"

“If they exist.”

“They must exist, or whence come those
tremendous machines? ”

“ That’s possible, but it’s the worst of the
two chances.”

“We might write up
walls-——"

“How do we know their eyes would see
the sort of marks we made?”

“If we cut them——"

“That’s possible, of course.”

I took up a new thread of thought. ** After
all,” I said, “I suppose you don’t think these
Selenites so infinitely wiser than men?”

“They must know a lot more—or at least
a lot of different things.”

“Yes, but——" I hesitated. “I think
you'll quite admit, Cavor, that you're rather
an exceptional man.”

“How?”

inscriptions  on
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‘“ Well, you—you’re a rather lonely man;
have been, that is. You haven’t married.”

“ Never wanted to. But why?”

“And you never grew richer than you
happened to be ?”

“Never wanted that either.”

“You've just rooted after knowledge.”

“Well, a certain curiosity is natural

“You think so. That’s just it. You think
every other mind wants to Anozw. 1 re-
member once, when I asked you why you
conducted all these researches, you said you
wanted your F.R.S, and to have the stuff
called Cavorite, and things like that. You
know perfectly well you didn’t do it for that;
but at the time my question took you by
surprise, and you felt you ought to have
something to look like a motive. Really,
you conducted researches because you /ad
to. It’s your twist.”

“ Perhaps it is

“It isn’t one man in a million has that
twist. Most men want—well, various things,
but very few want knowledge for its own
sake. I don’t, I know perfectly well. Now
these Selenites seem to be a driving, busy
sort of being, but how do you know that
even the most intelligent will take an interest
in us or our world? I don't believe they’ll
even know we have a world. They never
come out at night—they’d freeze if they did.
They’ve probably never seen any heavenly
body at all except blazing sun. How are they
to know there 75 another world ? What does it
matter to them if theydo? Well, even if they
kave had a glimpse of a few stars or even of
the earth crescent, what of that ? Why should
people living énside a planet trouble to observe
that sort of thing? Men wouldn’t have done
it except for the seasons and sailing ; why
should the moon people? . . . .

“Well, suppose there are a few philosophers
like yourself. They are just the very Selenites
who'll never hear of our existence. Suppose
a Selenite had dropped on the earth when
you were at Lympne; you’d have been the
last man in the world to hear he had come.
You never read a newspaper. You see the
chances against you. Well, it’s for these
chances we're sitting here doing nothing while
precious time is flying. I tell you we’ve got
into a fix. We've come unarmed, we’ve lost
our sphere, we’ve got no food, we've shown
ourselves to the Selenites and made them
think we're strange, strong, dangerous animals,
and unless these Selenites are perfect fools
they’ll set about now and hunt us till they
find us, and when they find us they’ll try and
take us if they can and kill us if they can’t,
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and that’s the end of the matter. After they
take us they’ll probably kill us, through some
misunderstanding.  After we’re done for
they may discuss us, perhaps, but we sha’n’t
get much fun out of that.”

“Go on.”

“On the other hand, here’s gold knocking
about like cast-iron at home. If only we
can get some of it back, if only we can find
our sphere again before they do and get
back, then——"

[13 Yes ? ”

“We might put the thing on a sounder
footing. Come back in a bigger sphere with

uns.”
it Good Lord!” cried Cavor, as though
that was horrible.

I shied another luminous fungus down the
cleft.

“ Look here, Cavor,” I said, “ I've half the
voting power anyhow in this affair, and this
is a case for a practical man. I'm a practical
man, and you are not. I'm not going to trust
to Selenites and geometrical diagrams «again
if I can helpit. . . . That's all. Get back.
Drop all this secrecy—or most of it. And
come again.”

He reflected. *“When I came to th.
moon,” he said, “I ought to have come
alone.”

“The question before the meeting,” I
said, “is how to get back to the sphere.”

For a time we nursed our knees in silence.
Then he seemed to decide to accept my
reasons.

“I think,” he said, ‘“one can get data.
Itis clear that, while the sun is on this side
of the moon, the air will be blowing through
this planet sponge from the dark side hither.
On this side, at any rate, the air will be
expanding and flowing out of the moon
caverns into the crater. . .. Very well,
there’s a draught here.”

¢ So there is.”

“ And that means that this is not a dead
end ; somewhere behind us this cleft goes on
and up. Thedraught is blowing up, and that
is the way we have to go. If we try and get
up any sort of chimney or gully there is, we
shall not only get out of these passages
where they are hunting for us »

‘“ But suppose the gully is too narrow.”

“We'll come down again.”

“Ssh!” I said, suddenly;
that?”

We listened. At first it was an indistinct
murmur, and then one picked out the clang
of a gong. ‘*They must think we are moon-
calves,” said' 1,/ to ‘be frightened at that.”

“what'’s
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portion of the cavern beyond. It was clearly
a large space, and lit no doubt by some
rivulet of the same blue light that we had
seen flow from the beating machinery. An
intermittent trickle of water dropped ever and
again between the bars near my face.

My first endeavour was naturally to see
what might be upon the floor of the cavern,
but our grating lay in a depression whose
rim hid all this from our eyes. OQur foiled
attention then fell back upon the suggestion
of the various sounds we heard, and presently
my eye caught a number of faint shadows
that played across the dim roof, far over-
head.

Indisputably there were several Selenites,
perhaps a considerable number in this space,
for we could hear the noises of their inter-
course and faint sounds that I identified as
their footfalls. There was also a succession
of regularly repeated sounds, chid, chid, chid,
which began and ceased, suggestive of a
knife or spade hacking at some soft sub-
stance. Then came a clank as if of chains,
a whistle and a rumble as of a truck running
over a hollowed place, and then again that
chid, clud, chid, resumed. The shadows
told of shapes that moved quickly and
rhythmically in agreement with that regular
.sound, and rested when it ceased.

We put our heads close together and
began to discuss these things in noiseless
whispers.

“They are occupied,” I said; *they are
occupied in some way.”

113 Yes."

“They’re not seeking us or thinking of us.”

“ Perhaps they have not heard of us.”

“Those others are hunting about below.
If suddenly we appeared here——"

We looked at one another.

“There might be a chance to parley,” said
Cavor.

“No,” I said, “ not as we are.”

For a space we remained, each occupied
with his own thoughts.

Chid, chid, chid went the chipping, and
the shadows moved to and fro.

I looked at the grating. *It’s flimsy,” I
said. *“We might bend two of the bars and
crawl through.”

