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H. G. Wells's "The Shape of Things To Come" is a prescient exploration of humanity's trajectory through the lens of speculative fiction. Written in a narrative style that combines rich philosophical underpinnings with vivid storytelling, Wells scrutinizes the interplay between technology, society, and politics in a future marred by conflict and reshaped by visionary pioneers. Set against the backdrop of the tumultuous period following World War I, the text reflects Wells's deep concerns about the potential for societal evolution and decay, offering readers a vivid tableau of a world both familiar and alien, where utopian ideals confront dystopian realities. H. G. Wells, often hailed as the father of science fiction, drew from his keen observations of contemporary social issues and technological advancements to craft this ambitious narrative. Influenced by his own experiences as a history and biology teacher, as well as the philosophical discourses of his time, Wells envisions a future where human ingenuity must navigate the perils of its own creations. His works often champion the potential for progress, while simultaneously warning of the catastrophic consequences that may arise from humanity's failures. "The Shape of Things To Come" is essential reading for enthusiasts of speculative literature, historians of socio-political thought, and anyone intrigued by the possibilities of the future. Wells's prophetic insights resonate with contemporary readers, urging us to consider the profound implications of our choices today. This classic not only serves as a gripping narrative but also as a profound meditation on the shape we give to our own destiny.
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The Greatest Works of H. Beam Piper gathers a comprehensive collection of 35 stories, showcasing the breadth and depth of Piper's imaginative prowess within the science fiction genre. Known for his meticulous world-building and explorations of civilizational themes, Piper'Äôs narratives often reflect a profound engagement with concepts of time travel, alternate realities, and the cyclical nature of history. This compilation invites readers to traverse through Piper's unique literary style, characterized by clear prose, detailed character development, and intricate plots that challenge readers' perceptions of morality and existence. H. Beam Piper, a pioneer of mid-20th century science fiction, draws from his own experiences as a war veteran and an avid thinker on societal structures. His dedication to crafting thought-provoking narratives is evident in his works, which frequently examine the interplay between technology and humanity. Piper's background in history and his passion for futurism significantly informed his storytelling, making his explorations of the human condition both relevant and insightful. This anthology is an indispensable treasure for both the seasoned sci-fi enthusiast and the curious newcomer. It offers an opportunity to delve into the foundational concepts and themes that have influenced generations of writers and thinkers. I highly recommend this compilation for those seeking to understand the evolution of speculative fiction and the unique narrative style of H. Beam Piper.
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Excellent Women, a seminal work in the canon of 20th-century British literature, artfully intertwines elements of social commentary and character study within its narrative. Set in the post-World War II era, the novel delves into the lives of women navigating a patriarchal society, exploring themes of independence, societal expectation, and personal identity. Written in a sharp, observational style characteristic of its literary context, the book juxtaposes the mundane with the profound, often using wit and irony to critique the status quo. The protagonist, Millicent, embodies the tensions of 'excellent women''Äîthose who excel in their roles yet grapple with their own desires for fulfillment beyond domestic spheres. Authored by Barbara Pym, a notable figure in English literature, Excellent Women reflects her own experiences and observations as a single woman in a male-dominated literary world. Pym'Äôs keen insights were shaped by her extensive academic background, particularly her studies in anthropology, which equipped her with a profound understanding of human relationships. Throughout her life, Pym drew inspiration from her encounters with various social circles, infusing her narrative with authenticity and depth. This novel is highly recommended for those seeking to explore the complexities of gender roles and societal standards in mid-20th century Britain. Pym'Äôs deft characterizations and subtle humor invite readers to reflect on the nuances of everyday life, making Excellent Women a compelling read for scholars and casual readers alike.
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In 'The Man in the Queue,' Josephine Tey introduces readers to a compelling mystery imbued with rich characterization and an exploration of societal norms in early 20th-century England. The narrative unfolds when a man is murdered in a queue outside a theater, thrusting Inspector Alan Grant into a labyrinthine investigation where the public's perceptions and prejudices become critical to solving the crime. Tey's skilled use of dialogue and vivid descriptions paints a lively backdrop, while her innovative plotting invites readers to grapple with themes of justice and morality, establishing this work as a trailblazer in the detective fiction genre. Josephine Tey, a prominent figure in the crime literature sphere, was known for her keen psychological insight and ability to weave historical context into her narratives. Her background as an accomplished playwright undoubtedly contributed to her narrative flair, while her personal experiences with social dynamics would have sharpened her understanding of human behavior. 'The Man in the Queue' showcases her ability to comment on the intricate web of social interactions, revealing the interplay between individual motives and collective assumptions. This novel is recommended for readers who appreciate intricate plots laced with social commentary and character depth. Tey's debut not only engages with suspenseful storytelling but also provides a fascinating lens through which to examine societal constructs of her era. A must-read for mystery aficionados and scholars of literature alike.
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In "A Writer's Diary," Virginia Woolf presents a rich tapestry of her reflections on the writing process, weaving together personal insights and literary musings that illuminate the struggles and joys of the creative endeavor. Written with her characteristic stream-of-consciousness style, this collection showcases Woolf's profound understanding of the artistic psyche and the intricacies of literary craftsmanship. Set against the backdrop of early 20th-century modernism, the diary entries reveal Woolf's engagement with contemporary thought, as she grapples with themes of identity, gender, and the complexities of narrative form. Virginia Woolf, a central figure in modernist literature, was not only an accomplished novelist but also a keen observer of her own creative journey. The diary entries span a period of significant literary evolution, offering readers a glimpse into the mind of a writer who sought to challenge societal norms and elevate the voice of women in literature. Her own struggles with mental health and the constraints of her time shaped her perspectives, providing depth to her reflections on both the art of writing and its implications for personal and societal truth. "A Writer's Diary" is an essential read for anyone interested in the mechanics of writing and the inner workings of a literary genius. Woolf's poignant observations resonate with both aspiring writers and seasoned professionals, making this work a timeless exploration of creativity that encourages readers to ponder their own artistic journeys. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - An Author Biography reveals milestones in the author's life, illuminating the personal insights behind the text. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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The collection titled 'The Country of the Blind & Other Sci-Fi Tales - 33 Fantasy Stories in One Edition' by H. G. Wells aims to gather the most compelling narratives from one of science fiction's great pioneers. Its overarching purpose is to provide a comprehensive anthology that showcases the breadth of Wells' imagination and storytelling prowess. Through these gathered works, readers can delve into the mind of an author whose visions and themes have shaped and influenced generations of writers and thinkers alike. Each story serves as both a standalone experience and a part of a larger dialogue on humanity's place in the cosmos.

This collection features an array of text types predominantly falling within the realms of short stories and novellas. Through 33 distinct narratives, readers will encounter a fusion of speculative fiction, fantasy, and elements of horror. The collection does not include novels or plays but concentrates instead on Wells' mastery of the short format, allowing for brisk yet profound explorations of human experiences, ethical dilemmas, and the quest for understanding. It is a curated selection that highlights the versatility found in brevity and the power of concise storytelling.

Unifying themes throughout these works include the exploration of human nature, the consequences of scientific innovation, and the philosophical implications of social progress. Wells' narratives often blur the lines between reality and fantasy, inviting readers to reflect on existential questions. Stylistically, he embodies a rich lyrical quality accompanied by sharp wit and astute social commentary. The recurrent motifs of transformation and the unknown resonate throughout each tale, making them ever relevant and worthy of study. His ability to engage readers with both thoughtful speculation and thrilling adventure solidifies this collection's significance.

Moreover, the variety within Wells' storytelling ensures that there is something for every type of reader, whether one seeks thrilling escapades, reflective tales, or cautionary narratives. Each story serves as a mirror reflecting societal flaws, aviation dreams, and an awe of the natural and supernatural world. The anthology invites readers to embark on a journey through time, imagination, and inquiry, allowing them to reassess the paradigms of reality. By diving into this extensive collection, readers will likely discover new facets of human condition and insight that transcends the ages.

Wells' works are often regarded as not just stories but as allegories that prompt examination of critical social issues such as class disparity, the ethics of scientific experimentation, and the realities of imperialism. This commentary, sometimes veiled in fantastical settings, resonates with the current social milieu, rendering these tales acutely relevant today. His narratives are textured with social criticism, yet also echo themes of hope and resilience, highlighting humanity's capability to adapt and evolve in times of strife. These dualities form the essence of Wells’ enduring impact on readers and creators across generations.

The diverse settings of the stories encapsulate both imaginative worlds and speculative futures that challenge existing paradigms. From strange islands inhabited by peculiar species to philosophically charged locations that question our own societal structures, Wells crafts settings that are as pivotal as the characters who inhabit them. His landscapes are not mere backdrops; they serve as catalysts for philosophical dialogues that deepen the narrative. Readers are transported not just to distant shores but also into the depths of human consciousness, evoking an exploration that goes far beyond the surface.

As we traverse through the pages of this anthology, readers will encounter characters that vary from the relatable to the extraordinarily enigmatic. These figures often find themselves grappling with complex ethical conundrums, wrestling with the limitations of knowledge and understanding. Wells’ characters frequently undergo transformation—not only in their circumstances but also in their insights about life, existence, and the universe. Through their journeys, readers are invited to reflect upon the multifaceted nature of humanity and its endless pursuit of meaning.

The anthology also highlights Wells' capability to integrate scientific concepts into compelling narratives. He often presented advanced scientific ideas and speculations before they entered popular discourse, showcasing a prophetic vision of technological advancements. His employment of science not just as a tool but as a character in its own right allows the exploration of its possible ramifications on society and individual lives. This prescient engagement with science continues to prompt contemporary discussions about ethics and morality in the domain of innovation.

Given the collection’s wealth of content, it also illuminates Wells’ evolution as a writer. While he began his literary journey with simple parables and critique, he gradually embraced more intricate narratives that questioned the fabric of society. Remarkably, many of his early works laid the foundation for later developments in the genre of science fiction. As a reflection of his developing perspectives, readers will have the opportunity to witness the growth of his thematic concerns and narrative styles throughout the anthology.

