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“No one would have believed in the last years of the nineteenth century that this world was being watched keenly and closely by intelligences greater than man’s and yet as mortal as his own . . . 





. . . Yet across the gulf of space, minds that are to our minds as ours are to those of the beasts that perish, intellects vast and cool and unsympathetic, regarded this earth with envious eyes, and slowly and surely drew their plans against us.”







— An Introduction—











January 1, 1901




We at Wickwire and Pendergast prefer to let our authors and their works speak for themselves. We have never felt the need to intercede on behalf of such popular titles as “Practical Sanitary and Economic Cooking Adapted to Persons of Moderate and Small Means” by Claudine Marie Sperling, or “What Mrs. Henrietta Small Knows About Old Southern Cooking” by Mrs. Henrietta Small.

However, we would be less than honest with you and with ourselves if we failed to acknowledge that the particular work you now hold is unique in many respects and therefore might require a moment of preparation on the part of the reader.

Said reader does not need me to remind him that none of us faces the dawn of the new century with anything like the assumed confidence we held only a few short years ago. We assumed so much about the future, particularly that there was going to be one. With logic that now seems childish in the extreme we thought the future was in some way guaranteed. That it required no conscious thought or consideration on our part. The future would simply be there, waiting for us, appearing, solid and steady, as if by magic, just ahead of each step we took. A path waiting for our footfall. So we went through life, without ever looking down.

Times have changed.

What follows is the entirety of the manuscript Mr. J. Dougherty presented at our offices last summer. It includes the complete narrative as it was revealed to him along with a brief Afterword speaking to how this unprecedented document came to his hands.

That Mr. Dougherty should arrive at the doorstep of Wickwire and Pendergast with this work is an indication of the reversals and vicissitudes he has encountered along the way to its publication.

We are a small publishing house with a rather narrow purview. Up until now. Our most successful offerings to date have been cookery books. Most notably “The New Hampshire Housewife’s Kitchen Compendium” by Mrs. Lavinia Godwin and “The Contemporary Hostess Prepares” by sisters Estelle and Regina Constable. Both of which you will find for sale at your local book merchant.

We are proud of what we do and the readers we serve, and feel no need to apologize for being a modest business with modest ambitions. We accept the fact that authors seeking a brighter spotlight and more aggressive sales will turn toward larger publishers. But in most cases the books of these writers tend to be the sort we would not be interested in reading, let alone publishing.

We have long accepted the fact that Wickwire and Pendergast is not the first port of call for the author seeking literary fame and fortune. Ours was clearly not the first door upon which Mr. Dougherty knocked when seeking a home for his book. To his credit, he made no secret of the fact that his work had been rejected promptly and with ill concealed contempt throughout not only Manhattan, but in Boston and Philadelphia as well.

He knew our catalog and recognized that what he was bringing to us was not typical of the works we usually present to the public. Not that his book was like anything anyone has ever encountered before.

Certainly there has been no shortage of books about the nightmare that so recently shrouded our world. Personal memoirs, military histories, scientific and political analysis, and certain questionable religious tracts make up the bulk of the titles. But there has been nothing, absolutely nothing like the bound pages Mr. Dougherty brought to us. No one had dared speak . . . or pretended to speak . . . for the demons who descended on this innocent planet without warning or mercy.

Clearly and on every level, publishing “The First Cylinder” would be a tremendous departure for us, a house known for “One Hundred Recipes for Pastry, Cakes, and Sweetmeats” by Dulcimer Thornhill, “Classic American Dainties and How to Prepare Them” by Portia Bigelow, and “Plain and Rich Cooking for New Brides” by Pamela Shoote Kernel. All of which, I feel obliged to mention, are available along with a host of other useful volumes from our imprint at your local book merchant or by prepaid mail order from our offices in Manhattan.

Complicating the decision even more was Mr. Dougherty’s description of how the narrative came into his possession, details of which I will leave to his Afterword.

We are taking a risk by publishing this book, and the taking of risks is something this firm has assiduously avoided for the past seventy-one years. But to turn away from this challenge at this moment is something we have chosen not to do. 

We are not where we were a short time ago. We are not who we were back then. We must acknowledge this or face extinction.