We wasted a little time in vague discus-
sion. Then I took one of the bars in both
hands, and got my feet up against the rock
until they were almost on a level with my
head, and so thrust against the bar. It
bent so suddenly that I almost slipped. I
clambered about and bent the adjacent bar
in the opposite direction, and then; took

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

the luminous fungus from my pocket and
dropped it down the fissure.

“Don’t do anything hastily,” whispered
Cavor, as I twisted myself up through the
opening I had enlarged. I had a glimpse of
busy figures as I came through the grating,
and immediately bent down, so that the rim
of the depression in which the grating lay
hid me from their eyes, and so lay flat,
signalling advice to Cavor as he also pre-
pared to come through. Presently we were
side by side in the depression, peering
over the edge at the cavern and its
occupants.

It was a much larger cavern than we had
supposed from our first glimpse of it, and we
looked up from the lowest portion of its
sloping floor. It widened out as it receded
from us, and its roof came down and hid the
remoter portion altogether. And lying in a
line along its length, vanishing at last far
away in that tremendous perspective, were a
number of huge shapes, huge pallid hulls,
upon which the Selenites were busy. At first
they seemed big white cylinders of vague
import. Then I noted the heads upon
them lying towards us, eyeless and skinless
like the heads of sheep at a butcher’s, and
perceived they were the carcasses of moon-
calves being cut up, much as the crew of a
whaler might cut up a moored whale. They
were cutting off the flesh in strips, and on
some of the farther trunks the white ribs
were showing. It was the sound of their
hatchets that made that chid, chid. Some
way away a thing like a trolley, cable-drawn
and loaded with chunks of lax meat, was
running up the slope of the cavern floor.
That enormous busy avenue of hulls that
were destined to be food gave us a sense of
the vast populousness of the moon world
second only to the effect of our first glimpse
down the shaft.

It seemed to me at first that the Selenites
must be standing on trestle-supported planks,*
and then I saw that the planks and supports
and their hatchets were really of the same
leaden hue as my fetters had seemed before
white light came to bear on them. A
number of very thick-looking crowbars lay
about the floor and had apparently assisted
to turn the dead mooncalf over on its side.
They were perhaps 6ft. long, with shaped
handles; very tempting looking weapons.

* 1 do not rem: ing any den things on the moon ;
doors, tables, everything corresponding to our terrestrial joinery
was made of metal, and I believe for the most part of gold,\
which as a metal would, of course, naturally recommend itself—
other things being equal—on account of the ease in working it
and its toughnessiand durabiliiy,
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I didn’t fall down—I simply came down a
little shorter than I should have done if I
hadn’t been hit, and from the feel of my
shoulder the thing might have tapped me
and glanced off. Then my left hand hit
against the shaft, and I perceived there was a
sort of spear sticking half through my
shoulder. The moment after I got home
with the crowbar in my right hand, and hit
the Selenite fair and square. Hitting those
Selenites was like hitting dry sunflower canes
with a rod of iron. He collapsed—he broke
‘into pieces.

1 dropped a crowbar, pulled the spear out
of my shoulder, and began to jab it down the
grating into the darkness. At each jab came
a shrick and twitter. Finally I hurled the
spear down upon them with all my strength,
leapt up, picked up the crowbar again, and
started for the multitude up the cavern.

““ Bedford ! ” cried Cavor, * Bedford!” as
I flew past him.

I seem to remember his footsteps coming
on behind me.

Step, leap . . . . whack, step, leap . . . .
Each leap seemed to last ages.  With each,
the cave opened out ard the number of
Selenites visible increased. At first they
seemed all running about like ants in a dis-
turbed ant-hill, one or two waving hatchets
and coming to meet me, more running away,
sonie bolting sideways into the avenue of
carcasses ; then presently others came in

sight carrying spears, and then others. The
cavern grew darker farther up.  Flick!
something flew over my head.. Flick! As

I soared in mid-stride I saw a spear hit and
quiver in one of the carcasses to my left.
Then as I came down one hit the ground
before me and I heard the remote chuzz!
with which their things were fired. Flick!
Flick ! for a moment it was a shower. They
were volleying !

I stopped dead.

I don’t think I thought clearly then. I
seem to remember a kind of stereotyped
phrase running through my mind : “Zone of
fire, seek cover!” T know I made a dash
for the space between two of the carcasses,
and stood there, panting and feeling very
wicked.

I looked round for Cavor, and for a
moment it seemed as if he had vanished
from the world. Then he came out of the
darkness between the row of the carcasses
and the rocky wall of the cavern. I saw his
little face, dark and blue, and shining with
perspiration and emotion.

He was saying something, but what it was
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I did not heed. I had realized that we
might work from mooncalf to mooncalf up
the cave until we were near enough to charge
home. “Come on!” I said, and led the
way.

“ Bedford ! ” he cried, unavailingly.

My mind was busy as we went up that
narrow alley between the dead bodies and
the wall of the cavern. The rocks curved
about—they could not enfilade us. Though
in that narrow space we could not leap, yet
with our earth-born strength we were still able
to go very much faster than the Selenites. 1
reckoned we should presently come nght
among them. Once we were on them they
would be hardly as formidable as black-

beetles.  Only, there would first of all be
a volley. I whipped off my flannel jucket
as I ran,

“ Bedford !” panted Cavor, behind me.

I glanced back. ‘ What?” said 1.

He was pointing upward over the car-
casses.  ‘ White light !” he said. “ White
light again !”

I looked, and it was even so: a.faint white
ghost of twilight in the remoter cavern roof.
That seemed to give me double strength.

“Keep close,” I said. A Selenite dashed
out of the darkness and squealed and fled.
I halted and stopped Cavor with my hand.
I hung my jacket over my crowbar, ducked
round the next carcass, dropped jacket and
crowbar, showed myself, and darted back.

“ Chuzz—Aflick,” just one arrow came. We
were close on the Selenites, and they were
standing in a crowd, with a little battery of
their shooting implements pointing down the
cave. ‘T'hree or four other arrows followed
the first, and then their fire ceased.

I stuck out my head, and escaped by a
hair’s breadth. This time I drew a dozen
shots or more, and heard the Selenites shout-
ing and twittering as if with excitement as
they shot. I picked up jacket and crowbar
again.

“ Now/” said I, and thrust out the jacket.

“ Chuzz-zz-zz-zz ! Chuzz !” In an instant
my jacket had grown a thick beard of arrows,
and they were .quivering all over the carcass
behind us.  Instantly I slipped the crowbar
out of the jacket, dropped the jacket— for
all I know to the contrary it is lying up
there in the moon now—and rushed out
upon them.