A hallmark of Wells' storytelling is his deft blend of tension and wonder, evoking a spectrum of emotions from readers. The pace varies throughout, adjusting according to the narrative demands, which ensures that the reading experience remains dynamic. The tension build-up leads to cathartic resolutions, often punctuated with surprise twists or profound revelations. This approach not only engages the reader but also enriches the thematic layers buried within the text, making it a jewel of layered storytelling that invites repeated readings.

Wells' ability to seamlessly intertwine humor amidst serious discourse is another reason these stories stand the test of time. He employs wit to undermine absurdities present in society and human behavior, often delivering poignant critiques wrapped in levity. This duality of tone enhances the reader's engagement and facilitates a more nuanced understanding of the subject matter being addressed. The humorous elements serve both as a balm and a lens through which deeper truths can be discerned.

The title story, 'The Country of the Blind', itself encapsulates many of the collection's themes. It serves as a profound exploration of perception and understanding, as well as the limitations of human vision—both literal and metaphorical. Wells invites readers to consider how knowledge and perception shape our understanding of the world and the people around us. This tale, like many others within the collection, challenges the reader to confront their preconceived notions and biases, illustrating the complexity of human existence.

Another brilliant example within the collection is 'The Man Who Could Work Miracles.' This story explores the concept of omnipotence and the ethical quandaries stemming from absolute power. Wells navigates the delicate balance between desire and morality, questioning the responsibilities that accompany extraordinary abilities. Through such narratives, he opens up spirited discussions about free will, consequence, and the human condition—questions that remain as pertinent today as they were when he first penned them.

Explorations of nature and the environment are also a recurring theme within Wells' work, offering vital commentary on humanity's ongoing relationship with the world around us. 'The Empire of the Ants' provides a vivid example of nature’s dominion and the perils of underestimating lesser beings, all while imbuing a sense of awe and respect for the natural order. Such cautionary tales serve as reminders of humility and the importance of recognizing the interconnectedness of all life.

Wells engages with speculative technology and its potential impact on society in stories like 'The New Accelerator.' He not only presents intriguing advances but also examines their consequences—both beneficial and detrimental. This duality encourages critical reflection on the adoption of new technologies in contemporary society and the moral implications therein. Wells’ prescience in addressing such themes is deeply unsettling yet entirely relevant, maintaining his relevance in contemporary discussions about technology and ethics.

Overall, this collection provides a panoramic view of H. G. Wells' imaginative landscape. It serves not only as an homage to his contribution to literature but also as a stimulating invitation for both new readers and long-time fans to rediscover the intricacies of his artistry. With each story we endeavor to share, we celebrate the vast expanse of human thought and imagination that Wells so masterfully captured. It is a valuable addition to any bookshelf, offering adventure, philosophy, and reflection.

Thus, we extend an invitation to all readers to plunge into the rich tapestry of 'The Country of the Blind & Other Sci-Fi Tales.' By exploring the various sections of this comprehensive single-author collection, you will find the excitement of adventure woven with deep philosophical inquiry. The experience promises to ignite your curiosity, inspire contemplation, and perhaps evoke a renewed sense of wonder about the world around us. Prepare yourself for a journey through the extraordinary mind of H. G. Wells—one that transcends time and space to resonate profoundly with the human experience.
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    Introduction

Herbert George Wells (1866–1946) was a British writer whose “scientific romances” reshaped modern imagination. With works such as The Time Machine, The Island of Dr. Moreau, The Invisible Man, and The War of the Worlds, he helped establish science fiction as a serious literary mode while also producing influential social novels, political essays, and works of popular history. A trained biologist turned journalist and novelist, Wells combined lucid prose with speculative extrapolation to probe evolution, technology, and social justice. His prescient themes—class conflict, imperialism, and the ethical limits of science—made him both a popular storyteller and a prominent public intellectual.

Education and Literary Influences

Wells grew up in modest circumstances and entered the workforce early as a draper’s apprentice and pupil-teacher, experiences he later mined in his fiction. A scholarship to the Normal School of Science in South Kensington gave him formal scientific training under T. H. Huxley, a leading interpreter of Darwin. Although illness and financial pressures interrupted his studies, he absorbed laboratory habits of mind and a lifelong respect for empiricism. He qualified as a teacher, wrote textbooks and essays, and gradually shifted into journalism. This combination of practical instruction, evolutionary theory, and literary ambition supplied the intellectual scaffolding for his early fiction.

Evolutionary thought profoundly shaped his imagination. Huxley’s lectures, as well as the public debates around Darwin, framed Wells’s interest in adaptation, degeneration, and the future of humanity. He read utopian and speculative literature, from Thomas More to contemporary futurists, and observed the sharp social critiques of writers such as Charles Dickens and William Morris. He engaged with the Fabian Society in the 1890s, encountering arguments for gradual social reform and the possibilities of planned modernity. Scientific discovery, industrial innovation, and urban change in late Victorian Britain furnished a factual palette that Wells recombined into parables about mobility, power, and moral responsibility.

Literary Career

His breakthrough came in the mid-1890s with a sequence of “scientific romances” that fused narrative drive with bold conjecture. The Time Machine explored class anxiety through evolutionary allegory; The Island of Dr. Moreau questioned vivisection and human identity; The Invisible Man examined alienation and unchecked ambition. These novels, often serialized before book publication, established Wells’s capacity to connect topical science with ethical drama. Reviewers noted the clarity of his prose and the disturbingly plausible mechanisms behind his marvels. Readers responded to the immediacy of his settings—laboratories, suburbs, and streets—where extraordinary events exposed the fragility of ordinary social orders.

By the turn of the century he extended his range. The War of the Worlds imagined imperial reversal via extraterrestrial invasion; The First Men in the Moon combined lunar adventure with social satire; The War in the Air anticipated global aerial conflict; and The World Set Free described atomic warfare decades before it arrived. Wells’s speculative method relied on a single imaginative premise worked through with near-journalistic realism. He emphasized consequences—technological, psychological, and political—rather than gadgetry, inviting readers to consider how invention reshapes daily life. This approach secured his reputation as a visionary who made futures feel uncomfortably near.

Alongside futurism, Wells cultivated a parallel career as a realist and comic novelist. Kipps, Tono-Bungay, and The History of Mr. Polly portrayed lower-middle-class life, education, and the precarious ladder of respectability. Ann Veronica probed women’s aspirations against Edwardian convention. These books showcased his range, from satire to sympathetic portraiture, and broadened his readership beyond speculative fiction. Critics sometimes debated his didacticism, yet many praised his social observation and energy. By the 1910s he was a major literary figure, at once entertainer and reformer, who treated fiction as a laboratory for testing institutions—marriage, schooling, work—under the stress of modernity.

Wells also turned to essays and grand syntheses. Anticipations sketched near-future transportation, urban planning, and governance; A Modern Utopia proposed a rational world state; and The Outline of History offered a sweeping, accessible narrative of human development that reached a vast international audience. He collaborated with scientists on educational works such as The Science of Life, aiming to democratize knowledge. His nonfiction tended to extrapolate trends from data and observation, translating specialized research for general readers. The breadth of these projects, spanning pedagogy, sociology, and futurism, reinforced his role as a public educator as much as a novelist.

Wells’s prominence brought him into mass media. He wrote the screenplay for Things to Come, a 1936 film derived from ideas in The Shape of Things to Come, which dramatized war and reconstruction through planned modernity. Radio, cinema, and later television carried his stories to new audiences, most famously in the late-1930s American broadcast of The War of the Worlds that sparked public alarm and debate about media effects. Such adaptations amplified his profile while sometimes sharpening controversy over his political prescriptions. Nevertheless, they confirmed his status as a writer whose ideas readily migrated from page to popular culture.

Beliefs and Advocacy

Wells saw himself as a scientific humanist committed to social improvement. Early involvement with the Fabian Society shaped his belief in gradual, evidence‑based reform, though he later criticized organizational orthodoxy and pursued his own schemes for international cooperation. He championed education, public health, and women’s emancipation, arguing that freedom required material security and access to knowledge. He promoted the concept of a world state and examined the ethics of planned societies. Like many contemporaries, he engaged with eugenic ideas, a stance now widely condemned; acknowledging these views is crucial to understanding the tensions between his idealism and his prescriptions.

As a public intellectual, Wells courted debate across ideological lines. He visited the Soviet Union after the First World War and published Russia in the Shadows, reflecting on revolutionary change. In the 1930s he met figures such as Joseph Stalin and Franklin D. Roosevelt, discussing social planning, democracy, and the role of science in governance. He argued for institutions to prevent war and codify global rights, themes developed in The Open Conspiracy and later wartime writings. Living with diabetes, he supported efforts to improve patient care and helped establish a national association in Britain dedicated to the condition and its treatment.

Final Years & Legacy

The Second World War sharpened his focus on global organization. The New World Order and The Rights of Man proposed frameworks for collective security and individual guarantees, while Crux Ansata vehemently criticized institutions he believed hindered progress. His late pamphlet Mind at the End of Its Tether expressed deep pessimism about humanity’s prospects after unprecedented destruction. Health problems reduced his mobility, but he continued to write and speak. Wells died in London in the mid-1940s, and obituaries recognized him as a defining voice of modernity—both a storyteller who expanded popular horizons and a polemicist who demanded practical reform.

Wells’s legacy is unusually broad. His narrative devices—the time machine, invisibility, alien invasion—became fixtures of world culture, revisited in novels, films, and games. Later science fiction, from speculative hard science to social dystopia, absorbed his method of extrapolation and his insistence on ethical stakes; writers and filmmakers have repeatedly acknowledged his influence. His non‑fiction galvanized debates about education, planning, and internationalism, even where later scholars rejected his conclusions. Today he stands as a progenitor of idea‑driven storytelling whose works continue to be taught, adapted, and contested, a reminder that imaginative literature can interrogate the future while reshaping the present.
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H. G. Wells, often called one of the fathers of science fiction, emerged as a prominent literary figure during an era of rapid industrialization and scientific discovery in the late 19th and early 20th centuries. Born in Bromley, Kent, in 1866, his formative years coincided with breakthroughs such as widespread electrification, telegraphy, and the telephone. These innovations fueled public imagination and gave rise to speculative stories that questioned humanity’s relationship with technology and the natural world, themes evident in works like The Time Machine and The Invisible Man.

