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to want to read more.
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Groups work on presentation of different passages and the linking narration (written in the 
historic present) and only when all the parts are presented together does the class get the 
flavour of the whole.
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Thirty five million miles away the Martians were watching Earth. They were 
in trouble. Their planet was cooling down. There were too many of them. They 
were hungry. They needed to move nearer to the sun to survive.

Earth looked attractive. It was full of green vegetation and water. They had 
the technology to get there, and the means to destroy anything that opposed 
them. They loaded up six very big guns and shot six cylinders towards earth. 
Later the first cylinder landed on Horsell Common about 30 miles from  
London;. It dug a big pit and lay half buried. at the bottom.

PART ONE - THE CYLINDER OPENS - Narrator
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PART ONE: THE CYLINDER OPENS 

When I returned to the common the sun was setting. Scattered groups were 
hurrying from the direction of Woking, and one or two persons were returning. The 
crowd about the pit had increased, and stood out black against the lemon-
yellow of the sky - a couple of hundred people, perhaps. There were raised voices, 
and some sort of struggle appeared to be going on about the pit. Strange imagin-
ings passed through my mind. As I drew nearer I heard Stent’s voice:

‘Keep back! Keep back!’

A boy came running towards me.

‘It’s a-movin’,’ he said to me as he passed - ‘a-screwin’ and a-screwin’ out. I don’t 
like it. I’m a-goin’ ‘ome, I am.’

I went on to the crowd. There were really, I should think, two or three hundred 
people elbowing and jostling one another, the one or two ladies there being by no 
means the least active.

‘He’s fallen in the pit!’ cried someone.

‘Keep back!’ said several.

The crowd swayed a little, and I elbowed my way through. Everyone seemed greatly 
excited. I heard a peculiar humming sound from the pit.

‘I say!’ said Ogilvy; ‘help keep these idiots back. We don’t know what’s in the 
confounded thing, you know!’

I saw a young man, a shop assistant in Woking I believe he was, standing on the 
cylinder and trying to scramble out of the hole again. The crowd had pushed him in.
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The end of the cylinder was being screwed out from within. Nearly two feet of 
shining screw projected. Somebody blundered against me, and I narrowly missed 
being pitched on to the top of the screw. I turned, and as I did so the screw must 
have come out, for the lid of the cylinder fell upon the gravel with a ringing 
concussion. I stuck my elbow into the person behind me, and turned my head 
towards the Thing again. For a moment that circular cavity seemed perfectly 
black. I had the sunset in my eyes.

I think everyone expected to see a man emerge - possibly something a little unlike 
us terrestrial men, but in all essentials a man. I know I did. But, looking, I pres-
ently saw something stirring within the shadow: greyish billowy movements, one 
above another, and then two luminous discs - like eyes. Then something resembling 
a little grey snake, about the thickness of a walking-stick, coiled up out of the 
writhing middle, and wriggled in the air towards me - and then another.

A sudden chill came over me. There was a loud shriek from a woman behind. I half 
turned, keeping my eyes fixed upon the cylinder still, from which other tentacles 
were now projecting, and began pushing my way back from the edge of the pit. I 
saw astonishment giving place to horror on the faces of the people about me. I 
heard inarticulate exclamations on all sides. There was a general movement back-
wards. I saw the shopman struggling still on the edge of the pit. I found myself 
alone, and saw the people on the other side of the pit running off, Stent among 
them. I looked again at the cylinder, and ungovernable terror gripped me. I stood 
petrified and staring.

A big greyish rounded bulk,’ the size, perhaps, of a bear, was rising slowly and 
painfully out of the cylinder. As it bulged up and caught the light, it glistened like 
wet leather.

Two large dark-coloured eyes were regarding me steadfastly. The mass that 
framed them, the head of the thing, was rounded, and had, one might say, a face. 
There was a mouth under the eyes, the lipless brim of which quivered and panted, 
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and dropped saliva. The whole creature heaved and pulsated convulsively. A lank 
tentacular appendage gripped the edge of the cylinder, another swayed in the air.