A final entreaty: the unusual turns of language, the foreign nature of the conversations reported here may challenge some readers. I urge you to give the chronicle a chance, to permit the unorthodox manner in which these strange creatures spoke, the thoughts they express, the life they describe, to find purchase in your mind and heart. I believe, for good or ill, you may find little separating us from those who would destroy us.




Mr. Remington K. Wickwire

Wickwire and Pendergast Publishers Ltd.

384 1/2 Lafayette Street

New York City, New York







For a printed copy of our entire catalog and a generous introductory offer, you are invited to send a self-addressed, stamped envelope to our offices. Attention: Miss Dinsmore.
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I thought it hadn’t worked. I thought we were still in the launching tube. Launching Tube. Right. It was a cannon. But cannon didn’t sound right to Leadership. It carried the unfortunate connotation that we were being stuffed into a hole in the ground that was, more or less, pointed at the Earth. So they said the shafts punched into the plateau must be referred to as “Launching Tubes.” 

In any case, I thought we were still in the cannon, the launching tube. Still in the ground and they’d have to pull us out. I was asleep then I was awake and I thought it hadn’t worked because it felt the same as when we were in the tube in the ground on the plateau. 

All you could hear before the launch was the mewing of the cardos down in the larder and sometimes a loud clang when the cylinder hit the side of the launching tube as they lowered us in. We were each in our cells and we were sleepy from what they made us take to relax us before the concussion. I must have fallen asleep from what they gave us. I didn’t remember hearing the cannon fire. Excuse me, the launching tube ignite. I asked around later and nobody else remembered hearing the explosion. That’s why at first I thought it hadn’t worked and they’d have to call the whole invasion off and, honestly, that would have been all right with me. None of this was my idea. We were all conscripted. 




When I woke up I couldn’t hear the cardos anymore. Turned out most of them were dead from the launch. Crushed and no good to anyone. We saved what we could, but everybody knew it wouldn’t be enough to get us there. There was a buzzing in my head and that was the first time any of us knew Ddd was dead. Ddd was supposed to be in charge.

I heard some of the others saying, “Ddd is dead.” “What are we supposed to do?” 

Then someone told them to shut up. “We follow the plan. That’s what we do. It’s all automatic. At least till we get there. Then we’ll do what they showed us how to do. It doesn’t matter that Ddd is dead. We don’t have to think about that. We don’t have to think about anything. We were trained. All we have to do is do what we were trained to do and it will all work out. No thinking required.”

“But the cardos are dead. Most of them. What are we supposed to do for food?”

“Shut up. Stop thinking.”

So we all pretty much stopped thinking because, however you thought about it, it wasn’t good. We were barely getting started and already it was messed up.




Somebody who wasn’t Ddd told us to get out of the cells and drain what we could out of the dead cardos. I didn’t know who said that, but it was something to do so we did it.

We put the dead Martians in vacuum bags and ran the crushed cardos through the pulp extractor.

The somebody who wasn’t Ddd turned out to be Qqq and he took charge and we went along with it because at least there was someone in charge and it wasn’t one of us. Qqq told us what to do and we did it.

So we got what we could out of the dead cardos and put it in canisters. Qqq said we’d use what we got from the dead cardos first before we fed off the last couple that were still alive. But we all knew that wouldn’t be enough if it took as long to get there as they said it would.




We worked till we got tired then we crawled back into the cells. The cells are small and round and not very deep. You have to fold your tentacles and crawl in head first till you’re up against the back of the cell. Your body pretty much plugs up the entire cell so you’re stuck there, your eyes up against the metal. I did that for a couple of cycles, but that particular kind of close darkness was getting to me. So I started backing into my cell. That way I could see out to the central shaft of the cylinder. The lights were always on in the shaft, but I didn’t do much sleeping anyway. All you can do, squeezed in there like that, is try not to think. 

You try not to think, but that doesn’t work. Even if you don’t think about where you are, you know where you are: In a tube in a cylinder getting thrown toward another planet. You try to tell yourself you’re doing this for everyone back home so they’ll have a better place to live, so everybody can get off Mars before it’s too cold to do anything except curl up and die. But is this even going to work? Earth’s not Mars. And it took so long to build the first fleet of cylinders. How are they supposed to build enough for everybody?