As a product of Victorian England, he experienced a cultural milieu defined by strict social norms and clear class distinctions. The rigid moral environment and expectations of the period influenced his creative expression, as seen in The Story of the Late Mr. Elvesham, where conflicts between societal demands and personal desire are laid bare. The era’s fascination with spiritualism and the supernatural also shaped his early ghost stories and weird tales, enriching his narrative approach.

The turn of the century brought fresh debates in science and philosophy, particularly around Darwinian evolution. This intellectual climate shaped his outlook. His novel The Island of Dr. Moreau reflects anxieties about unchecked experimentation and the ethical consequences of scientific hubris.

A committed socialist, he engaged directly with issues of class and social justice. In novels like Kipps and Tono-Bungay, he critiques wealth disparity and explores the possibilities for social reform, aligning with contemporary discussions on workers’ rights and economic equity.

Advances in physics and engineering—championed by figures such as Nikola Tesla and Lord Kelvin—captured the public’s attention and influenced his fiction. In The New Accelerator, he examines the promise and peril of scientific breakthroughs, exploring both their utopian potential and dystopian risks.

Wells’s interest in human consciousness and perception appears in stories like The Remarkable Case of Davidson’s Eyes, where the boundaries between reality and imagination blur. Though not directly drawing on contemporary psychoanalysis, these narratives probe characters’ inner lives and existential uncertainties.

The period’s artistic movements encouraged experimentation with form and style. In tales such as The Magic Shop and The Door in the Wall, he celebrates wonder and the uncanny, inviting readers to question the limits of the visible world.

The outbreak of World War I prompted a shift in tone as he confronted the human cost of modern warfare. In Mr. Britling Sees It Through and When the Sleeper Wakes, he addresses the impact of conflict on society and the risks posed by technological destruction.

He experimented with narrative perspective to examine moral dilemmas and the exercise of power. In The Man Who Could Work Miracles, a well-meaning protagonist gains extraordinary abilities only to discover that human agency can have unpredictable—and often troubling—consequences.

Beyond fiction, he wrote essays and journalism on politics, education, and international affairs. His polemic Anticipations and the pamphlets collected in Thoughts on War and Death echo themes from his novels, reinforcing his role as a public intellectual.

The experience of British imperialism informed stories like The Empire of the Ants, which critiques notions of superiority and explores the unintended effects of colonial exploitation, offering a counterpoint to prevailing views of progress.

Many of his tales serve as cautionary parables about human overreach. In The Stolen Bacillus and The Food of the Gods, he warns of the ethical and existential risks inherent in scientific experimentation.

He also addressed gender and social roles with a progressive outlook. In Ann Veronica, he portrays a young woman’s struggle for independence, reflecting contemporary debates about women’s rights and the limitations imposed by a patriarchal society.

His range extended across horror, mystery, and speculative fiction. The Moth and The Country of the Blind illustrate his ability to craft allegory and explore themes of fear, perception, and human limitation.

By imagining utopian and dystopian futures, he set a precedent for the genre. Stories such as The Star and A Modern Utopia encourage readers to contemplate the long-term effects of technology on civilization and individual destiny.

Wells’s influence endures in literature and film, inspiring writers and filmmakers with his blend of social commentary and imaginative scope. His narrative techniques and thematic concerns remain foundational to speculative storytelling.

Ultimately, his body of work reflects the intricate interplay between scientific progress, society, and the human condition during a period of profound transformation. Through tales rich in ethical inquiry and social critique, he invites readers to examine the challenges and possibilities of an ever-changing world.
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Introduction

An overview of the themes and significance of H.G. Wells' contributions to the science fiction genre, setting the stage for the stories that follow.

Early Short Stories

This collection includes 'The Jilting of Jane,' 'The Cone,' 'The Stolen Bacillus,' 'The Flowering of the Strange Orchid,' 'In the Avu Observatory,' and 'Aepyornis Island,' which explore themes of love, science, and the consequences of curiosity through varied narratives of personal betrayal, scientific discovery, and encounters with the fantastical.

The Remarkable Case of Davidson’s Eyes

A tale of a man who experiences a peculiar affliction that leads him to a life-altering revelation about his perception and understanding of reality.

The Lord of the Dynamos

This story delves into the consequences of man's attempts to control nature through technology, as a powerful machine exhibits seemingly sentient traits.

The Moth and The Treasure in the Forest

A brief dual exploration of human encounters with strange phenomena, focusing on the themes of transformation and hidden riches.

The Story of the Late Mr. Elvesham

A narrative about identity and deception, centering on a man who learns of his unsettling connection to a deceased individual and the implications that arise.

Under the Knife

An examination of medical ethics and personal agency as a woman contemplates an operation that could change her life, revealing the complexities of choice in the face of societal pressure.

The Sea Raiders

A fantastical adventure where monstrous creatures from the depths of the ocean bring terror to coastal communities, emphasizing humanity's vulnerability in the natural world.

The Obliterated Man

A unique exploration of invisibility, focusing on a character who grapples with the existential implications of his newfound state of being.

The Plattner Story

A tale of scientific exploration and the boundaries of human understanding, following a man who experiences an otherworldly journey after an unusual accident.

The Red Room and The Purple Pileus

These stories engage with supernatural elements and the human psyche, featuring a haunted room and a mysterious mushroom that alters perception, respectively.

A Slip Under the Microscope

An insightful commentary on class and social standing viewed through a comical lens, featuring a young scientist facing the consequences of a laboratory mishap.

The Crystal Egg

A story about a mysterious object that serves as a portal to another world, showcasing the interconnectivity of dimensions and the power of curiosity.

The Star

A powerful narrative where a celestial catastrophe threatens Earth, prompting discussions on the insignificance of humanity in the vast universe.

The Man Who Could Work Miracles

A satirical examination of the nature of belief and divine power, as a man accidentally acquires the ability to manipulate reality at will.

A Vision of Judgment

An allegorical tale dealing with the themes of judgment and morality in the afterlife, exploring humanity's actions in the face of fate.

Jimmy Goggles the God

A humorous and reflective story about the ramifications of ambition and desire as a boy seeks to embody ultimate power through technology.

Miss Winchelsea’s Heart

A poignant narrative that explores love and heartbreak, showcasing the complexities of personal emotions in an increasingly modern world.

A Dream of Armageddon

An imaginative and thought-provoking contemplation of future cataclysms and the human condition set against an apocalyptic backdrop.

The Valley of Spiders

A thrilling tale of survival against monstrous arachnids, serving as a metaphor for human fears and the inherent dangers of nature.

The New Accelerator

A humorous exploration of a potion that accelerates human perception and activity, leading to unforeseen and chaotic consequences.

The Truth About Pyecraft

A story about a man obsessed with weight loss whose experiments lead to unexpected and humorous outcomes, highlighting societal obsessions with appearance.

The Magic Shop

A whimsical tale that captures the wonder of childhood as a boy discovers the enchanting possibilities of a magical shop, revealing deeper meanings about imagination.

The Empire of the Ants

An allegorical tale examining imperialism and evolution through the lens of an encounter with an extraordinarily intelligent colony of ants.

The Door in the Wall

A haunting narrative about lost opportunities and the pursuit of happiness, centered around a mysterious doorway that symbolizes escape and fulfillment.

The Country of the Blind

A thought-provoking story about the complexities of vision and sight, where a blind society challenges the perceptions of a sighted intruder.

The Beautiful Suit

A fantastical tale about a man’s desire for a perfect suit that reflects his internal struggles, illustrating themes of vanity and societal approval.
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The enterprise of Messrs. T. Nelson & Sons and the friendly accommodation of Messrs. Macmillan render possible this collection in one cover of all the short stories by me that I care for any one to read again. Except for the two series of linked incidents that make up the bulk of the book called Tales of Space and Time, no short story of mine of the slightest merit is excluded from this volume. Many of very questionable merit find a place; it is an inclusive and not an exclusive gathering. And the task of selection and revision brings home to me with something of the effect of discovery that I was once an industrious writer of short stories, and that I am no longer anything of the kind. I have not written one now for quite a long time, and in the past five or six years I have made scarcely one a year. The bulk of the fifty or sixty tales from which this present three-and-thirty have been chosen dates from the last century. This edition is more definitive than I supposed when first I arranged for it. In the presence of so conclusive an ebb and cessation an almost obituary manner seems justifiable.

I find it a little difficult to disentangle the causes that have restricted the flow of these inventions. It has happened, I remark, to others as well as to myself, and in spite of the kindliest encouragement to continue from editors and readers. There was a time when life bubbled with short stories; they were always coming to the surface of my mind, and it is no deliberate change of will that has thus restricted my production. It is rather, I think, a diversion of attention to more sustained and more exacting forms. It was my friend Mr. C.L. Hind who set that spring going. He urged me to write short stories for the Pall Mall Budget, and persuaded me by his simple and buoyant conviction that I could do what he desired. There existed at the time only the little sketch, “The Jilting of Jane,” included in this volume — at least, that is the only tolerable fragment of fiction I find surviving from my preLewis–Hind period. But I set myself, so encouraged, to the experiment of inventing moving and interesting things that could be given vividly in the little space of eight or ten such pages as this, and for a time I found it a very entertaining pursuit indeed. Mr. Hind’s indicating finger had shown me an amusing possibility of the mind. I found that, taking almost anything as a starting-point and letting my thoughts play about it, there would presently come out of the darkness, in a manner quite inexplicable, some absurd or vivid little incident more or less relevant to that initial nucleus. Little men in canoes upon sunlit oceans would come floating out of nothingness, incubating the eggs of prehistoric monsters unawares; violent conflicts would break out amidst the flower-beds of suburban gardens; I would discover I was peering into remote and mysterious worlds ruled by an order logical indeed but other than our common sanity.