For a minute perhaps it was massacre.
I was too fierce to discriminate, and the
Selenites were probably too scared to fizht.
At any rate they made no sort of fight against
me. I 'sawliscarlet;ras the saying is. 1
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enormous hollow, it may be, four miles
beneath our feet. . . .

For a moment I listened, then tightened
my grip on my crowbar and led the way up
the gallery. '

“This must be the shaft we looked down
upon,” said Cavor. *Under that lid.”

“And belowthere is where we saw the lights.”

“The lights!” said he. * Yes—the lights
of the world that now we shall never see.”

“We'll come back,” T said, for now we
had escaped so much I was rashly sanguine
that we .should recover the sphere.

His answer I did not catch.

“Eh?” I asked.

“Tt doesn’t matter,” he answered, and we
hurried on in silence.

I suppose that slanting lateral way was
four or five miles long, allowing for its curva-
ture, and it ascended at a slope that would
have made it almost impossibly steep on
earth, but which one strode up easily under
lunar conditions. We saw only two Selenites
during -all that portion of our flight, and
directly they became aware of us they ran
headlong. It was clear that the knowledge
of our -strength and violence had reached
them. Our way to the exterior was un-
cxpectedly plain.  The spiral gallery
straightened into a steeply ascendent tunnel,
its floor bearing abundant traces of the moon-
calves, and so straight and short in propor-
tion to its vast arch that no part of it was
absolutely dark. Almost immediately it
began to lighten, and then far off and high up,
and quite blindingly brilliant, appeared its
opening on the exterior, a slope of Alpine
steepness surmounted by a crest of bayonet
shrub tall and broken down now and dry
and dead, in spiky silhouette against the sun.

And it is strange that we men, to whom
this very vegetation had seemed so weird and
horrible a little time ago, should now behold
‘it with the emotion a home-coming exile
might feel at sight of his native land. We
welcomed even the rareness of the air that
made us pant as we ran and which rendered
speaking no longer the easy thing it bad
been, but an effort to make oneself heard.
Larger grew the sunlit circle above us and
larger, and all the nearer tunnel sank into a
rim of indistinguishable black. We saw the
dead bayonet shrub no longer with any touch
of green in it, but brown and dry and thick,
and the shadow of its upper branches high
out of sight made a densely interlaced
pattern upon the tumbled rocks. And at
the immediate mouth of the tunnel was a
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wide trampled space where the mooncalves
had come and gone.

.We came out upon this space at last into
a light and heat that hit and pressed upon us.
We traversed the exposed area painfully, and
clambered up a slope among the scrub-stems,
and sat down at last panting in a high place
beneath the shadow of a mass of twisted lava.
Even in the shade the rock felt hot.

The air was intensely hot, and we were in
great physical discomfort, but for all that we
were no longer in a nightmare. We seemed
to have come to our own province again,
beneath the stars. All the fear and stress of
our flight through the dim passages and
fissures below had fallen from us. That last
fight had filled us with an enormous confi-
dence in ourselves so far as the Selenites
were concerned. We looked back almost
incredulously at the black opening from
which we had just emerged. -Down there it
was, in a blue glow that now in our memories
seemed the next thing to absolute darkness,
we had met with things like mad mockeries
of men, helmet-headed creatures, and had
walked in fear before them, and had sub-
mitted to them until we could submit no
longer. And behold, they had smashed like
wax and scattered like chaff, and fled and
vanished like the creatures of a dream!

I rubbed my eyes, doubting whether we
had not slept and dreamt these things by
reason of the fungus we had eaten, and
suddenly discovered the blood upon my face,
and then that my shirt was sticking painfully
to my shoulder and arm.

“Confound it !” I said, gauging my injuries
with an investigatory hand, and suddenly
that distant tunnel-mouth became, as it were,
a watching eye.

“Cavor ! ” I said, “what are they going to
do now? And what are we going to do?”

He shook his head, with his eyes fixed
upon the tunnel. “ How can one tell what
they will do?”

“It depends on what they think of us,
and I don’t see how we can begin to guess
that. And' it depends upon what they have
in reserve. It’s as you say, Cavor : we have
touched the merest outside of this world.
They may have all sorts of things inside
here. Even with those shooting things they
might make it bad for us. . . . .

“ Yet, after all,” I said, *“even if we don't
find the sphere at once, there is a chance for
us. We might hold out. Even through the
night. We might go down there again and
make a fight fqr it.”

(7o be continued.)

Vel. xxi.—52.
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astonished me by a sudden gesture of im-
patience. *Oh! but we have done foolishly !
To have come to this pass! Think how it
might have been, and the things we might
have done !”

“ We may do something yet.”

“ Never the thing we might have done.
Here below our feet is a world. Think of
what that world must be! Think of that
machine we saw, and the lid and the shaft!
They were just remote, outlying things ; and
those creatures we have seen and fought with,
no more than ignorant peasants, dwellers in
the outskirts, yokels and labourers half akin
to brutes. Down below! Caverns beneath
caverns, tunnels, structures, ways. . . . . It
must open out and be greater and wider, and
more populous as one descends. Assuredly.
Right down at last to the central sea that
washes round the core of the moon. Think
of its inky waters under the spare lights!
If, indeed, their eyes need lights. Think of
the cascading tributaries pouring down their
channels to feed it. Think of the tides
upon its surface and the rush and swirl of its
ebb and flow. Perhaps they have ships that
go upon it ; perhaps down there are mighty
cities and swarming ways and wisdom
and order passing the wit of man. And
we may die here upon it and never see
the masters who must be—ruling over these
things. We may freeze and die here, and the
air will freeze and thaw upon us, and then !
Then they will come upon us ; come on our
stiff and silent bodies and find the sphere
we cannot find, and they will understand at
last too late all the thought and effort that
ended here in vain !”
speech sounded like the voice of someone
heard in a telephone, weak and far away.

*“ But the darkness?” I said.

“ One might get over that.”

“How?”

“I don’t know. How am I to know?
One might carry a torch, one might have a
Jamp——! The others — might under-
stand.” .

He stood for a moment with his hands
held down and a rueful face, staring out over
the waste that defied him. Then with a
gesture of renunciation he turned towards
me with proposals for the systematic hunting
of the sphere.

“We can return,” I said.

He looked about him.
shall have to get to earth.”

“We could bring back lamps to carry
and climbing irons and a hundred necessary
things.”

“TFirst of all we

His voice for all that -
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. “Yes,” he said.

“ We can take back an earnest of success
in this gold.”