Those who have never seen a living Martian can scarcely imagine the strange 
horror of its appearance. The peculiar V-shaped mouth with its pointed upper lip, 
the absence of brow ridges, the absence of a chin beneath the wedge-like lower 
lip, the incessant quivering of this mouth, the Gorgon’ groups of tentacles, the 
tumultuous breathing of the lungs in a strange atmosphere, the evident heaviness 
and painfulness of movement due to the greater gravitational energy of the earth 
- above all, the extraordinary intensity of the immense eyes - were at once vital, 
intense, inhuman, crippled and monstrous. There was something fungoid in the oily 
brown skin, something in the clumsy deliberation of the tedious movements 
unspeakably nasty. Even at this first encounter, this first glimpse, I was 
overcome with disgust and dread.

Suddenly the monster vanished. It had toppled over the brim of the cylinder and 
fallen into the pit, with a thud like the fall of a great mass of leather. I heard it 
give a peculiar thick cry, and forthwith another of these creatures appeared dark-
ly in the deep shadow of the aperture.

I turned and, running madly, made for the first group of trees, perhaps a hundred 
yards away; but I ran slantingly and stumbling, for I could not avert my face from 
these things.

There, among some young pine-trees and furze-bushes, I stopped, panting, and 
waited further developments. The common round the sand-pits was dotted with 
people, standing like myself in a half-fascinated terror, staring at these crea-
tures, or rather at the heaped gravel at the edge of the pit in which they lay. And 
then, with a renewed horror, I saw a round, black object bobbing up and down on 
the edge of the pit. It was the head of the shopman who had fallen in, but 
showing as a little black object against the hot western sky. Now he got his 
shoulder and knee up, and again he seemed to slip back until only his head was 
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visible. Suddenly he vanished, and I could have fancied a faint shriek had reached 
me. I had a momentary impulse to go back and help him that my fears overruled.

Everything was then quite invisible, hidden by the deep pit and the heap of sand 
that the fall of the cylinder had made. Anyone coming along the road from 
Chobham or Woking would have been amazed at the sight - a dwindling multitude 
of perhaps a hundred people or more standing in a great irregular circle, in 
ditches, behind bushes, behind gates and hedges,  saying little to one another and 
that in short, excited shouts, and staring, staring hard at a few heaps of sand. 
The barrow of ginger-beer stood, a queer derelict, black against the burning 
sky, and in the sand-pits was a row of deserted vehicles with their horses feeding 
out of nose-bags or pawing the ground.

PART ONE: THE CYLINDER OPENS  Page Four
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PART TWO - THE STORM - Narrator

After an hour or two just as it was getting dark, a group of people including the 
Chief Astronomer walk towards the pit carrying a white flag. Puffs of green 
smoke come out and then there is a humming noise. A shape comes out of the pit. 
It is a fierce heat ray. It sweeps around and everything instantly catches fire. In 
a second, everything and everybody the ray touches for miles around is
destroyed. I am lucky. I am behind the ray. I run home where everything seems 
normal. The Martians stay in their pit hammering and crashing. The army begins to 
arrive and approach the pit. I decide to hire a pony and drive my wife to 
Leatherhead and, I hope, safety. I then start to drive home, but there is a storm 
brewing. Lightning flashes, thunder crashes. My horse bolts and then I see coming 
towards me....
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And this Thing I saw! How can I describe it? A monstrous tripod, higher than 
many houses, striding over the young pinetrees, and smashing them aside in its 
career; a walking engine of glittering metal, striding now across the heather; ar-
ticulate ropes’ of steel dangling from it, and the clattering tumult of its passage 
mingling with the riot of the thunder. A flash, and it came out vividly, heeling over 
one way with two feet in the air, to vanish and reappear almost instantly as it 
seemed, with the next flash, a hundred yards nearer. Can you imagine a milking-
stool tilted and bowled violently along the ground? That was the impression those 
instant flashes gave. But instead of a milking-stool imagine it a great body of ma-
chinery on a 
tripod stand.

Then suddenly the trees in the pine-wood ahead of me were parted, as brittle 
reeds are parted by a man thrusting through them; they were snapped off and 
driven headlong, and a second huge tripod appeared, rushing, as it seemed, 
headlong towards me. And I was galloping hard to meet it! At the sight of the 
second monster my nerve went altogether. Not stopping to look again, I wrenched 
the horse’s head hard round to the right, and in another moment the 
dogcart had heeled over upon the horse; the shafts smashed noisily, and I was 
flung sideways and fell heavily into a shallow pool of water.

I crawled out almost immediately, and crouched, my feet still in the water, under 
a clump of furze. The horse lay motionless (his neck was broken, poor brute!) and 
by the lightning flashes I saw the black bulk of the overturned dogcart and the 
silhouette of the wheel still spinning slowly. In another moment the colossal 
mechanism went striding by me, and passed uphill towards Pyrford.