The ‘nineties was a good and stimulating period for a short-story writer. Mr. Kipling had made his astonishing advent with a series of little blue-grey books, whose covers opened like window-shutters to reveal the dusty sun-glare and blazing colours of the East; Mr. Barrie had demonstrated what could be done in a little space through the panes of his Window in Thrums. The National Observer was at the climax of its career of heroic insistence upon lyrical brevity and a vivid finish, and Mr. Frank Harris was not only printing good short stories by other people, but writing still better ones himself in the dignified pages of the Fortnightly Review. Longman’s Magazine, too, represented a clientèle of appreciative short-story readers that is now scattered. Then came the generous opportunities of the Yellow Book, and the National Observer died only to give birth to the New Review. No short story of the slightest distinction went for long unrecognised. The sixpenny popular magazines had still to deaden down the conception of what a short story might be to the imaginative limitation of the common reader — and a maximum length of six thousand words. Short stories broke out everywhere. Kipling was writing short stories; Barrie, Stevenson, Frank–Harris; Max Beerbohm wrote at least one perfect one, “The Happy Hypocrite”; Henry James pursued his wonderful and inimitable bent; and among other names that occur to me, like a mixed handful of jewels drawn from a bag, are George Street, Morley Roberts, George Gissing, Ella d’Arcy, Murray Gilchrist, E. Nesbit, Stephen Crane, Joseph Conrad, Edwin Pugh, Jerome K. Jerome, Kenneth Graham, Arthur Morrison, Marriott Watson, George Moore, Grant Allen, George Egerton, Henry Harland, Pett Ridge, W. W. Jacobs (who alone seems inexhaustible). I dare say I could recall as many more names with a little effort. I may be succumbing to the infirmities of middle age, but I do not think the present decade can produce any parallel to this list, or what is more remarkable, that the later achievements in this field of any of the survivors from that time, with the sole exception of Joseph Conrad, can compare with the work they did before 1900. It seems to me this outburst of short stories came not only as a phase in literary development, but also as a phase in the development of the individual writers concerned.

It is now quite unusual to see any adequate criticism of short stories in English. I do not know how far the decline in short-story writing may not be due to that. Every sort of artist demands human responses, and few men can contrive to write merely for a publisher’s cheque and silence, however reassuring that cheque may be. A mad millionaire who commissioned masterpieces to burn would find it impossible to buy them. Scarcely any artist will hesitate in the choice between money and attention; and it was primarily for that last and better sort of pay that the short stories of the ‘nineties were written. People talked about them tremendously, compared them, and ranked them. That was the thing that mattered.

It was not, of course, all good talk, and we suffered then, as now, from the à priori critic. Just as nowadays he goes about declaring that the work of such-and-such a dramatist is all very amusing and delightful, but “it isn’t a Play,” so we’ had a great deal of talk about the short story, and found ourselves measured by all kinds of arbitrary standards. There was a tendency to treat the short story as though it was as definable a form as the sonnet, instead of being just exactly what any one of courage and imagination can get told in twenty minutes’ reading or so. It was either Mr. Edward Garnett or Mr. George Moore in a violently anti-Kipling mood who invented the distinction between the short story and the anecdote. The short story was Maupassant; the anecdote was damnable. It was a quite infernal comment in its way, because it permitted no defence. Fools caught it up and used it freely. Nothing is so destructive in a field of artistic effort as a stock term of abuse. Anyone could say of any short story, “A mere anecdote,” just as anyone can say “Incoherent!” of any novel or of any sonata that isn’t studiously monotonous. The recession of enthusiasm for this compact, amusing form is closely associated in my mind with that discouraging imputation. One felt hopelessly open to a paralysing and unanswerable charge, and one’s ease and happiness in the garden of one’s fancies was more and more marred by the dread of it. It crept into one’s mind, a distress as vague and inexpugnable as a sea fog on a spring morning, and presently one shivered and wanted to go indoors … It is the absurd fate of the imaginative writer that he should be thus sensitive to atmospheric conditions.

But after one has died as a maker one may still live as a critic, and I will confess I am all for laxness and variety in this as in every field of art. Insistence upon rigid forms and austere unities seems to me the instinctive reaction of the sterile against the fecund. It is the tired man with a headache who values a work of art for what it does not contain. I suppose it is the lot of every critic nowadays to suffer from indigestion and a fatigued appreciation, and to develop a self-protective tendency towards rules that will reject, as it were, automatically the more abundant and irregular forms. But this world is not for the weary, and in the long-run it is the new and variant that matter. I refuse altogether to recognise any hard and fast type for the Short Story, any more than I admit any limitation upon the liberties of the Small Picture. The short story is a fiction that may be read in something under an hour, and so that it is moving and delightful, it does not matter whether it is as “trivial” as a Japanese print of insects seen closely between grass stems, or as spacious as the prospect of the plain of Italy from Monte Mottarone. It does not matter whether it is human or inhuman, or whether it leaves you thinking deeply or radiantly but superficially pleased. Some things are more easily done as short stories than others and more abundantly done, but one of the many pleasures of short-story writing is to achieve the impossible.

At any rate, that is the present writer’s conception of the art of the short story, as the jolly art of making something very bright and moving; it may be horrible or pathetic or funny or beautiful or profoundly illuminating, having only this essential, that it should take from fifteen to fifty minutes to read aloud. All the rest is just whatever invention and imagination and the mood can give — a vision of buttered slides on a busy day or of unprecedented worlds. In that spirit of miscellaneous expectation these stories should be received. Each is intended to be a thing by itself; and if it is not too ungrateful to kindly and enterprising publishers, I would confess I would much prefer to see each printed expensively alone, and left in a little brown-paper cover to lie about a room against the needs of a quite casual curiosity. And I would rather this volume were found in the bedrooms of convalescents and in dentists’ parlours and railway trains than in gentlemen’s studies. I would rather have it dipped in and dipped in again than read severely through. Essentially it is a miscellany of inventions, many of which were very pleasant to write; and its end is more than attained if some of them are refreshing and agreeable to read. I have now re-read them all, and I am glad to think I wrote them. I like them, but I cannot tell how much the associations of old happinesses gives them a flavour for me. I make no claims for them and no apology; they will be read as long as people read them. Things written either live or die; unless it be for a place of judgment upon Academic impostors, there is no apologetic intermediate state.

I may add that I have tried to set a date to most of these stories, but that they are not arranged in strictly chronological order.

H. G. WELLS.
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As I sit writing in my study, I can hear our Jane bumping her way downstairs with a brush and dust-pan. She used in the old days to sing hymn tunes, or the British national song for the time being, to these instruments, but latterly she has been silent and even careful over her work. Time was when I prayed with fervour for such silence, and my wife with sighs for such care, but now they have come we are not so glad as we might have anticipated we should be. Indeed, I would rejoice secretly, though it may be unmanly weakness to admit it, even to hear Jane sing “Daisy,” or, by the fracture of any plate but one of Euphemia’s best green ones, to learn that the period of brooding has come to an end.

Yet how we longed to hear the last of Jane’s young man before we heard the last of him! Jane was always very free with her conversation to my wife, and discoursed admirably in the kitchen on a variety of topics — so well, indeed, that I sometimes left my study door open — our house is a small one — to partake of it. But after William came, it was always William, nothing but William; William this and William that; and when we thought William was worked out and exhausted altogether, then William all over again. The engagement lasted altogether three years; yet how she got introduced to William, and so became thus saturated with him, was always a secret. For my part, I believe it was at the street corner where the Rev. Barnabas Baux used to hold an open-air service after evensong on Sundays. Young Cupids were wont to flit like moths round the paraffin flare of that centre of High Church hymn-singing. I fancy she stood singing hymns there, out of memory and her imagination, instead of coming home to get supper, and William came up beside her and said, “Hello!” “Hello yourself!” she said; and etiquette being satisfied, they proceeded to talk together.

As Euphemia has a reprehensible way of letting her servants talk to her, she soon heard of him. “He is such a respectable young man, ma’am,” said Jane, “you don’t know.” Ignoring the slur cast on her acquaintance, my wife inquired further about this William.

“He is second porter at Maynard’s, the draper’s,” said Jane, “and gets eighteen shillings — nearly a pound — a week, m’m; and when the head porter leaves he will be head porter. His relatives are quite superior people, m’m. Not labouring people at all. His father was a greengrosher, m’m, and had a churnor, and he was bankrup’ twice. And one of his sisters is in a Home for the Dying. It will be a very good match for me, m’m,” said Jane, “me being an orphan girl.”

“Then you are engaged to him?” asked my wife.

“Not engaged, ma’am; but he is saving money to buy a ring — hammyfist.”

“Well, Jane, when you are properly engaged to him you may ask him round here on Sunday afternoons, and have tea with him in the kitchen;” for my Euphemia has a motherly conception of her duty towards her maid-servants. And presently the amethystine ring was being worn about the house, even with ostentation, and Jane developed a new way of bringing in the joint so that this gage was evident. The elder Miss Maitland was aggrieved by it, and told my wife that servants ought not to wear rings. But my wife looked it up in Enquire Within and Mrs. Motherly’s Book of Household Management, and found no prohibition. So Jane remained with this happiness added to her love.

The treasure of Jane’s heart appeared to me to be what respectable people call a very deserving young man. “William, ma’am,” said Jane one day suddenly, with ill-concealed complacency, as she counted out the beer bottles, “William, ma’am, is a teetotaller. Yes, m’m; and he don’t smoke. Smoking, ma’am,” said Jane, as one who reads the heart, “do make such a dust about. Beside the waste of money. And the smell. However, I suppose they got to do it — some of them … ”

William was at first a rather shabby young man of the ready-made black coat school of costume. He had watery gray eyes, and a complexion appropriate to the brother of one in a Home for the Dying. Euphemia did not fancy him very much, even at the beginning. His eminent respectability was vouched for by an alpaca umbrella, from which he never allowed himself to be parted.

“He goes to chapel,” said Jane. “His papa, ma’am ——”

“His what, Jane?”

“His papa, ma’am, was Church: but Mr. Maynard is a Plymouth Brother, and William thinks it Policy, ma’am, to go there too. Mr. Maynard comes and talks to him quite friendly when they ain’t busy, about using up all the ends of string, and about his soul. He takes a lot of notice, do Mr. Maynard, of William, and the way he saves his soul, ma’am.”

Presently we heard that the head porter at Maynard’s had left, and that William was head porter at twenty-three shillings a week. “He is really kind of over the man who drives the van,” said Jane, “and him married, with three children.” And she promised in the pride of her heart to make interest for us with William to favour us so that we might get our parcels of drapery from Maynard’s with exceptional promptitude.