He looked at my golden crowbars and said
nothing for a space. He stood with his
hands clasped behind his back staring across
the crater. At last he sighed and spoke :
“ It was Z found the way here, but to find a
way isn’t always to be master of a way. IfI
take my secret back to earth, what will
happen? I do not see how I can keep my
secret for a year—for even a part of a year.
Sooner or later it must come out, even if
other men rediscover it. And then . . .
Governments and Powers will struggle to get
hither ; they will fight against one another
and against these moon people ; it will only
spread warfare and multiply the occasions of
war. In a little while, in a very little while,
if I tell my secret, this planet to its deepest
galleries will be strewn with human dead.
Other things are doubtful, but that is cer-
tain. . . . It is not as though man had any
use for the moon. What good would the
moon be tomen? Even of their own planet
what have they made but a battle-ground
and theatre of infinite folly? Small as his
world is, and short as his time, he has still in
his little life down there far more than he
can do. No! Science has toiled too long
forging weapons for fools to use. It is time
she held her hand. Let him find it out for
himself again-—in a thousand years’ time.”

“There are methods of secrecy,” I said.

He looked up at me and smiled. ‘¢ After
all,” he said, “ why should one worry? There
is little chance of our finding the sphere, and
down below things are brewing. It’s simply
the human habit of hoping till we die that
makes us think of return. Qur troubles
are only beginning. We have shown these
moon-folk violence, we have given them a
taste of our quality, and our chances are
about as good as a tiger's that has got
loose and killed a man in Hyde Park. The
news of us must be running down from
gallery to gallery, down towards the central
parts. No sane beings will ever let
us take that sphere back to earth after so
much as they have seen of us.”

“We aren’t improving our chances,” said
I, “ by sitting here.”

We stood up side by side.

“ After all,” he said, ‘“we must separate.
We must stick up a handkerchief on these
tall spikes here and fasten it firmly, and from
this as a centre we must work over the
crater. You must go westward, moving out
in semi-circles to and fro towards the setting
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There would be still time for us to get more
of the magic stone that gives one mastery
over men. Away there close handy was gold
for the picking up, and the sphere would
travel as well half full of gold as though it
were empty. We could go back now masters
of ourselves and our world, and then !

I had an enormous vision of vast and
dazzling possibilities that held me dreaming
for a space. What monopolist, what emperor,
that could compare for a moment with the
men who owned the moon ?

I roused myself, and it was time to fetch
Cavor. No doubt he was toiling despair-
fully away there to the east.

I clambered out of the sphere again at last
and looked about me. The growth and
decay of the vegetation had gone on apace
and the whole aspect of the rocks had
changed, but still it was possible to make
out the slope on which the seeds had ger-
minated and the rocky mass from which we
had taken our first view of the crater. But
the spiky scrub on the slope stood brown and
sere now and 3oft. high, and cast long shadows
that stretched out of sight, and the little
seeds that clustered in its upper branches were
black and ripe. Its work was done, and it
was brittle and ready to fall and crumple
under the freezing air so soon as the nightfall
came. And the huge cacti that had swollen
as we watched them had long since burst
and scattered their spores to the four quarters
of the moon. Amazing little corner in the
universe this—thelanding-place of men! Some
day I would have an inscription standing
there, right in the midst of the hollow. It
came to me if only this teeming world within
knew of the full import of the moment how
furious its tumult would become! But as
yet it could scarcely be dreaming of the
significance of our coming. For if it did,
then the crater would surely be an uproar
of pursuit instead of as still as death! I
looked about for some place from which I
might signal to Cavor, and saw that same
patch of rock to which he had first leapt
still bare and barren in the sun. For a
moment I hesitated at going so far from the
sphere. Then, with a pang of shame at that
hesitation, I leapt. . . .

From this vantage-point 1 surveyed the
crater again. Far away at the top of the
enormous shadow I cast was the little white
handkerchief fluttering on the bushes. It
seemed to me that by this time Cavor ought
to be looking for me. But he was nowhere
to be seen.

I stood waiting and watching, hands
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shading my eyes, expecting every moment
to distinguish him. Very probably I stood
there for quite a long time. 1 tried to shout,
and was reminded of the thinness of the air.
I made an undecided step back towards
the sphere. But a lurking dread of the
Selenites made me hesitate to signal my
whereabouts by hoisting one of our blankets
on to the adjacent scrub. I searched the
crater again.

It had an effect of complete emptiness that
chilled me. And it was still. Any sound of
the Selenites in the world beneath even had
died away. It was as still as death. Save
for the faint stir of the scrub about me in
the little breeze that was rising, there was no
sound—no shadow of a sound. And it was
not warm now ; the breeze was even a little
fresh.

Confound Cavor !

I took a deep breath. I put my hands
to the sides of my mouth. *“Cavor!” I
bawled, and the sound was like some mani-
kin shouting far away.

I looked at the handkerchief; I looked
behind me at the broadening shadow of the
westward cliff ; I looked under my hand at
the sun. It seemed to me that almost
visibly it was creeping down the sky.

I felt I must act instantly if I was to save
Cavor, and set off in a straight line towards
the handkerchief. Perhaps it was a couple
of miles away—a matter of a few hundred
leaps and strides. I have already told how
one seemed to hang through those lunar leaps.
In each suspense I sought Cavor, and mar-
velled why he should be hidden. I tried to
think of it only in that way, as if that were
the only possibility.

A last leap, and I was in the depression
below our handkerchief ; a stride, and I stood
on our former vantage - point within arm’s
reach of it. I stood up straight and scanned
the world about me, between its lengthening
bars of shadow. Far away, down a long
declivity, was the opening of the tunnel up
which we had fled, and my shadow reached
towards it, stretched towards it and touched
it like a finger of the night. :

Not a sign of Cavor, not a sound in all the
stillness, only that the stir and waving of
the scrub and of the shadows increased. And
suddenly and violently I shivered. * Cav--"
I began, and realized once more the useless-
ness of the human voice in that thin air.

Silence. The silence of death.

Then it was my eye caught something—a
little thing, lying perhaps fifty yards away
down the slope, amidst a litter of bent and
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and in an instant that last vision of the
moon-world was hidden from my eyes. 1
was in the silence and darkness of the inter.
planetary sphere. :
CHAPTER XX
MR. BEDFORD IN INFINITE SPACE.