Seen nearer, the Thing was incredibly strange, for it was no mere insensate 
machine - driving on its way. Machine it was, with a ringing metallic pace, and long, 
flexible, glittering tentacles (one of which gripped a young pine-tree) swinging and 
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 rattling about its strange body. It picked its road as it went striding along, and 
the brazen hood that surmounted it moved to and fro with the inevitable 
suggestion of a head looking about. Behind the main body was a huge mass of white 
metal like a gigantic fisherman’s basket, and puffs of green smoke squirted out 
from the joints of the limbs as the monster swept by me. And in an instant it was 
gone.

So much 1 saw then, all vaguely for the flickering of the lightning, in blinding high 
lights and dense black shadows.

As it passed it set up an exultant deafening howl that drowned the thunder - ‘Aloo! 
aloo!’ - and in another minute it was with its companion, half a mile away, stooping 
over something in the field. 1 have no doubt this Thing in the field was the third of 
the ten cylinders they had fired at us from Mars.

For some minutes 1 lay there in the rain and darkness watching, by the 
intermittent light, these monstrous beings of metal moving about in the distance 
over the hedge-tops. A thin hail was now beginning, and as it came and went their 
figures grew misty and then flashed into clearness again. Now and then came a gap 
in the lightning, and the night swallowed them up.

PART TWO: THE STORM Page Two
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PART THREE - BATTLE WITH THE TRIPODS - Narrator

I manage to get home and while I am changing my clothes and finding something 
to eat, a soldier comes into the garden. He is the only survivor from an artillery 
group that met the heat ray. In one swish all the other soldiers and their guns 
turned into cinders. He tells me how the tripod walked over the common burning 
everything and everybody. We decide we cannot stay. We pack food and set off 
walking towards Weybridge. We meet soldiers who do not believe what we tell 
them about the Martians. Eventually we arrive at the River Thames at Shepperton 
where there are lots of people waiting for trains. Suddenly there is an explosion 
and a tripod appears....
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‘Here they are!’ shouted a man in a blue jersey. ‘Yonder! D’yer see them? Yonder!’

Quickly, one after the other, one, two, three, four of the armoured Martians 
appeared, far away over the little trees, across the flat meadows that stretch to-
wards Chertsey, and striding hurriedly towards the river. Little cowled figures they 
seemed at first, going with a rolling motion and as fast as flying birds. 

Then, advancing obliquely towards us, came a fifth. Their armoured bodies 
glittered in the sun as they swept swiftly forward upon the guns, growing rapidly 
larger as they drew nearer. One on the extreme left, the remotest that is, 
flourished a huge case high in the air, and the ghastly, terrible Heat-Ray I had al-
ready seen on Friday night smote towards Chertsey and struck the town.

At sight of these strange,’ swift, and terrible creatures the crowd near the 
water’s edge seemed to me to be for a moment horror-struck. There was no 
screaming or shouting, but a silence. Then a hoarse murmur and a movement of feet 
- a splashing from the water. A man, too frightened to drop the portmanteau he 
carried on his shoulder, swung round and sent me staggering with a blow from the 
corner of his burden. A woman thrust at me with her hand and rushed past me. 1 
turned, with the rush of the people, but I was not too terrified for thought. The 
terrible Heat-Ray was in my mind. To get under water! That was it!

‘Get under water!’ I shouted, unheeded.

I faced about again, and rushed towards the approaching Martian, rushed right 
down the gravelly beach and headlong into the water. Others did the same. A 
boatload of people putting back came leaping out as I rushed past. The stones 
under my feet were muddy and slippery, and the river was so low that I ran 
perhaps twenty feet scarcely waist-deep. Then, as the Martian towered overhead 
scarcely a couple of hundred yards away, I flung myself forward under the 
surface. The splashes of the people in the boats leaping into the river sounded like
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thunderclaps in my ears. People were landing hastily on both sides of the river.

But the Martian machine took no more notice for the moment of the people 
running this way and that than a man would of the confusion of ants in a nest 
against which his foot has kicked. When, half suffocated, I raised my head above 
water, the Martian’s hood pointed at the batteries that were still firing across the 
river, and as it advanced it swung loose what must have been the generator of the 
Heat-Ray.