After this promotion a rapidly-increasing prosperity came upon Jane’s young man. One day we learned that Mr. Maynard had given William a book. “‘Smiles’ ‘Elp Yourself,’ it’s called,” said Jane; “but it ain’t comic. It tells you how to get on in the world, and some what William read to me was lovely, ma’am.”

Euphemia told me of this, laughing, and then she became suddenly grave. “Do you know, dear,” she said, “Jane said one thing I did not like. She had been quiet for a minute, and then she suddenly remarked, ‘William is a lot above me, ma’am, ain’t he?’”

“I don’t see anything in that,” I said, though later my eyes were to be opened.

One Sunday afternoon about that time I was sitting at my writing-desk — possibly I was reading a good book — when a something went by the window. I heard a startled exclamation behind me, and saw Euphemia with her hands clasped together and her eyes dilated. “George,” she said in an awe-stricken whisper, “did you see?”

Then we both spoke to one another at the same moment, slowly and solemnly: “A silk hat! Yellow gloves! A new umbrella!”

“It may be my fancy, dear,” said Euphemia; “but his tie was very like yours. I believe Jane keeps him in ties. She told me a little while ago, in a way that implied volumes about the rest of your costume, ‘The master do wear pretty ties, ma’am.’ And he echoes all your novelties.”

The young couple passed our window again on their way to their customary walk. They were arm in arm. Jane looked exquisitely proud, happy, and uncomfortable, with new white cotton gloves, and William, in the silk hat, singularly genteel!

That was the culmination of Jane’s happiness. When she returned, “Mr. Maynard has been talking to William, ma’am,” she said, “and he is to serve customers, just like the young shop gentlemen, during the next sale. And if he gets on, he is to be made an assistant, ma’am, at the first opportunity. He has got to be as gentlemanly as he can, ma’am; and if he ain’t, ma’am, he says it won’t be for want of trying. Mr. Maynard has took a great fancy to him.”

“He is getting on, Jane,” said my wife.

“Yes, ma’am,” said Jane thoughtfully; “he is getting on.”

And she sighed.

That next Sunday as I drank my tea I interrogated my wife. “How is this Sunday different from all other Sundays, little woman? What has happened? Have you altered the curtains, or re-arranged the furniture, or where is the indefinable difference of it? Are you wearing your hair in a new way without warning me? I perceive a change clearly, and I cannot for the life of me say what it is.”

Then my wife answered in her most tragic voice, “George,” she said, “that William has not come near the place today! And Jane is crying her heart out upstairs.”

There followed a period of silence. Jane, as I have said, stopped singing about the house, and began to care for our brittle possessions, which struck my wife as being a very sad sign indeed. The next Sunday, and the next, Jane asked to go out, “to walk with William,” and my wife, who never attempts to extort confidences, gave her permission, and asked no questions. On each occasion Jane came back looking flushed and very determined. At last one day she became communicative.

“William is being led away,” she remarked abruptly, with a catching of the breath, apropos of tablecloths. “Yes, m’m. She is a milliner, and she can play on the piano.”

“I thought,” said my wife, “that you went out with him on Sunday.”

“Not out with him, m’m — after him. I walked along by the side of them, and told her he was engaged to me.”

“Dear me, Jane, did you? What did they do?”

“Took no more notice of me than if I was dirt. So I told her she should suffer for it.”

“It could not have been a very agreeable walk, Jane.”

“Not for no parties, ma’am.”

“I wish,” said Jane, “I could play the piano, ma’am. But anyhow, I don’t mean to let her get him away from me. She’s older than him, and her hair ain’t gold to the roots, ma’am.”

It was on the August Bank Holiday that the crisis came. We do not clearly know the details of the fray, but only such fragments as poor Jane let fall. She came home dusty, excited, and with her heart hot within her.

The milliner’s mother, the milliner, and William had made a party to the Art Museum at South Kensington, I think. Anyhow, Jane had calmly but firmly accosted them somewhere in the streets, and asserted her right to what, in spite of the consensus of literature, she held to be her inalienable property. She did, I think, go so far as to lay hands on him. They dealt with her in a crushingly superior way. They “called a cab.” There was a “scene,” William being pulled away into the four-wheeler by his future wife and mother-inlaw from the reluctant hands of our discarded Jane. There were threats of giving her “in charge.”

“My poor Jane!” said my wife, mincing veal as though she was mincing William. “It’s a shame of them. I would think no more of him. He is not worthy of you.”

“No, m’m,” said Jane. “He is weak.

“But it’s that woman has done it,” said Jane. She was never known to bring herself to pronounce “that woman’s” name or to admit her girlishness. “I can’t think what minds some women must have — to try and get a girl’s young man away from her. But there, it only hurts to talk about it,” said Jane.

Thereafter our house rested from William. But there was something in the manner of Jane’s scrubbing the front doorstep or sweeping out the rooms, a certain viciousness, that persuaded me that the story had not yet ended.

“Please, m’m, may I go and see a wedding tomorrow?” said Jane one day.

My wife knew by instinct whose wedding. “Do you think it is wise, Jane?” she said.

“I would like to see the last of him,” said Jane.

“My dear,” said my wife, fluttering into my room about twenty minutes after Jane had started, “Jane has been to the boot-hole and taken all the left-off boots and shoes, and gone off to the wedding with them in a bag. Surely she cannot mean —”

“Jane,” I said, “is developing character. Let us hope for the best.”

Jane came back with a pale, hard face. All the boots seemed to be still in her bag, at which my wife heaved a premature sigh of relief. We heard her go upstairs and replace the boots with considerable emphasis.

“Quite a crowd at the wedding, ma’am,” she said presently, in a purely conversational style, sitting in our little kitchen, and scrubbing the potatoes; “and such a lovely day for them.” She proceeded to numerous other details, clearly avoiding some cardinal incident.

“It was all extremely respectable and nice, ma’am; but her father didn’t wear a black coat, and looked quite out of place, ma’am. Mr. Piddingquirk —”

“Who?”

“Mr. Piddingquirk — William that was, ma’am — had white gloves, and a coat like a clergyman, and a lovely chrysanthemum. He looked so nice, ma’am. And there was red carpet down, just like for gentlefolks. And they say he gave the clerk four shillings, ma’am. It was a real kerridge they had — not a fly. When they came out of church there was rice-throwing, and her two little sisters dropping dead flowers. And someone threw a slipper, and then I threw a boot —”

“Threw a boot, Jane!”

“Yes, ma’am. Aimed at her. But it hit him. Yes, ma’am, hard. Gev him a black eye, I should think. I only threw that one. I hadn’t the heart to try again. All the little boys cheered when it hit him.”

After an interval —“I am sorry the boot hit him.”

Another pause. The potatoes were being scrubbed violently. “He always was a bit above me, you know, ma’am. And he was led away.”

The potatoes were more than finished. Jane rose sharply with a sigh, and rapped the basin down on the table.

“I don’t care,” she said. “I don’t care a rap. He will find out his mistake yet. It serves me right. I was stuck up about him. I ought not to have looked so high. And I am glad things are as things are.”

My wife was in the kitchen, seeing to the higher cookery. After the confession of the boot-throwing, she must have watched poor Jane fuming with a certain dismay in those brown eyes of hers. But I imagine they softened again very quickly, and then Jane’s must have met them.

“Oh, ma’am,” said Jane, with an astonishing change of note, “think of all that might have been! Oh, ma’am, I could have been so happy! I ought to have known, but I didn’t know … You’re very kind to let me talk to you, ma’am … for it’s hard on me, ma’am … it’s har-r-r-r-d —”

And I gather that Euphemia so far forgot herself as to let Jane sob out some of the fullness of her heart on a sympathetic shoulder. My Euphemia, thank Heaven, has never properly grasped the importance of “keeping up her position.” And since that fit of weeping, much of the accent of bitterness has gone out of Jane’s scrubbing and brush work.

Indeed, something passed the other day with the butcher-boy — but that scarcely belongs to this story. However, Jane is young still, and time and change are at work with her. We all have our sorrows, but I do not believe very much in the existence of sorrows that never heal.
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The night was hot and overcast, the sky red-rimmed with the lingering sunset of midsummer. They sat at the open window, trying to fancy the air was fresher there. The trees and shrubs of the garden stood stiff and dark; beyond in the roadway a gas-lamp burnt, bright orange against the hazy blue of the evening. Farther were the three lights of the railway signal against the lowering sky. The man and woman spoke to one another in low tones.

“He does not suspect?” said the man, a little nervously.

“Not he,” she said peevishly, as though that too irritated her. “He thinks of nothing but the works and the prices of fuel. He has no imagination, no poetry.”

“None of these men of iron have,” he said sententiously. “They have no hearts.”

“He has not,” she said. She turned her discontented face towards the window. The distant sound of a roaring and rushing drew nearer and grew in volume; the house quivered; one heard the metallic rattle of the tender. As the train passed, there was a glare of light above the cutting and a driving tumult of smoke; one, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight black oblongs — eight trucks — passed across the dim grey of the embankment, and were suddenly extinguished one by one in the throat of the tunnel, which, with the last, seemed to swallow down train, smoke, and sound in one abrupt gulp.

“This country was all fresh and beautiful once,” he said; “and now — it is Gehenna. Down that way — nothing but pot-banks and chimneys belching fire and dust into the face of heaven … But what does it matter? An end comes, an end to all this cruelty[1q] … To-morrow.“ He spoke the last word in a whisper.

“To-morrow,“ she said, speaking in a whisper too, and still staring out of the window.

“Dear!” he said, putting his hand on hers.

She turned with a start, and their eyes searched one another’s. Hers softened to his gaze. “My dear one!” she said, and then: “It seems so strange — that you should have come into my life like this — to open —” She paused.

“To open?” he said.

“All this wonderful world”— she hesitated, and spoke still more softly — “this world of love to me.”

Then suddenly the door clicked and closed. They turned their heads, and he started violently back. In the shadow of the room stood a great shadowy figure-silent. They saw the face dimly in the half-light, with unexpressive dark patches under the pent-house brows. Every muscle in Raut’s body suddenly became tense. When could the door have opened? What had he heard? Had he heard all? What had he seen? A tumult of questions.