IT was almost as though I had been killed.
Indeed, I could imagine a man suddenly
and violently killed would feel very much as
I did. - One momient, a passion of agonizing
existence and fear; the next, darkness and
stillness, neither light nor life nor sun, moon,
nor stars—the blank Infinite. Although the
thing was done by my own act, although I
had already tasted this very effect in Cavor’s
company, I felt astonished, dumfounded, and
overwhelmed. I seemed to be borne upward
into an enormous darkness. My fingers
floated off the studs, I hung as if I were
annihilated, and at last very softly and gently
1 came against the bale and the golden chain
and the crowbars that had drifted to meet
me at our common centre of gravity.

I do not know how long that drifting took.
In the sphere, of course, even more than on
the moon, one’s earthly time-sense was in-
effectual. At the touch of the bale it was as
if I had awakened from a dreamless sleep.
I immediately perceived that if I wanted to
kecep awake and alive I must get a light or
open a window, so as to get a grip of some-
thing with my eyes. And, besides, I was
cold. I kicked off from the bale, therefore,
clawed on to the thin cords within the glass,
crawled along until 1 got to the man-hole
rim, and so got my bearings for the light and
blind studs; took a shove-off, and, flying
once round the bale and getting a scare from
something big and flimsy that was drifting
loose, I got my hand on the cord quite close
to the studs and reached them. 1 lit the
little lamp first of all to see what it was I
had collided with, and discovered that old
copy of Lloyd’s News had slipped its moor-
ings and was adrift in the void.  That
brought me out of the infinite to my own
proper dimensions again. It made me laugh
and pant for a time, and suggested the idea
of a little oxygen from one of the cylinders.
After that 1 lit the heater until I felt warm,
and then I took food. Then I set to work in
a very gingerly fashion on the Cavorite blinds
to see if I could guess by any means how the
sphere was travelling.

The first blind I opened I shut at once,
and hung for a time flattened and blinded by
the sunlight that had hit me. After thinking

a little I started upon the windows at right
Vol. xxi.—64.
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angles to this one, and got the huge crescent
moon and the little crescent earth behind it,
the second time. I was amazed to find
how far I was from the moon. 1 lad
reckoned that not only should I have little
or none of the “kick-off” that the earth’s
atmosphere had given us at our start, but
that the tangential “fly-off ” of the moon’s
spin would be at least twenty-eight times less
than the earth’s. 1 had expected to dis-
cover myself hanging over our crater and on
the edge of the night, but all that was now
only a part of the outline of the white crescent
that filled the sky. And Cavor——?

He was already infinitesimal.

Under the inspiring touch of the drifting
newspaper I became very practical again for
awhile. It was quite clear to me that what 1
had to do was to get back to earth, but as far
as I could see I was drifting away from it.
Whatever had happened to Cavor, I was
powerless to help him. There he was, living
or dead, behind the mantle of that rayless
night, and there he must remain until I could
summon our fellow-men to his assistance.
That briefly was the plan I had in my mind:
to come back to earth and then, as maturer
consideration might determine, either to show
and explain the sphere to a few discreet
persons and act with them, or else to keep
my secret, sell my gold, obtain weapons,
provisions, and an assistant, and return with
these advantages to deal on equal terms with
the flimsy people of the moon, and either to
rescue Cavor or to procurc a sufficient supply
of gold to place my subsequent proceedings
on a firmer basis. All this was pretty clear
and obvious, and I set myself to decide just
exactly how the return to earth should be
contrived.

I puzzled out at last that I must drop
back towards the moon as near as I dared
to gather velocity, then shut my windows
and fly behind it, and when I was past open
my earthward windows, and so get off at a
good pace homeward. But whether 1 should
ever reach the earth by that device or
whether I might not simply find myself
spinning about it in some hyperbolic or
parabolic curve or other, I could not tell.
Later I had a happy inspiration, and, by
opening certain windows to the moon which
had appeared in the sky in front of the earth,

I turned my course aside so as to head off

the earth, which it had become evident to
me I must pass behind without some such
expedient. I did a very great dcal of com-
plicated thinking over these problems—
for I am_no mithematician—and in the



Original from

Digitized by G‘DDS[*? UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN



THE FIRST MEN IN THE MOON.

space. Why should I be disturbed about
this Bedford’s shortcomings? I was not
responsible for him or them.

For a time I struggled against this really
very grotesque delusion. I tried to summon
the memory of vivid moments, of tender or
intense emotions, to my assistance ; I felt that
if I could recall one genuine twinge of feeling
the growing severance would be stopped. But
I could not do it. 1 saw Bedford rushing
down Chancery Lane, hat on the back of his
head, coat-tails flying out, en route for his
public examination. I saw him dodging and
bumping against and even saluting other
similar little creatures in that swarming gutter
of people. Me? 1 saw Bedford that same
evening in the sitting-room of a certain lady,
and his hat was on the table beside him, and
it wanted brushing badly, and he was in
tears. Me? 1 saw him with that lady in
various attitudes and emotions—I never felt
so detached before. . . . I saw him hurrying
off to Lympne to write a play, and accosting
Cavor, and in his shirt-sleeves working at
the sphere, and walking out to Canterbury
because he was afraid to come! Me? 1
did not believe it.

I still reasoned that all this was hallucina-
tion due to my solitude and the fact that I
had lost all weight and sense of resistance.
I endeavoured to recover that sense by bang-
ing myself about the sphere, by pinching my
hands and clasping them together. Among
other things I lit the light, captured that torn
copy of Lloyd’s, and read those convincingly
realistic advertisements again about the Cut-
away bicycle, and the gentleman of private
means, and the lady in distress who was
sclling those *forks and spoons.” There
was no doubt 7key existed surely enough,
and, said I, “This is your world, and you
are Bedford, and you are going back to live
among things like that for all the rest of
your life.” But the doubts within me could
still argue : “It is not you that is reading —
it is Bedford ; but you are not Bedford, you
know. That’s just where the mistake comes
in.”
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“Confound it!” I cried, “and if I am not
Bedford, what am 1?”

But in that direction no light was forth-
coming, though the strahgest fancies came
drifting into my brain, queer, remote sus-
picions like shadows seen from far away . . .
Do you know I had a sort of idea that really
I was something quite outside not only the
world, but all worlds, and out of space
and time, and that this poor Bedford was
just a peephole through which I looked at
life? . . ..

Bedford! However I disavowed him,
there I was most certainly bound up with
him, and I, knew that wherever and
whatever I might be I must needs feel
the stress of his desires and sympathize
with all his joys and sorrows until his life
should end. And with the dying of Bedford
—vwhat then? . . ..