In another moment it was on the bank, and in a stride wading halfway across. The 
knees of its foremost legs bent at the further bank, and in another moment it had 
raised itself to its full height again, close to the village of Shepperton. Forthwith 
the six guns which, unknown to anyone on the right bank, had been hidden behind 
the outskirts of that village, fired simultaneously. The sudden near concussions, 
the last close upon the first, made my heart jump. The monster was already 
raising the case generating the Heat-Ray as the first shell burst six yards above 
the hood.

I gave a cry of astonishment. I saw and thought nothing of the other four Martian 
monsters; my attention was riveted upon the nearer incident. Simultaneously two 
other shells burst in the air near the body as the hood twisted round in time to 
receive, but not in time to dodge, the fourth shell.The shell burst clean in the face 
of the Thing. The hood bulged, flashed, was whirled off in a dozen tattered 
fragments of red flesh and glittering metal.

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

I heard answering shouts from the people in the water about me. I could have 
leaped out of the water with that momentary exultation. The decapitated colossus 
reeled like a drunken giant; but it did not fall over. It recovered its balance by a 
miracle, and, no longer heeding its steps and with the camera that fired the 
Heat-Ray now rigidly upheld, it reeled swiftly upon Shepperton. The living 
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intelligence, the Martian within the hood, was slain and splashed to the four winds 
of heaven, and the Thing was now but a mere intricate device of metal whirling 
to destruction. It drove along in a straight line, incapable of guidance. It struck 
the tower of Shepperton Church, smashing it down as the impact of a battering-
ram might have done, swerved aside, blundered on, and collapsed with tremendous 
force into the river out of my sight.

A violent explosion shook the air, and a spout of water, steam, mud, and shattered 
metal shot far up into the sky. As the camera of the Heat-Ray hit the water, the 
latter had immediately flashed into steam. In another moment a huge wave, like a 
muddy tidal bore but almost scaldingly hot, came sweeping round the bend 
upstream. I saw people struggling shorewards, and heard their screaming and 
shouting faintly above the seething and roar of the Martian’s collapse.

For the moment I heeded nothing of the heat, forgot the patent need of self-
preservation. I splashed through the tumultuous water, pushing aside a man in 
black to do so, until I could see round the bend. Half a dozen deserted boats 
pitched aimlessly upon the confusion.of the waves. The fallen Martian came into 
sight downstream, lying across the river, and for the most part submerged.

Thick clouds of steam were pouring off the wreckage, and through the 
tumultuously whirling wisps I could see, intermittently and vaguely, the gigantic 
limbs churning the water and flinging a splash and spray of mud and froth into the 
air. The tentacles swayed and struck like living arms, and, save for the helpless 
purposelessness of these movements, it was as if some wounded thing were 
struggling for its life amid the waves. Enormous quantities of a ruddy-brown fluid 
were spurting up in noisy jets out of the machine.

My attention was diverted from this death flurry by a furious yelling, like that of 
the thing called a siren in our manufacturing towns. A man, knee-deep near the 
towing-path, shouted inaudibly to me and pointed. Looking back, I saw the other 
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Martians advancing with gigantic strides down the river-bank from the direction 
of Chertsey. The Shepperton guns spoke this time unavailingly.

At that I ducked at once under water, and, holding my breath until movement was 
an agony, blundered painfully ahead underthe surface as long as I could. The water 
was in a tumult about me, and rapidly growing hotter.

When for a moment I raised my head to take breath and throw the hair and wa-
ter from my eyes, the steam was rising in a whirling white fog that at first hid the 
Martians altogether.

The noise was deafening. Then I saw them dimly, colossal figures of grey, 
magnified by the mist. They had passed by me, and two were stooping over the 
frothing, tumultuous ruins of their comrade.

The air was full of sound, a deafening and confusing conflict of noises - the clang-
orous din of the Martians, the crash of falling houses, the thud of trees, fences, 
sheds flashing into flame, and the crackling and roaring of fire. Dense black smoke 
was leaping up to mingle with the steam from the river, and as the Heat-Ray went 
to and fro over Weybridge its impact was marked by flashes of incandescent 
white, that gave place at once to a smoky dance of lurid flames. The nearer houses 
still stood intact, awaiting their fate, shadowy, faint, and pallid in the steam, with 
the fire behind them going to and fro.