The new-comer’s voice came at last, after a pause that seemed interminable. “Well?” he said.

“I was afraid I had missed you, Horrocks,” said the man at the window, gripping the window-ledge with his hand. His voice was unsteady.

The clumsy figure of Horrocks came forward out of the shadow. He made no answer to Raut’s remark. For a moment he stood above them.

The woman’s heart was cold within her. “I told Mr. Raut it was just possible you might come back,” she said in a voice that never quivered.

Horrocks, still silent, sat down abruptly in the chair by her little work-table. His big hands were clenched; one saw now the fire of his eyes under the shadow of his brows. He was trying to get his breath. His eyes went from the woman he had trusted to the friend he had trusted, and then back to the woman.

By this time and for the moment all three half understood one another. Yet none dared say a word to ease the pent-up things that choked them.

It was the husband’s voice that broke the silence at last.

“You wanted to see me?” he said to Raut.

Raut started as he spoke. “I came to see you,” he said, resolved to lie to the last.

“Yes,” said Horrocks.

“You promised,” said Raut, “to show me some fine effects of moonlight and smoke.”

“I promised to show you some fine effects of moonlight and smoke,” repeated Horrocks in a colourless voice.

“And I thought I might catch you to-night before you went down to the works,” proceeded Raut, “and come with you.”

There was another pause. Did the man mean to take the thing coolly? Did he, after all, know? How long had he been in the room? Yet even at the moment when they heard the door, their attitudes … Horrocks glanced at the profile of the woman, shadowy pallid in the half-light. Then he glanced at Raut, and seemed to recover himself suddenly. “Of course,” he said, “I promised to show you the works under their proper dramatic conditions. It’s odd how I could have forgotten.”

“If I am troubling you —” began Raut.

Horrocks started again. A new light had suddenly come into the sultry gloom of his eyes. “Not in the least.” he said.

“Have you been telling Mr. Raut of all these contrasts of flame and shadow you think so splendid?” said the woman, turning now to her husband for the first time, her confidence creeping back again, her voice just one half-note too high —“that dreadful theory of yours that machinery is beautiful, and everything else in the world ugly. I thought he would not spare you, Mr. Raut. It’s his great theory, his one discovery in art.”

“I am slow to make discoveries,” said Horrocks grimly, damping her suddenly. “But what I discover … ” He stopped.

“Well?” she said.

“Nothing;” and suddenly he rose to his feet.

“I promised to show you the works,” he said to Raut, and put his big, clumsy hand on his friend’s shoulder. “And you are ready to go?”

“Quite,” said Raut, and stood up also.

There was another pause. Each of them peered through the indistinctness of the dusk at the other two.

Horrocks’ hand still rested on Raut’s shoulder. Raut half fancied still that the incident was trivial after all. But Mrs. Horrocks knew her husband better, knew that grim quiet in his voice, and the confusion in her mind took a vague shape of physical evil. “Very well,” said Horrocks, and, dropping his hand, turned towards the door.

“My hat?” Raut looked round in the half-light.

“That’s my work-basket,” said Mrs. Horrocks with a gust of hysterical laughter. Their hands came together on the back of the chair. “Here it is!” he said. She had an impulse to warn him in an undertone, but she could not frame a word. “Don’t go!” and “Beware of him!” struggled in her mind, and the swift moment passed.

“Got it?” said Horrocks, standing with the door half open.

Raut stepped towards him. “Better say goodbye to Mrs. Horrocks,” said the ironmaster, even more grimly quiet in his tone than before.

Raut started and turned. “Good-evening, Mrs. Horrocks,” he said, and their hands touched.

Horrocks held the door open with a ceremonial politeness unusual in him towards men. Raut went out, and then, after a wordless look at her, her husband followed. She stood motionless while Raut’s light footfall and her husband’s heavy tread, like bass and treble, passed down the passage together. The front door slammed heavily. She went to the window, moving slowly, and stood watching, leaning forward. The two men appeared for a moment at the gateway in the road, passed under the street lamp, and were hidden by the black masses of the shrubbery. The lamplight fell for a moment on their faces, showing only unmeaning pale patches, telling nothing of what she still feared, and doubted, and craved vainly to know. Then she sank down into a crouching attitude in the big arm-chair, her eyes-wide open and staring out at the red lights from the furnaces that flickered in the sky. An hour after she was still there, her attitude scarcely changed.

The oppressive stillness of the evening weighed heavily upon Raut. They went side by side down the road in silence, and in silence turned into the cinder-made byway that presently opened out the prospect of the valley.

A blue haze, half dust, half mist, touched the long valley with mystery. Beyond were Hanley and Etruria, grey and dark masses, outlined thinly by the rare golden dots of the street lamps, and here and there a gas-lit window, or the yellow glare of some late-working factory or crowded public-house. Out of the masses, clear and slender against the evening sky, rose a multitude of tall chimneys, many of them reeking, a few smokeless during a season of “play.” Here and there a pallid patch and ghostly stunted beehive shapes showed the position of a pot-bank or a wheel, black and sharp against the hot lower sky, marked some colliery where they raise the iridescent coal of the place. Nearer at hand was the broad stretch of railway, and half-invisible trains shunted — a steady puffing and rumbling, with every run a ringing concussion and a rhymthic series of impacts, and a passage of intermittent puffs of white steam across the further view. And to the left, between the railway and the dark mass of the low hill beyond, dominating the whole view, colossal, inky-black, and crowned with smoke and fitful flames, stood the great cylinders of the Jeddah Company Blast Furnaces, the central edifices of the big ironworks of which Horrocks was the manager. They stood heavy and threatening, full of an incessant turmoil of flames and seething molten iron, and about the feet of them rattled the rolling-mills, and the steam-hammer beat heavily and splashed the white iron sparks hither and thither. Even as they looked, a truckful of fuel was shot into one of the giants, and the red flames gleamed out, and a confusion of smoke and black dust came boiling upwards towards the sky.

“Certainly you get some colour with your furnaces,” said Raut, breaking a silence that had become apprehensive.

Horrocks grunted. He stood with his hands in his pockets, frowning down at the dim steaming railway and the busy ironworks beyond, frowning as if he were thinking out some knotty problem.

Raut glanced at him and away again. “At present your moonlight effect is hardly ripe,” he continued, looking upward; “the moon is still smothered by the vestiges of daylight.”

Horrocks stared at him with the expression of a man who has suddenly awakened. “Vestiges of daylight? … Of course, of course.” He too looked up at the moon, pale still in the midsummer sky. “Come along,” he said suddenly, and gripping Raut’s arm in his hand, made a move towards the path that dropped from them to the railway.

Raut hung back. Their eyes met and saw a thousand things in a moment that their lips came near to say. Horrocks’s hand tightened and then relaxed. He let go, and before Raut was aware of it, they were arm in arm, and walking, one unwillingly enough, down the path.

“You see the fine effect of the railway signals towards Burslem,” said Horrocks, suddenly breaking into loquacity, striding fast and tightening the grip of his elbow the while —“little green lights and red and white lights, all against the haze. You have an eye for effect, Raut. It’s fine. And look at those furnaces of mine, how they rise upon us as we come down the hill. That to the right is my pet — seventy feet of him. I packed him myself, and he’s boiled away cheerfully with iron in his guts for five long years. I’ve a particular fancy for him. That line of red there — a lovely bit of warm orange you’d call it, Raut — that’s the puddlers’ furnaces, and there, in the hot light, three black figures — did you see the white splash of the steam-hammer then?— that’s the rolling mills. Come along! Clang, clatter, how it goes rattling across the floor! Sheet tin, Raut,— amazing stuff. Glass mirrors are not in it when that stuff comes from the mill. And, squelch! there goes the hammer again. Come along!”

He had to stop talking to catch at his breath. His arm twisted into Raut’s with benumbing tightness. He had come striding down the black path towards the railway as though he was possessed. Raut had not spoken a word, had simply hung back against Horrocks’s pull with all his strength.

“I say,” he said now, laughing nervously, but with an undertone of snarl in his voice, “why on earth are you nipping my arm off, Horrocks, and dragging me along like this?”

At length Horrocks released him. His manner changed again. “Nipping your arm off?” he said. “Sorry. But it’s you taught me the trick of walking in that friendly way.”

“You haven’t learnt the refinements of it yet then,” said Raut, laughing artificially again. “By Jove! I’m black and blue.” Horrocks offered no apology. They stood now near the bottom of the hill, close to the fence that bordered the railway. The ironworks had grown larger and spread out with their approach. They looked up to the blast furnaces now instead of down; the further view of Etruria and Hanley had dropped out of sight with their descent. Before them, by the stile, rose a notice-board, bearing, still dimly visible, the words, “BEWARE OF THE TRAINS,” half hidden by splashes of coaly mud.

“Fine effects,” said Horrocks, waving his arm. “Here comes a train. The puffs of smoke, the orange glare, the round eye of light in front of it, the melodious rattle. Fine effects! But these furnaces of mine used to be finer, before we shoved cones in their throats, and saved the gas.”

“How?” said Raut. “Cones?”

“Cones, my man, cones. I’ll show you one nearer. The flames used to flare out of the open throats, great — what is it?— pillars of cloud by day, red and black smoke, and pillars of fire by night. Now we run it off — in pipes, and burn it to heat the blast, and the top is shut by a cone. You’ll be interested in that cone.”

“But every now and then,” said Raut, “you get a burst of fire and smoke up there.”

“The cone’s not fixed, it’s hung by a chain from a lever, and balanced by an equipoise. You shall see it nearer. Else, of course, there’d be no way of getting fuel into the thing. Every now and then the cone dips, and out comes the flare.”

“I see,” said Raut. He looked over his shoulder. “The moon gets brighter,” he said.

“Come along,” said Horrocks abruptly, gripping his shoulder again, and moving him suddenly towards the railway crossing. And then came one of those swift incidents, vivid, but so rapid that they leave one doubtful and reeling. Half-way across, Horrocks’s hand suddenly clenched upon him like a vice, and swung him backward and through a half-turn, so that he looked up the line. And there a chain of lamp-lit carriage windows telescoped swiftly as it came towards them, and the red and yellow lights of an engine grew larger and larger, rushing down upon them. As he grasped what this meant, he turned his face to Horrocks, and pushed with all his strength against the arm that held him back between the rails. The struggle did not last a moment. Just as certain as it was that Horrocks held him there, so certain was it that he had been violently lugged out of danger.