Enough of this remarkable phase of my
experiences ! I tell it here simply to show
how one’s isoiation and departure from this
planet touched not only the functions and
feeling of every organ of the body, but indeed
also the very fabric of the mind with strange
and unanticipated disturbances. All through
the major portion of that vast space journey
I hung thinking of such immaterial things as
these, hung dissociated and apathetic, a cloudy
megalo-maniac as it were, amidst the stars
and planets in the void of space, and not only
the world to which I was returning, but the
blue-lit caverns of the Selenites, their helmet
faces, their gigantic and wonderful machines,
and the fate of Cavor, dropped helpless into
that world, seemed infinitely minute and
altogether trivial things to me.

Until at last I began to feel the pull of the
earth upon my being, drawing me back again
to the life that is real for men. And then,
indeed, it grew clearer and clearer to me that
I was quite certainly Bedford after all, and
returning after amazing adventures to this
world of ours, and with a life that I was
very likely to lose in this return. I set
myself to puzzle out the conditions under
which I must fall to earth.

( 7o be continued.)
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came and went. Had not the electricity of
my glow-lamp exhausted itself I could have
got picked up that night. In spite of the
inordinate fatigue I was beginning to feel I
was excited now, and for a time hopeful in a
feverish, impatient way that so my travelling
might end.

But at last I ceased to move about, and

sat, wrists on knees, staring at that distant red
light. It swayed up and down, rocking,
rocking. My excitement passed. I realized
I had yet to spend another night, at least, in
the sphere. I perceived myself infinitely
heavy and fatigued. And so I fell asleep.

A change in my rhythinic motion awakened
me. [ peered through the refracting glass
and saw that I had come aground upon a
huge shallow of sand. Far away I seemed
to see houses and trees, and seaward a curved,
vague distortion of a ship hung between sea
and sky.

I stood up and staggered. My one desire
was to emerge. The man-hole was upward
and I wrestled with the screw. Slowly I
opened the man-hole. At last the air was
singing in again as once it had sung out.
But this time I did not wait until the
pressure was adjusted. In another moment I
had the weight of the window on my hands
‘and I was open, wide open, to the old
familiar sky of earth.

The air hit me on the chest so that I
gasped. I dropped the glass screw. I cried
out, put my hands to my chest,and sat down.
For a time I was in pain. Then I took deep
breaths. At last I could rise and move
about again.

I tried to thrust my head through the man-
hole, and the sphere rolled over. Itwas as
though something had lugged my head down
directly it emerged. I ducked back sharply
or I should have been pinned face under
water. After some wriggling and shoving I
managed to crawl out upon sand, over which
the retreating waves still came and went.

I did not attempt to stand up. It seemed
to me that my body must be suddenly
changed to lead. Mother Earth had her

+ grip on me now—no Cavorite intervening.

I sat down, heedless of the water that came
over my feet.

It was dawn—a grey dawn—rather over-
cast, but showing here and there a long
patch of greenish grey. Some way out a
ship was lying at anchor—a pale silhouette
of a ship, with one yellow light. The water
came rippling in in long, shallow waves.
Away to the right curved the land, a shingle
bank with little hovels, and at last a light-
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house, a sailing mark, and a point. Inland
stretched a space of level sand, broken here
and there by pools of water, and ending a
mile away, perhaps, in a low shore of scrub.
To the north-east some isolated watering-place
was visible, a row of gaunt lodging-houses,
the tallest things that I could see on earth,
dull dabs against the brightening sky. What
strange men can have reared these vertical
piles in such an amplitude of space I do not
know. There they are, like pieces of Brighton
lost in the waste.

For a long time I sat there, yawning and
rubbing my face. At last I struggled to rise.
It made me feel that I was lifting a weight.
I stood up.

I stared at the distant houses. For the
first time since our starvation in the crater
I thought of earthly food. “ Bacon,” 1
whispered, “eggs. Good toast and good
coffee. . . . And how the dickens aih I going
to get all this stuff to Lympne?” I wondered
where I was. It was an east shore anyhow,
and I had seen Europe before I dropped.

I heard footsteps scrunching in the sand,
and a little, round-faced, friendly-looking man
in flannels, with a bathing towel wrapped
about his shoulders and his bathing dress
over his arm, appeared up the beach. I knew
instantly that I must be in England. He was
staring almost intently at the sphere and me.
He advanced staring. I daresay I looked a
ferocious savage enough—dirty, unkempt,
ragged to an indescribable degree, but it did
not occur to me at the time. He stopped
at a distance of twenty yards. * Hal-loa, my
man ! ” he said, doubtfully.

“ Halloa yourself! ” said I.

He advanced, reassured by that.
on earth is that thing?” he asked.

“Can you tell me where T am?” I asked.

“That’s Littlestone,” he said, pointing to
the houses ; “and that’s Dungeness! Have
you just landed? What's that thing you’ve
got? Some sort of machine?”

[13 Yes.”

“Have you floated ashore? Have you
been wrecked or something? What is it?”

I meditated swiftly. I made an estimate
of the little man’s appearance as he drew
nearer. “By Jove!” hesaid, “you've had a
time of it! I thought you—— Well—
where were you cast away? Is that thing a
sort of floating thing for saving life ?”

I decided to take that line for the present.
I made a few vague affirmatives. ‘I want
help,” I said, hoarsely. ‘I want to get some
stuff up the beach—stuff I can’t very well
leave about.” I became aware of three other

“ What
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pleasant - looking young men with towels,
blazers, and straw hats coming down the
sands towards me. Evidently the early
bathing section of this Littlestone !
“Help!” said the young man ; “rather!”
He became vaguely
active. ** What par-
ticularly do you
want done?” He
turned round and
gesticulated. The
three young men
accelerated their
pace. In a minute
they were about
me, plying me with
questions I was in-
disposed to answer.

“T1 tell all that
later,” [ said. “I'm
dead-beat. I'm a
rag.”

‘““Come up to the
hotel,” said the
foremost little man.
“We'll look after
that thing there.”

I hesitated. “1I can’t,”
I said. “In that sphere
there’s two big bars of
gold.”

They looked incredu-
lously at one another, then
at me with a new inquiry.
I went to the sphere,
stooped, crept in, and presently they had
the Selenite’s crowbars and the broken
chain before them. If I had not been
so horribly fagged 1 could have laughed
at them. It was like kittens round a
beetle. They didn’t know what to do
with the stuff. The fat little man stooped
and lifted the end of one of the bars and
then dropped it with a grunt.© Then they
all did.

“It's lead or gold ! ” said one.

“ONl, it’s gold /” said another.

“Gold, right enough,” said the third.

Then they all stared at me, and then they
all stared at the ship lying at anchor.

“I say!” cried the little man. * But
where did you get that?”
I was too tired to keep up a lie. “I got

it in the moon !”