For a moment perhaps I stood there, breast-high in the almost boiling water, 
dumbfounded at my position, hopeless of escape. Through the reek I could see the 
people who had been with me in the river scrambling out of the water through the 
reeds, like little frogs hurrying through grass from the advance of a man, or 
running to and fro in utter dismay on the towing-path.
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Then suddenly the white flashes of the Heat-Ray came leaping towards me. The 
houses caved in as they dissolved at its touch, and darted out flames; the trees 
changed to fire with a roar. The, Ray flickered up and down the towing-path, 
licking off the people who ran this way and that, and came down to the water’s 
edge not fifty yards from where I stood. It swept across the river to 
Shepperton, and the water in its track rose in a boiling weal crested with steam. I 
turned shoreward.

PART THREE: BATTLE WITH THE TRIPODS Page Five
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PART FOUR - THE THUNDERCHILD

After the destruction of the Martian and tripod at Shepperton the other 
Martians retreat back to their pit on the common. More cylinders are landing - 
one every twenty-four hours. The army creeps as close as it dare. The Martians 
are busy making new machines. Lots of green smoke comes out of the pit. I want 
to get to my wife in Leatherhead but it is too dangerous in that direction. I meet 
a curate and we walk together towards London.

Meanwhile my brother is worried about me in London. Most of the people who 
have seen the Martians are destroyed so there is not much news. Then suddenly 
a newspaper is printed. The Martians are marching on London. The are using Black 
Smoke to smother any people in the way. Everyone tries to leave London at the 
same time - the roads are blocked and many people are crushed in the crowds. My 
brother decides to try to get to Essex. He saves two women from a thief trying 
to steal their cart. They manage to reach the coast and get a place on a steamer. 
As the steamer begins to leave the Martians appear.



http://www.collaborativelearning.org/waroftheworlds.pdf

PART FOUR: THE THUNDERCHILD Page One

The little steamer was already flapping her way eastwards of the big crescent of 
shipping, and the low Essex coast was growing blue and hazy, when a Martian 
appeared, small and faint in the remote distance, advancing along the muddy coast 
from the direction of Foulness. At that, the captain on the bridge swore at the top 
of his voice with fear and anger at his own delay, and the paddles seemed infected 
with his terror. Every soul aboard stood at the bulwarks or on the seats of the 
steamer and stared at that distant shape, higher than the trees or church towers 
inland, and advancing with a leisurely parody of a human stride.

It was the first Martian my brother had seen, and he stood, more amazed than 
terrified, watching this Titan advancing deliberately towards the shipping, wading 
further and further into the water as the coast fell away. Then, far away beyond 
the Crouch, came another, striding over some stunted trees, and then yet another, 
still further off, wading deeply through a shiny mud-flat that seemed to hang half-
way up between sea and sky. They were all stalking seaward, as if to intercept the 
escape of the multitudinous vessels that were crowded between Foulness and the 
Naze. In spite of the throbbing exertions of the engines of the little paddle-boat, 
and the pouring foam that her wheels flung behind her, she receded with terrifying 
slowness from this ominous advance.

Glancing north-westward, my brother saw the large crescent of shipping already 
writhing with the approaching terror; one ship passing behind another, another 
coming round from broadside to end on, steamships whistling and giving off volumes 
of steam, sails being let out, launches rushing hither and thither. He was so 
fascinated by this and by the creeping danger away to the left that he had no eyes 
for anything seaward. And then a swift movement of the steamboat (she had 
suddenly come round to avoid being run down) flung him headlong from 
the seat upon which he was standing. There was a shouting all about him, a trampling 
of feet, and a cheer that seemed to be answered faintly. The steamboat lurched and 
rolled him over upon his hands.
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He sprang to his feet and saw to starboard, and not a hundred yards from their 
heeling, pitching boat, a vast iron bulk like the blade of a plough tearing through 
the water, tossing it on either side - in huge waves of foam that leapt towards the 
steamer, flinging her paddles helplessly in the air, and then sucking her deck down 
almost to the waterline.

A douche of spray blinded my brother for a moment. When his eyes were clear 
again he saw the monster had passed and was rushing landward. Big iron upper-
works rose out of this headlong structure, and from that twin funnels projected 
and spat a smoking blast shot with fire. It was the torpedo-ram, Thunder Child, 
steaming headlong, coming to the rescue of the threatened shipping.