“Out of the way,” said Horrocks with a gasp, as the train came rattling by, and they stood panting by the gate into the ironworks.

“I did not see it coming,” said Raut, still, even in spite of his own apprehensions, trying to keep up an appearance of ordinary intercourse.

Horrocks answered with a grunt. “The cone,” he said, and then, as one who recovers himself, “I thought you did not hear.”

“I didn’t,” said Raut.

“I wouldn’t have had you run over then for the world,” said Horrocks.

“For a moment I lost my nerve,” said Raut.

Horrocks stood for half a minute, then turned abruptly towards the ironworks again. “See how fine these great mounds of mine, these clinker-heaps, look in the night! That truck yonder, up above there! Up it goes, and out-tilts the slag. See the palpitating red stuff go sliding down the slope. As we get nearer, the heap rises up and cuts the blast furnaces. See the quiver up above the big one. Not that way! This way, between the heaps. That goes to the puddling furnaces, but I want to show you the canal first.” He came and took Raut by the elbow, and so they went along side by side. Raut answered Horrocks vaguely. What, he asked himself, had really happened on the line? Was he deluding himself with his own fancies, or had Horrocks actually held him back in the way of the train? Had he just been within an ace of being murdered?

Suppose this slouching, scowling monster did know anything? For a minute or two then Raut was really afraid for his life, but the mood passed as he reasoned with himself. After all, Horrocks might have heard nothing. At any rate, he had pulled him out of the way in time. His odd manner might be due to the mere vague jealousy he had shown once before. He was talking now of the ash-heaps and the canal. “Eigh?” said Horrocks.

“What?” said Raut. “Rather! The haze in the moonlight. Fine!”

“Our canal,” said Horrocks, stopping suddenly. “Our canal by moonlight and firelight is immense. You’ve never seen it? Fancy that! You’ve spent too many of your evenings philandering up in Newcastle there. I tell you, for real florid quality —— But you shall see. Boiling water … ”

As they came out of the labyrinth of clinker-heaps and mounds of coal and ore, the noises of the rolling-mill sprang upon them suddenly, loud, near, and distinct. Three shadowy workmen went by and touched their caps to Horrocks. Their faces were vague in the darkness. Raut felt a futile impulse to address them, and before he could frame his words they passed into the shadows. Horrocks pointed to the canal close before them now: a weird-looking place it seemed, in the blood-red reflections of the furnaces. The hot water that cooled the tuyères came into it, some fifty yards up — a tumultuous, almost boiling affluent, and the steam rose up from the water in silent white wisps and streaks, wrapping damply about them, an incessant succession of ghosts coming up from the black and red eddies, a white uprising that made the head swim. The shining black tower of the larger blast-furnace rose overhead out of the mist, and its tumultuous riot filled their ears. Raut kept away from the edge of the water, and watched Horrocks.

“Here it is red,” said Horrocks, “blood-red vapour as red and hot as sin; but yonder there, where the moonlight falls on it, and it drives across the clinker-heaps, it is as white as death.”

Raut turned his head for a moment, and then came back hastily to his watch on Horrocks. “Come along to the rolling-mills,” said Horrocks. The threatening hold was not so evident that time, and Raut felt a little reassured. But all the same, what on earth did Horrocks mean about “white as death” and “red as sin”? Coincidence, perhaps?

They went and stood behind the puddlers for a little while, and then through the rolling-mills, where amidst an incessant din the deliberate steam-hammer beat the juice out of the succulent iron, and black, half-naked Titans rushed the plastic bars, like hot sealing-wax, between the wheels, “Come on,” said Horrocks in Raut’s ear; and they went and peeped through the little glass hole behind the tuyères, and saw the tumbled fire writhing in the pit of the blast-furnace. It left one eye blinded for a while. Then, with green and blue patches dancing across the dark, they went to the lift by which the trucks of ore and fuel and lime were raised to the top of the big cylinder.

And out upon the narrow rail that overhung the furnace Raut’s doubts came upon him again. Was it wise to be here? If Horrocks did know — everything! Do what he would, he could not resist a violent trembling. Right under foot was a sheer depth of seventy feet. It was a dangerous place. They pushed by a truck of fuel to get to the railing that crowned the thing. The reek of the furnace, a sulphurous vapour streaked with pungent bitterness, seemed to make the distant hillside of Hanley quiver. The moon was riding out now from among a drift of clouds, half-way up the sky above the undulating wooded outlines of Newcastle. The steaming canal ran away from below them under an indistinct bridge, and vanished into the dim haze of the flat fields towards Burslem.

“That’s the cone I’ve been telling you of,” shouted Horrocks; “and, below that, sixty feet of fire and molten metal, with the air of the blast frothing through it like gas in soda-water.”

Raut gripped the hand-rail tightly, and stared down at the cone. The heat was intense. The boiling of the iron and the tumult of the blast made a thunderous accompaniment to Horrocks’s voice. But the thing had to be gone through now. Perhaps, after all …

“In the middle,” bawled Horrocks, “temperature near a thousand degrees. If you were dropped into it … flash into flame like a pinch of gunpowder in a candle. Put your hand out and feel the heat of his breath. Why, even up here I’ve seen the rain-water boiling off the trucks. And that cone there. It’s a damned sight too hot for roasting cakes. The top side of it’s three hundred degrees.”

“Three hundred degrees!” said Raut.

“Three hundred centigrade, mind!” said Horrocks. “It will boil the blood out of you in no time.”

“Eigh?” said Raut, and turned.

“Boil the blood out of you in … No, you don’t!”

“Let me go!” screamed Raut. “Let go my arm!”

With one hand he clutched at the hand-rail, then with both. For a moment the two men stood swaying. Then suddenly, with a violent jerk, Horrocks had twisted him from his hold. He clutched at Horrocks and missed, his foot went back into empty air; in mid-air he twisted himself, and then cheek and shoulder and knee struck the hot cone together.

He clutched the chain by which the cone hung, and the thing sank an infinitesimal amount as he struck it. A circle of glowing red appeared about him, and a tongue of flame, released from the chaos within, flickered up towards him. An intense pain assailed him at the knees, and he could smell the singeing of his hands. He raised himself to his feet, and tried to climb up the chain, and then something struck his head. Black and shining with the moonlight, the throat of the furnace rose about him.

Horrocks, he saw, stood above him by one of the trucks of fuel on the rail. The gesticulating figure was bright and white in the moonlight, and shouting, “Fizzle, you fool! Fizzle, you hunter of women! You hot-blooded hound! Boil! boil! boil!”

Suddenly he caught up a handful of coal out of the truck, and flung it deliberately, lump after lump, at Raut.

“Horrocks!” cried Raut. “Horrocks!”

He clung, crying, to the chain, pulling himself up from the burning of the cone. Each missile Horrocks flung hit him. His clothes charred and glowed, and as he struggled the cone dropped, and a rush of hot, suffocating gas whooped out and burned round him in a swift breath of flame.

His human likeness departed from him. When the momentary red had passed, Horrocks saw a charred, blackened figure, its head streaked with blood, still clutching and fumbling with the chain, and writhing in agony — a cindery animal, an inhuman, monstrous creature that began a sobbing, intermittent shriek.

Abruptly at the sight the ironmaster’s anger passed. A deadly sickness came upon him. The heavy odour of burning flesh came drifting up to his nostrils. His sanity returned to him.

“God have mercy upon me!” he cried. “O God! what have I done?”

He knew the thing below him, save that it still moved and felt, was already a dead man — that the blood of the poor wretch must be boiling in his veins. An intense realisation of that agony came to his mind, and overcame every other feeling. For a moment he stood irresolute, and then, turning to the truck, he hastily tilted its contents upon the struggling thing that had once been a man. The mass fell with a thud, and went radiating over the cone. With the thud the shriek ended, and a boiling confusion of smoke, dust, and flame came rushing up towards him. As it passed, he saw the cone clear again.

Then he staggered back, and stood trembling, clinging to the rail with both hands. His lips moved, but no words came to them.

Down below was the sound of voices and running steps. The clangour of rolling in the shed ceased abruptly.
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“This again,” said the Bacteriologist, slipping a glass slide under the microscope, “is well,— a preparation of the Bacillus of cholera — the cholera germ.”

The pale-faced man peered down the microscope. He was evidently not accustomed to that kind of thing, and held a limp white hand over his disengaged eye. “I see very little,” he said.

“Touch this screw,” said the Bacteriologist; “perhaps the microscope is out of focus for you. Eyes vary so much. Just the fraction of a turn this way or that.”

“Ah! now I see,” said the visitor. “Not so very much to see after all. Little streaks and shreds of pink. And yet those little particles, those mere atomies, might multiply and devastate a city! Wonderful!”

He stood up, and releasing the glass slip from the microscope, held it in his hand towards the window. “Scarcely visible,” he said, scrutinising the preparation. He hesitated. “Are these — alive? Are they dangerous now?”

“Those have been stained and killed,” said the Bacteriologist. “I wish, for my own part, we could kill and stain every one of them in the universe.”

“I suppose,” the pale man said, with a slight smile, ‘that you scarcely care to have such things about you in the living — in the active state?”

“On the contrary, we are obliged to,” said the Bacteriologist. “Here, for instance —” He walked across the room and took up one of several sealed tubes. “Here is the living thing. This is a cultivation of the actual living disease bacteria.” He hesitated. “Bottled cholera, so to speak.”

A slight gleam of satisfaction appeared momentarily in the face of the pale man. “It’s a deadly thing to have in your possession,” he said, devouring the little tube with his eyes. The Bacteriologist watched the morbid pleasure in his visitor’s expression. This man, who had visited him that afternoon with a note of introduction from an old friend, interested him from the very contrast of their dispositions. The lank black hair and deep grey eyes, the haggard expression and nervous manner, the fitful yet keen interest of his visitor were a novel change from the phlegmatic deliberations of the ordinary scientific worker with whom the Bacteriologist chiefly associated. It was perhaps natural, with a hearer evidently so impressionable to the lethal nature of; his topic, to take the most effective aspect of the matter.