I saw them stare at one another.

“Look here!” said I; “1I’'m not going to
argue now. Help me carry these lumps of
gold up to the hotel —I guess with rests two
of you can manage one, and Il trail this

‘“ ‘1 WANT HELP,' 1 SAID, HOARSELY.”
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chain thing—and I'll tell you more when
I've had some food.”

‘“ And how about that thing?”

“It won’t hurt there,” I said. * Anyhow
-—confound it !—it must stop there now. If
the tide comes up it
will float all right.”

And, in a state
of enormous won-
derment, these
young men most
obediently hoisted
my treasures on
their shoulders, and
with limbs that felt
like lead I headed
a sort of procession
towards that distant
fragment of “ sea-
front.” Half - way
there we were re-
inforced by two
awe - stricken little
girls with spades,
and later a lean
little boy with a
penetrating sniff
appeared. He was,
I remember, wheel-
ing a bicycle, and
he accompanied us
at a distance of
about a hundred
yards on our right
flank, and then I
suppose gave us up as uninteresting, mounted
his bicycle, and rode off over the level sands
in the direction of the sphere.

I glanced back after him.

“ He won't touch it,” said the stout young
man, reassuringly, and I was only too willing
to be reassured.

At first something of the grey of the
morning was in my mind, but presently the
sun disengaged itself from the level clouds of
the horizon and lit the world and turned the
leaden sea to glittering waters. My spirits
rose. A sense of the vast importance of
the things I had done and had yet to do
came with the sunlight into my mind. I
laughed aloud as the foremost man staggered
under my gold. When indeed I took my
place in the world, how amazed the world
would be !

If it bad not been for my inordinate
fatigue the landlord of the Littlestone
hotel would have been amusing, as he
hesitated between my gold and my respect-
able company on one hand and my filthy
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appearance on the other. But at last I found
myself in a terrestrial bath-room once more,
with warm water to wash myself with and
a change of raiment, preposterously small
indeed, but anyhow clean, that the genial
little man had lent me. He lent me a razor
too, but I could not screw up my resolution
to attack even the outposts of the bristling
beard that covered my face.

I sat down to an English breakfast and ate
with a sort of languid appetite, an appetite
many weeks old and very decrepit, and stirred
myself to answer the questions of the four
young men. And I told them the truth.

“Well,” said I, “as you press me—I got
it in the moon.”

“ The moon?”

“Yes ; the moon in the sky.”

“ But how do you mean?”

“ What I say, confound it!”

“That you have just come from the
moon ?”

“ Exactly !—through space—in that ball.”
And I took a delicious mouthful of egg. 1
made a private note that when I went back
to find Cavor I would take a box of eggs.

I could see clearly that they did not believe
one word of what I told them, but evidently
they considered me the most respectable liar
they had ever met. They glanced at one
another, and then concentrated the fire of
their eyes on me. I fancy they expected a
clue to me in the way I helped myself to salt.
They seemed to find something significant in
my peppering my egg. Those strangely-
shaped masses of gold they had staggered
under held their minds. There the lumps
lay in front of me, each worth thousands of
pounds, and as impossible for anyone to steal
as a house or a piece of land. As I looked
at their curious faces over my coffee-cup I
realized something of the enormous wilder-
ness of explanations into which I should
have to wander to render myself comprehen-
sible again.

“You don’t real/ly mean——" began the
youngest young man in the tone of one who
speaks to an obstinate child.

‘ Just pass me that toast-rack,” I said, and
shut him up completely.

“ But look here, I say,” began one of the
others, “we’re not going to believe that,
you know.”

“ Ah, well,” said I, and shrugged my
shoulders.

“He doesn't want to tell us,” said the
youngest young man in a stage aside, and
then, with an appearance of great sang-froid,
“You don’t mind if I take a cigarette ?”
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I waved him a cordial assent, and pro-
ceeded with my breakfast. Two of the
others went and looked out of the farther
window and talked inaudibly. I was struck
by a thought. “ The tide,” 1 said, “is
running out.”

There was a pause as to who should
answer me.

“ It’s near the ebb,” said the fat little man.

“ Well, anyhow,” I said, “it won’t float
far.”

I decapitated my third egg and began a
little speech.  * Look here,” I said, “ please
don’t imagine I'm surly or telling you uncivil
lies or anything of that sort. I’'m forced
almost to be a little short and mysterious.
I can quite understand this is as queer as it
can be and that your imaginations must be
going it. I can assure you you’re in at
a memorable time. But I can’t make it
clear to you now—it’s impossible. I give
you my word of honour I've come from the
moon, and that's all I can tell you . ... .
All the same, I'm tremendously obliged to
you, you know, tremendously. 1 hope that
my manner hasn’t in any way given you
offence.”

“ Oh, not in the least ! ” said the youngest
young man, affably. “We can quite under-
stand,” and staring hard at me all the time
he heeled his chair back until it very nearly
upset, and recovered with some exertion.
“Not a bit of it,” said my fat young man.
“ Don’t you imagine #4af/” and they all got
up and dispersed and walked about and lit
cigarettes and generally tried to show they
were perfectly amiable and disengaged and
entirely free from the slightest curiosity about
me and the sphere. “I’m going to keep an
eye on that ship out there all the same,” 1
heard one of them remarking in an under-
tone. If only they could have forced them-
selves to it they would, I believe, even have
gone out and left me. I went on with my
third egg.

“ The weather,” the fat little man remarked,
presently, “has been immense, has it not?
I don’t know wken we have had such a
summer——"

“ Phoo-whizz!” Like a tremendous rocket!

And somewhere a window was broken. . . .

“What's that?” cried I

“It isn't——?” cried the little man and
rushed to the corner window.

All the others rushed to the window like-
wise. I sat staring at them.

Suddenly I leapt up, knocked over my
third egg, and rushed for the window also.
I had just thought of something. * Nothing
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to be seen there,” cried the little man, rush-
ing for the door.

“It's that boy !” I cried, bawling in hoarse
fury ; ‘“it’s that accursed boy !” and turning
about I pushed the waiter aside—he was
just bringing me some more toast—and
rushed violently out of the room and down
and out upon the queer little esplanade in
front of the hotel.

The sea which had been smooth was
rough now with hurrying catspaws, and all
about where the sphere
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thirty people, a sort of irregular investment
of people, all bombarding me with dumb
interrogation, with infinite doubt and sus-
picion. I felt the compulsion of their eyes
intolerably. I groaned aloud.

“I can’t,” 1 shouted.. “I tell you I can't.
I'm not equal to it. You must puzzle and—
and be d——d to you!”