You sleep, you don’t sleep. Sooner or later you feel the thrum of Qqq vibrating his tympano, letting you know it’s time to get back to work which is mostly going over the invasion plans again and again. You grab the edge of the cell with your tentacles and pull yourself out and do what Qqq tells you to do. Nobody talks about what happened to Ddd. All we know is that Qqq found him dead after the launch. 




Qqq found the spool with all the instructions so he knows as much as Ddd knew about the invasion; how we’re supposed to put together the equipment and what we’re supposed to do when we get there. Most of what we have is not in the best shape. Some of it’s pretty beat-up. 

I said this to Yyy and he asked me, “Why are you so negative about the invasion? You need to work on your enthusiasm. Enthusiasm makes the difference.”

“Enthusiasm makes the difference, my friends,” is what Qqq said when we were mopping up what was left of the dead cardos. Then he had it painted on the inside of the top of the cylinder, the part that’s going to unscrew when we get there.




ENTHUSIASM MAKES THE DIFFERENCE! 




That’s the official motto of the invasion,“ENTHUSIASM MAKES THE DIFFERENCE.” It’s printed everywhere. All over the training facilities, the barracks, all over the surface transportation pods, on the pathways, in the shops. Where there isn’t enough room to print the entire motto they print the acronym: EMTD. But nobody could figure out how to say it.

“If Qqq doesn’t think you’re enthusiastic enough, he could get the wrong idea about you,” Yyy said to me.

I told Yyy I wasn’t being negative I was only saying the stuff is old. Some of it isn’t even proper military gear. 

“That’s not a proper tank,” I said to Yyy when we were greasing the undercarriage of one of the tripods. “That’s one of the harvesters they use to melt the ice caps in the winter.”

“So?” Yyy said, then he dipped a couple of his tentacles in the lubricant and worked it into the joints where the upper sections screw in.

“So, I’m just saying, that’s all.”

“You better watch what you’re saying, Vvv, is all I’m saying.”

Somebody has to say something. Eventually. I mean, don’t they?




“Those canisters,” I said pointing at the rack of canisters some of the others were loading into a tripod hold. “You know what’s in them? Nothing but the black smoke they use to kill the cufor when they want to clear the land for something. What are we supposed to do with that?”

“If it kills cufor it’ll kill earthlings. You really need to work on your attitude, Vvv.”

“It’s hard to work on your attitude when you’re stuck in a cylinder that stinks of dead cardos.”

“What do you want Qqq to do? Unscrew the cylinder and shovel them out? Okay, it stinks, that’s nobody’s fault.”

“Maybe if they’d strapped the cardos down or gave them a drug or something before the cannon was fired . . . ”

“Launching tubes, Vvv. They’re called launching tubes. You better be careful about your attitude or they’ll start thinking you don’t care how the invasion goes.”

“Maybe I don’t.”

I was looking at the stack of canisters and the steam generators and when I turned back around Yyy was right in front of me and he hit me across the eyes with his dominant tentacle. That really hurts. You should never do that.

Then he grabbed my head between his tentacles and squeezed and I felt my head start to bulge at the top. Yyy pulled me close. I could see myself reflected in his eyes.

“You’re stupid, Vvv,” Yyy’s words hissed past his lips. “It’s bad enough you think the things you think, but the worst part is you saying them out loud. Nobody cares what you think, but they still might kill you for it. It’s not like you can quit and walk home from here, Vvv. We’re going to do this and we’re going to be heroes and they’ll name things after us. You’re going to be a hero. A stupid hero, but a hero. And heroes don’t ask questions.”




•




My whole head hurt from the way Yyy squeezed it. It hadn’t gone back to its proper shape by the time the next rest period came around and I had to squash myself to fit in my cell.




I don’t want to be here. I want to be home. I don’t want to invade anybody.

I want to be back in my skimmer on the Tirra Canal. 

I want to be with my friends.

I want to play the crystals with them and make up songs.




It’s not my fault Mars is dying. They should have done something about that a long time ago instead of expecting me to go off and invade places.

Old Zzz would sit in his swing across the path along the canal and complain about the noise we were making and how we were wasting our time, wasting our lives, and talk about how looking at us made him feel like a fool for conquering Venus. Did we think cardos sprout out of the ground? There wouldn’t be any cardos if his generation hadn’t fought the great wars. Old Zzz had no use for us. He cursed the day he and his brood ever pullulated such a thankless generation of buds.