He held the tube in his hand thoughtfully. “Yes, here is the pestilence imprisoned. Only break such a little tube as this into a supply of drinking-water, say to these minute particles of life that one must needs stain and examine with the highest powers of the microscope even to see, and that one can neither smell nor taste — say to them, ‘Go forth, increase and multiply, and replenish the cisterns,’ and death — mysterious, untraceable death, death swift and terrible, death full of pain and indignity — would be released upon this city, and go hither and thither seeking his victims. Here he would take the husband from the wife, here the child from its mother, here the statesman from his duty, and here the toiler from his trouble. He would follow the water-mains, creeping along streets, picking out and punishing a house here and a house there where they did not boil their drinking-water, creeping into the wells of the mineral water makers, getting washed into salad, and lying dormant in ices. He would wait ready to be drunk in the horse-troughs, and by unwary children in the public fountains. He would soak into the soil, to reappear in springs and wells at a thousand unexpected places. Once start him at the water supply, and before we could ring him in, and catch him again, he would have decimated the metropolis.”

He stopped abruptly. He had been told rhetoric was his weakness.

“But he is quite safe here, you know — quite safe.”

The pale-faced man nodded. His eyes shone. He cleared his throat. “These Anarchist — rascals,” said he, “are fools, blind fools — to use bombs when this kind of thing is attainable. I think ——”

A gentle rap, a mere light touch of the finger-nails, was heard at the door. The Bacteriologist opened if. “Just a minute, dear,” whispered his wife.

When he re-entered the laboratory his visitor was looking at his watch. “I had no idea I had wasted an hour of your time,” he said. “Twelve minutes to four. I ought to have left here by half-past three. But your things were really too interesting. No, positively I cannot stop a moment longer. I have an engagement at four.”

He passed out of the room reiterating his thanks, and the Bacteriologist accompanied him to the door, and then returned thoughtfully along the passage to his laboratory. He was musing on the ethnology of his visitor. Certainly the man was not a Teutonic type nor a common Latin one. “A morbid product, anyhow, I am afraid,” said the Bacteriologist to himself. “How he gloated over those cultivations of disease germs!” A disturbing thought struck him. He turned to the bench by the vapour bath, and then very quickly to his writing-table. Then he felt hastily in his pockets and then rushed to the door. “I may have put it down on the hall table,” he said.

“Minnie!” he shouted hoarsely in the hall.

“Yes, dear,” came a remote voice.

“Had I anything in my hand when I spoke to you, dear, just now?”

Pause.

“Nothing, dear, because I remember ——”

“Blue ruin!” cried the Bacteriologist, and incontinently ran to the front door and down the steps of his house to the street.

Minnie, hearing the door slam violently, ran in alarm to the window. Down the street a slender man was getting into a cab. The Bacteriologist, hatless, and in his carpet slippers, was running and gesticulating wildly towards this group. One slipper came off, but he did not wait for it. “He has gone mad!” said Minnie; “it’s that horrid science of his”; and, opening the window, would have called after him. The slender man, suddenly glancing round, seemed struck with the same idea of mental disorder. He pointed hastily to the Bacteriologist, said something to the cabman, the apron of the cab slammed, the whip swished, the horse’s feet clattered, and in a moment cab and Bacteriologist hotly in pursuit, had receded up the vista of the roadway and disappeared round the corner.

Minnie remained straining out of the window for a minute. Then she drew her head back into the room again. She was dumbfounded. “Of course he is eccentric,” she meditated. “But running about London — in the height of the season, too — in his socks!” A happy thought struck her. She hastily put her bonnet on, seized his shoes, went into the hall, took down his hat and light overcoat from the pegs, emerged upon the doorstep, and hailed a cab that opportunely crawled by. “Drive me up the road and round Havelock Crescent, and see if we can find a gentleman running about in a velveteen coat and no hat.”

“Velveteen coat, ma’am, and no ‘at. Very good, ma’am.” And the cabman whipped up at once in the most matter-of-fact way, as if he drove to this address every day in his life.

Some few minutes later the little group of cabmen and loafers that collects round the cabman’s shelter at Haverstock Hill were startled by the passing of a cab with a ginger-coloured screw of a horse, driven furiously.

They were silent as it went by, and then as it receded —“That’s ‘Arry ‘Icks. Wot’s he got?” said the stout gentleman known as Old Tootles.

“He’s a-using his whip, he is, to rights,” said the ostler boy.

“Hullo!” said poor old Tommy Byles; “here’s another bloomin’ loonatic. Blowed if there ain’t.”

“It’s old George,” said Old Tootles, “and he’s drivin’ a loonatic, as you say. Ain’t he a-clawin’ out of the keb? Wonder if he’s after ‘Arry ‘Icks?”

The group round the cabman’s shelter became animated. Chorus: “Go it, George!” “It’s a race.” “You’ll ketch ’em!” “Whip up!”

“She’s a goer, she is!” said the ostler boy.

“Strike me giddy!” cried Old Tootles. “Here! I’m a-goin’ to begin in a minute. Here’s another comin’. If all the cabs in Hampstead ain’t gone mad this morning!”

“It’s a fieldmale this time,” said the ostler boy.

“She’s a-followin’ him,” said Old Tootles. “Usually the other way about.”

“What’s she got in her ‘and?”

“Looks like a ‘igh ‘at.”

“What a bloomin’ lark it is! Three to one on old George,” said the ostler boy. “Nexst!”

Minnie went by in a perfect roar of applause. She did not like it, but she felt that she was doing her duty, and whirled on down Haverstock Hill and Camden Town High Street with her eyes ever intent on the animated back view of old George, who was driving her vagrant husband so incomprehensibly away from her.

The man in the foremost cab sat crouched in the corner, his arms tightly folded, and the little tube that contained such vast possibilities of destruction gripped in his hand. His mood was a singular mixture of fear and exultation. Chiefly he was afraid of being caught before he could accomplish his purpose, but behind this was a vaguer but larger fear of the awfulness of his crime. But his exultation far exceeded his fear. No Anarchist before him had ever approached this conception of his. Ravachol, Vaillant, all those distinguished persons whose fame he had envied dwindled into insignificance beside him. He had only to make sure of the water supply, and break the little tube into a reservoir. How brilliantly he had planned it, forged the letter of introduction and got into the laboratory, and how brilliantly he had seized his opportunity! The world should hear of him at last. All those people who had sneered at him, neglected him, preferred other people to him, found his company undesirable, should consider him at last. Death, death, death! They had always treated him as a man of no importance. All the world had been in a conspiracy to keep him under. He would teach them yet what it is to isolate a man. What was this familiar street? Great Saint Andrew’s Street, of course! How fared the chase? He craned out of the cab. The Bacteriologist was scarcely fifty yards behind. That was bad. He would be caught and stopped yet. He felt in his pocket for money, and found half a sovereign. This he thrust up through the trap in the top of the cab into the man’s face. “More,” he shouted, “if only we get away.”

The money was snatched out of his hand. “Right you are,” said the cabman, and the trap slammed, and the lash lay along the glistening side of the horse. The cab swayed, and the Anarchist, half-standing under the trap, put the hand containing the little glass tube upon the apron to preserve his balance. He felt the brittle thing crack, and the broken half of it rang upon the floor of the cab. He fell back into the seat with a curse, and stared dismally at the two or three drops of moisture on the apron.

He shuddered.

“Well, I suppose I shall be the first. Phew! Anyhow, I shall be a Martyr. That’s something. But it is a filthy death, nevertheless. I wonder if it hurts as much as they say.”

Presently a thought occurred to him — he groped between his feet. A little drop was still in the broken end of the tube, and he drank that to make sure. It was better to make sure. At any rate, he would not fail.

Then it dawned upon him that there was no further need to escape the Bacteriologist. In Wellington Street he told the cabman to stop, and got out. He slipped on the step, and his head felt queer. It was rapid stuff, this cholera poison. He waved his cabman out of existence, so to speak, and stood on the pavement with his arms folded upon his breast awaiting the arrival of the Bacteriologist. There was something tragic in his pose. The sense of imminent death gave him a certain dignity. He greeted his pursuer with a defiant laugh.

“Vive l’Anarchie! You are too late, my friend, I have drunk it. The cholera is abroad!”

The Bacteriologist from his cab beamed curiously at him through his spectacles. “You have drunk it! An Anarchist! I see now.” He was about to say something more, and then checked himself. A smile hung in the corner of his mouth. He opened the apron of his cab as if to descend, at which the Anarchist waved him a dramatic farewell and strode off towards Waterloo Bridge, carefully jostling his infected body against as many people as possible. The Bacteriologist was so preoccupied with the vision of him that he scarcely manifested the slightest surprise at the appearance of Minnie upon the pavement with his hat and shoes and overcoat. “Very good of you to bring my things,” he said, and remained lost in contemplation of the receding figure of the Anarchist.

“You had better get in,” he said, still staring. Minnie felt absolutely convinced now that he was mad, and directed the cabman home on her own responsibility. “Put on my shoes? Certainly, dear,” said he, as the cab began to turn, and hid the strutting black figure, now small in the distance, from his eyes. Then suddenly something grotesque struck him, and he laughed. Then he remarked, “It is really very serious, though.

“You see, that man came to my house to see me, and he is an Anarchist. No — don’t faint, or I cannot possibly tell you the rest. And I wanted to astonish him, not knowing he was an Anarchist, and took up a cultivation of that new species of Bacterium I was telling you of that infest, and I think cause, the blue patches upon various monkeys; and, like a fool, I said it was Asiatic cholera. And he ran away with it to poison the water of London, and he certainly might have made things look blue for this civilised city. And now he has swallowed it. Of course, I cannot say what will happen, but you know it turned that kitten blue, and the three puppies — in patches, and the sparrow — bright blue. But the bother is, I shall have all the trouble and expense of preparing some more.

“Put on my coat on this hot day! Why? Because we might meet Mrs. Jabber. My dear, Mrs. Jabber is not a draught. But why should I wear a coat on a hot day because of Mrs.———. Oh! very well.”
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