I gesticulated convulsively. He receded
a step as though I had threatened him. I
made a bolt through them into the hotel. I

charged back into the

had been was tumbled
water like the wake of
a ship. Above, a little
puff of cloud whirled
like dispersing smoke,
and the three or four
people on the beach
were staring up with in-
terrogative faces towards
the point of that unex- |—_—

pected report. And that - =TT

was all! Boots and
waiter and the four Nt N
young men in blazers
came rushing out behind
me. Shouts came from
- windows and doors, and
all sorts of worrying
people came into sight
—agape.

For a time I stood
there too overwhelmed
by this new development
to think of the people
about me.

“ There’s Cavor,” I
said. “Up there! And
no one knows anything
of how to make the
stuff. Good Lord!”

I felt as though some-
body was pouring funk
out of a can down the
back of my neck. My
legs became feeble.
Then there was that
confounded-boy — sky-
high! 1 was utterly
“left.” There was the gold in the coffee-
room — my only possession on earth.
There were my creditors. Good heavens !
How would it all work out? The general
effect was of a gigantic, unmanageable
confusion.

“I say,” said the voice of the little man
behind ; “I say, you know!”

I wheeled about, and there were twenty or

‘* ABOVE, A LITTLE PUFF OF CLOUD WHIRLED
LIKE DISPERSING SMOKE.”

coffee -room, rang the
bell furiously. I gripped
the waiter as he entered.
“ D’ye hear?” I shouted.
“Get help and carry
these bars up to my
room right away.”

He failed to under-
stand me, and I shouted
and raved at him. A
scared-looking little old
man in a green apron
- appeared, and further,
—~ two of the young men
in flannels. I made a
dash at them and com-
mandeered their ser-
vices. As soon as the
gold was in my room I
felt free to quarrel.
“Now get out!” 1
shouted ; “all of you
get out if you don’t
want to see a man go
mad before your eyes !”
And I helped the waiter
by the shoulder as he
hesitated in the door-
way. Then as soon as
I had the door locked
on them all I tore off
the little man’s clothes
again, shied them right
and left, and got into
bed forthwith. And
there I lay swearing and
panting and cooling for
a very long time.

At last I was calm enough to get out of
bed and ring up the round-eyed waiter for a
flannel nightshirt, a soda and whisky, and
some good cigars. And these things being
procured me, I locked the door again and
procceded very deliberately to look the
entire situation in the face.

The net result of the great experiment
presented itself as an absolute failure. It
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had grown upon me, the risks of any annoy-
ance from the spiteful creditor to whom I
have already alluded became very small
indeed. From that to a definite course of
rational worldly action was plain sailing.

I ordered up writing materials and
addressed a letter to the New Romney
Bank—the nearest, the waiter informed me—
telling the manager I wished to open an
account with him and requesting him to
send two trustworthy persons properly
authenticated in a cab with a good horse to
fetch some hundredweight of gold with which
I happened to be encumbered. I signed the
letter “ H. G. Wells,” which seemed to me to
be a thoroughly respectable sort of name.
This done, I got a Folkestone directory,
picked out an outfitter, and asked him to
send a cutter to measure me for a tweed
suit, ordering at the same time a valise,
dressing-bag, shirts, hats (to fit), and so
forth, and from a watchmaker I also ordered
a watch. And these letters being dispatched
I had up as good a lunch as the hotel could
give, and then lay smoking a cigar until, in
accordance with my instructions, two duly
authenticated clerks came from the bank and
weighed and took away my gold.  After which
I pulled the clothes over my ears in order to
drown any knocking and went very comfort-
ably to sleep. ,

I went to sleep. Nodoubt it was a prosaic
thing for the first man back from the moon
to do, and I can imagine that the young and
imaginative reader will find my behaviour
disappointing. But I was horribly fatigued
and bothered, and, confound it, what else
was there to do? There certainly was not
the remotest chance of my being believed,
if I had told my story, and it would cer-
tainly have subjected me to intolerable
annoyances.

I went to sleep. When at last I woke up
again I was ready to face the world as I have
always been accustomed to face it since I
came to years of discretion. And so I got
away to Italy, and there it is I am writing
this story. If the world will not have it as
fact, then the world may take it as fiction.
It is no concern of mine.

And now that the account is finished I am
amazed to think how completely this adven-
ture is gone and done with. Everybody

(Here the story, as we originally received it, ends.
communication which certainly gives a curious and unexpected air of conviction to the narrative.
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believes that Cavor was merely a not very
brilliant scientific experimenter, who blew
up his house and himself at Lympne, and
they explain the bang that followed my
arrival at Littlestone by a reference to the
experiments with explosives that are going
on continually at the Government establish-
ment of Lydd, two miles away. I must
confess that hitherto I have not acknowledged
my share in the disappearance of Master
Tommy Simmons, which was that little boy’s
name. That, perhaps, may prove a difficult
item of corroboration to explain away. They
account for my appearance in rags with two
bars of indisputable gold upon the Littlestone
beach in various ingenious ways—it doesn’t
worry me what they think of me. They say
I have strung all these things together to
avoid being questioned too closely as to the
source of my wealth. I would like to see the
man who could invent a story that would hold
together like this one. Well, they must take
it as fiction—there it is !

I have told my story—and now I suppose
I have to take up the worries of this terres-
trial life again. Even if one has been to the
moon, one has still to earn a living. SoIam
working here at Amalfi on the scenario of that
play I sketched before Cavor came walking
into my world, and I am trying to piece my life
together as it was before ever I saw him. I
must confess that I find it hard to keep my
mind on the play when the moonshine comes
into my room. It is full moon here, and
last night I was out on the pergola for hours
staring away at that shining blankness that
hides so much. Imagine it! Tables and
chairs, and trestles, and bars of gold! Con-
found it !—if only one could hit on that
Cavorite again! But a thing like that
doesn’t come twice in a life. Here I am, a
little better off than I was at Lympne, and
that is all. And Cavor has committed
suicide in a more elaborate way than any
buman being ever did before. So the story
closes as finally and completely as a dream.
It fits in so little with all the other things of
life—so much of it was so utterly remote from
all human experience, the leaping, the eating,
the breathing of these weightless times—that
indeed there are moments when, in spite of
my moon gold, I do more than half believe
myself that the whole thing was a dream.

But we lave just received a most extraordinary
If our

correspondent is to be believed, Mr. Cavor is alive in the moon, and he is sending messages to the earth.
We liope to be in a position to satisfy the curiosity of our readers in our mextzissue:]
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