As if any one of us ever asked to be budded.







•




“Tell me what it says there,” Qqq pointed the tip of his dominant tentacle to the inside of the cap at the front of the cylinder. He had another tentacle around my head. He used it to pat my tympano. I think he thought he was being friendly. It came off as condescending.

I said what was written inside the cap.

“Enthusiasm makes the difference.”

Yyy must have talked to Qqq about my lack of enthusiasm.

“Do you understand what that means?” Qqq asked me. He talked to me like I was a cercaria. It was insulting.

“It means things are different without enthusiasm.”

“More than that, Vvv. A thing undertaken without enthusiasm is destined to fail. Can you understand that?”

“Yeah. I understand that.” I didn’t like Qqq when he was another cephalopod like the rest of us, but now that Ddd was dead and he was in charge I could see where I might end up hating him.

“Do you know why I wrote this on the inside of the cap?” Qqq asked me. He was tracing the edge of my tympano. Tapping it to emphasize certain words. I didn’t want him touching my tympano.

“So we’d all see it. I guess.”

“If that were so, I could have written it anywhere in the cylinder. But I didn’t write it anywhere. I wrote it here, inside the cap. And I’ll tell you why. I want the Martian chosen to unscrew the cap, the first Martian to see the new planet, I want him to be looking at those words as the cap is unscrewed and the cylinder opens. I want those words to vibrate within him as he greets the world we will conquer. To be the first one out will be a great honor. History will begin with his action. For a time I thought I should be the first one out, as tribute to my dead friend Ddd. But I’ve changed my mind. The first Martian to touch the surface of Earth will be you, Vvv.”




I don’t need this.




“I’d just as soon not if it’s all the same to you.”

“It is not all the same to me, Vvv. Not at all the same, oh no. You lack enthusiasm, Vvv. And I don’t want a Martian who lacks enthusiasm behind me in the line. I can’t trust him, I can’t depend on him. So, for the sake of all the others, all the brave and selfless entities on this ship who deserve better than to have an unenthusiastic coward behind them, you must be the first one up and out.”

I think Qqq practiced this speech and was very happy with how he delivered it. I also wondered exactly what happened to Ddd while the rest of us were stuck, head first, in our cells.




•




Nobody was happy. We drained the last cardos and there was nothing left to eat. It became increasingly miserable in the cylinder. Work sleep work sleep work sleep and nobody was in a big hurry to crawl out of their cells when Qqq called us. Drifting along the central shaft, Qqq looked at me like it was all my fault, as if my lack of enthusiasm was spreading through the cylinder like a disease or something. I could tell from his expression how much he was waiting for us to get to Earth so he could shove me up the spout and off the cylinder.

Work rest work rest work rest work rest work rest.




I wondered if maybe we missed the Earth altogether. I wouldn’t have been surprised. Considering how this whole invasion was thrown together as quick as it was. Leadership said this is how we’re going to fix everything. We’re going to do like we did with Venus and everybody knows the stories of Venus. The glorious victory over Venus. Leadership said it was time the current generation got a taste of the greatness that was Mars back then. 

I thought for a while maybe they never even fired the other cannons when they saw us miss the Earth. No, they would have launched them anyway. Otherwise they’d have to say they’d made a mistake, they were wrong about something, and that wasn’t going to happen.

Things were working out for Leadership. A couple of Opps spoke up when the invasion was proposed, but Leadership took care of that. Took care of them. Called them cowards who didn’t have enough enthusiasm.




Enthusiasm Makes The Difference!




Some quick tribunals and suddenly the Opps got very quiet, and nobody had any problem with that. So Leadership went back to digging the holes for the launching tubes on the plateau. 




If we missed the Earth no one back home would ever know. Leadership would come up with something heroic to say and figure out a way to blame the Opps. There are always some Opposites around when you need them. Even if you have to create them yourself.

Whatever happens, they’ll tell everyone back home we died heroes. Dead heroes are the best kind. A dead hero is a very valuable commodity.




Rest work rest work rest work rest work.




•




I thought it was Qqq at first calling us out of the cells. But it wasn’t Qqq vibrating our heads. It was the whole cylinder, shaking like someone had hit it with a big hammer. And when I got over that I realized it wasn’t as cold as it had been up till then. It wasn’t cold at all. It was warm. That wasn’t a bad sensation. At least not at first.