Keeping his footing on the heaving deck by clutching the bulwarks, my brother 
looked past this charging leviathan at the Martians again, and he saw the three 
of them now close together, and standing so far out to sea that their tripod sup-
ports were almost entirely submerged. Thus sunken, and seen in remote perspec-
tive, they appeared far less formidable than the huge iron bulk in whose wake the 
steamer was pitching so helplessly. It would seem they were regarding this new 
antagonist with astonishment. To their intelligence, it may be, the giant was even 
such another as themselves. The Thunder Child fired no gun, but simply drove full 
speed towards them. It was probably her not firing that enabled her to get so 
near the enemy as she did. They did not know what to make of her. One shell, and 
they would have sent her to the bottom forthwith with the Heat-Ray.

She was steaming at such a pace that in a minute she seemed halfway between 

the steamboat and the Martlans - a diminishing black bulk against the receding 

horizontal expanse of the Essex coast.
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Suddenly the foremost Martian lowered his tube and discharged a canister of the 

black gas at the ironclad. It hit her larboard side and glanced off in an inky jet 

that rolled away to seaward, an unfolding torrent of Black Smoke, from which the 

ironclad drove clear. To the watchers from the steamer, low in the water and with 

the sun in their eyes, it seemed as though she were already among the Martians.

They saw the gaunt figures separating and rising out of the water as they 

retreated shoreward, and one of them raised the camera-like generator of the 

Heat-Ray. He held it pointing obliquely downward, and a bank of steam sprang from 

the water at its touch. it must have driven through the iron of the ship’s side like a 

white-hot iron rod through paper.

A flicker of flame went up through the rising steam, and then the Martian reeled 

and staggered. In another moment he was cut down, and a great body of water 

and steam shot high in the air. The guns of the Thunder Child sounded through the 

reek, going off one after the other, and one shot splashed the water high close by 

the steamer, ricocheted towards the other flying ships to the north, and smashed a 

smack to matchwood.

But no one heeded that very much. At the sight of the Martian’s collapse the 

captain on the bridge yelled inarticulately, and all the crowding passengers on the 

steamer’s stern shouted together. And then they yelled again. For, surging out 

beyond the white tumult drove something long and black, the flames streaming 

from its middle parts, its ventilators and funnels spouting fire.

She was alive still; the steering gear, it seems, was intact and her engines working. 

She headed straight for a second Martian, and was within a hundred yards of him 

when the Heat-Ray came to bear. Then with a violent thud, a blinding flash, her 

decks, her funnels, leaped upward. The Martian staggered with the violence of her 

explosion, and in another moment the flaming wreckage, still driving forward with 

the impetus of its pace, had struck him and crumpled him up like a thing of card-

board. My brother shouted involuntarily. A boiling tumult of steam hid everything 

again.

PART FOUR: THE THUNDERCHILD Page Three



http://www.collaborativelearning.org/waroftheworlds.pdf

Two!’ yelled the captain.

Everyone was shouting. The whole steamer from end to end rang with frantic 

cheering that was taken up first by one and then by all in the crowding multitude 

of ships and boats that was driving out to sea. The steam hung upon the water for 

many minutes, hiding the third Martian and the coast altogether. And all this time 

the boat was paddling steadily out to sea and away from the fight;and when at 

last the confusion cleared, the drifting bank of black vapour inter-vened, and noth-

ing of the Thunder Child could be made out, nor could the third Martian be seen. 

But the ironclads to seaward were now quite close and standing in towards shore 

past the steamboat.

The little vessel continued to beat its way seaward, and the ironclads receded 

slowly towards the coast, which was hidden still by a marbled bank of vapour, part 

steam, part black gas, eddying and combining in the strangest ways. The fleet of 

refugees was scattering to the north-east; several smacks were sailing between the 

ironclads and the steamboat. After a time, and before they reached the 

sinking cloud-bank, the warships turned northward, and then abruptly went about 

and passed into the thickening haze of evening southward. The coast grew 

faint, and at last indistinguishable amid the low banks of clouds that were 

gathering about the sinking sun.

Then suddenly out of the golden haze of the sunset came the vibration of guns, 

and.a form of black shadows moving. Everyone struggled to the rail of the steamer 

and peered into the blinding furnace of the west, but nothing was to be 

distinguished clearly. A mass of smoke rose slantingly and barred the face of the 

sun. The steamboat throbbed on its way through an interminable suspense. 
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The sun sank into grey clouds, the sky flushed and darkened, the evening star 

trembled into sight. It was deep twilight when the captain cried out and pointed. 