“Martians, prepare!”

Now it was Qqq, floating up and down along the central shaft of the cylinder shouting at us, drumming on his tympano with his tentacles.

“Prepare for greatness!”

There really wasn’t anything we had to do to prepare for greatness except push back into our cells as far as we could. The landing was supposed to be automatic. They called it a landing, but what they described didn’t sound like a landing to me. It sounded more like falling until you hit something.

The warm feeling was getting more than warm. 

The cylinder was spinning, I know that much. And shaking. Things began to come loose and started banging and rattling around inside the cylinder. All the metal started glowing red and the walls of the cell were too hot to touch, but there was no way to avoid touching them.

So, this is greatness, I thought as I watched Rrr bounce around inside the cylinder. He’d been thrown out, or maybe he went crazy and crawled out of his cell, and now he was caroming all over the place. Hitting the sides of the cylinder, making a hissy sound with each hit and leaving little tendrils of smoke trailing after him as he angled off to hit someplace else.

“I don’t like this!” Rrr yelled after the first couple of bounces. Then he didn’t say anything. He kept bouncing and hissing and leaving strings of smoke to show where he’d been.

I closed my eyes. I couldn’t breathe. The air was as hot as the walls of the cell and it hurt when you took it inside. I thought about how much everything was hurting and I thought really hard and I sent my thoughts to Mars. I hoped at least my thoughts would get home.




It was red behind my eyelids and then the red closed down to one small red point. A red dot. The way Mars must look from space. And that was that.




•




The first thing was the stink. One of the waste containers must have ruptured. As bad as it smelled before, it smelled worse then. I thought, Is this what it smells like when you’re dead?

Next I realized we weren’t moving. After all that time and all that distance, for the first time in what felt like forever we were motionless. It made sense that death and the lack of motion would go together. Then there was the weight. Not like there was a weight on top of me, but that the heaviness was me. All my insides were pulled down and I felt my head spread over the inside of the cell like it was filled with heavy mud. I could barely lift it and even when I did lift it I couldn’t hold it up. I thought, If this is death, I hope it doesn’t last a long time.

And we were crooked, tilted. All that time with no up and no down and now the whole cylinder was tilted with the cap at the up end.




“Report!”




Terrific. I was dead, but Qqq was dead with me.




We weren’t dead. At least not all of us. So, I guess that made me lucky.

The lights came back on, but they didn’t come on all the way and flickered when they did, which would have given me a headache if I didn’t already have one from the heaviness. The dim light crawled around the cylinder as we worked to push ourselves out of our cells.

Poor Rrr was stuck to the wall. His face must have flattened against the bulkhead on his final bounce. He hung there, toward the cap end of the cylinder, his tentacles stretched out behind him. I was looking at him when there was this wet, stretchy sound and he slowly peeled away from the bulkhead, leaving his face behind, and tumbled down to the bottom of the cylinder.

Poor Rrr falling like that. Falling. Falling so fast. Gravity. There was gravity and lots of it. That’s why we all felt so fat. We were hungry but we felt fat.




“Report! Answer! Respond!”




There were four of us left. Me, Qqq, Yyy, and Ppp. The rest of them were dead. Four left out of thirteen. You could see how this was going to work out. Qqq and Yyy had bonded over my lack of enthusiasm. That left me and Ppp to watch out for each other and Ppp wasn’t even rated to run a tripod. Consider how stupid you’d have to be not to be able to get rated to run a tripod.

OEBPS/images/Screenshot2023-03-08at83433AM.png
BOOK ONE

THE COMING OF
THE MARTIANS





OEBPS/images/Screenshot2023-03-08at83122AM.png
THE FIRST CYLINDER

Being an Unique, Contemporaneous, and Previously
Unpublished Perspective on the
Events Described in
Mr. H. G. Wells’ 7he War of the Worlds
Presented Here in Unexpurgated Form for
the Enlightenment and Entertainment of the General Public

Scrupulously Translated From The Original Martian
BY

MR. JOSEPH DOUGHERTY





OEBPS/images/Screenshot2023-03-08at82957AM.png
THE
FIRST CYLINDER

A NOVEL
BY

JOSEPH DOUGHERTY