My brother strained his eyes. Something rushed up into the sky out of the grey-

ness - rushed slantingly upward and very swiftly into the luminous clearness above 

the clouds in the western sky; something flat and broad and very large, that 

swept round in a vast curve, grew smaller, sank slowly, and vanished again into the 

grey mystery of the night. And as it flew it rained down darkness upon the land.’
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PART FIVE: IMPRISONED

The Martians have come out their pit. They walk towards where many big guns are 

waiting for them. They stop and shoot canisters into the woods and other places 

where the guns are hiding. The canisters burst and thick Black Smoke smothers 

everything. No guns answer them. Every soldier is dead. We keep moving trying to 

keep away from the Black Smoke. We see a Martian collecting people and putting 

them in a basket on its back. We get to Sheen and hide in a house. We find food 

and drink. Suddenly there is a big explosion and a flash. The fifth cylinder has 

landed right beside us. There is a big pit just outside and a Martian tripod 

guarding it. We are trapped!
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PART FIVE: IMPRISONED Page One

I crouched, watching this fighting-machine closely, satisfying myself now for the 
first time that the hood did indeed contain a Martian. As the green flames lifted 
I could see the oily gleam of his integument and the brightness of his eyes. And 
suddenly I heard a yell, and saw a long tentacle reaching over the shoulder of the 
machine to the little cage that hunched upon its back. Then something - something 
struggling violently - was lifted high against the sky, a black, vague enigma against 
the starlight; and as this black object came down again, I saw by the green bright-
ness that it was a man. For an instant he was clearly visible. He was a 
stout, ruddy, middle-aged man, well dressed; three days before he must have been 
walking the world, a man of considerable consequence. I could see his staring eyes 
and gleams of light on his studs ~nd watch-chain. He vanished behind the mound, 
and for a moment there was silence. And then began a shrieking and a sustained 
and cheerful hooting from the Martians.

I slid down the rubbish, struggled to my feet, clapped my hands over my ears, and 
bolted into the scullery. The curate, who had been crouching silently with his arms 
over his head, looked up as I passed, cried out quite loudly at my desertion of him, 
and came running after me.

That night, as we lurked in the scullery balanced between our horror and the 
terrible fascination this peeping had, although I felt an urgent need of action I 
tried in vain to conceive some plan of escape; but afterwards, during the second 
day, I was able to consider our position with great clearness. The curate, I found, 
was quite incapable of discussion; this new and culminating atrocity had robbed 
him of all vestiges of reason or forethought. Practically he had already sunk to the 
level of an animal. But, as the saying goes, I gripped myself with both hands. It 
grew upon my mind, once I could face the facts, that, terrible as our position 
was, there was as yet no justification for absolute despair. Our chief chance lay in 
the possibility of the Martians making the pit nothing more than a temporary little 
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encampment. Or even if they kept it permanently, they might not consider it 
necessary to guard it, and a chance of escape might be afforded us. I also weighed 
very carefully the  possibility of our digging a way out in a direction away from the 
pit, but the chances of our emerging within sight of some sentinel fighting-machine 
seemed at first too great. And I should have had to do all the digging myself. The 
curate would certainly have failed me.

It was on the third day, if my memory serves me right, that I saw the lad killed. 
It was the only occasion on which I actually saw the Martians feed. After that 
experience I avoided the hole in the wall for the better part of a day. I went into 
the scullery, removed the door, and spent some hours digging with my hatchet as 
silently as possible; but when I had made a hole about a couple of feet deep the 
loose earth collapsed noisily, and I did not dare continue. I lost heart, and lay down 
on the scullery floor for a long time, having no spirit even to move. And after that 
I abandoned altogether the idea of escaping by excavation.

It says much for the impression the Martians had made upon me that at first I 
entertained ittle or no hope of our escape being brought about by their overthrow 
through any human effort. But on the fourth or fifth night I heard a sound like 
heavy guns.

It was very late in the night, and the moon was shining brightly. The Martians had 
taken away the excavating machine, and, save for a fighting- machine that stood 
on the remoter bank of the pit and a handling-machine that was busied out of my 
sight in a corner of the pit immediately beneath my peephole, the place was 
deserted by them. Except for the pale glow from the handling-machine and the 
bars and patches of white moonlight, the pit was in darkness, and, except for the 
clinking of the handling-machine, quite still. That night was a beautiful serenity; 
save for one planet, the moon seemed to have the sky to herself. I heard a 
dog howling, and that familiar sound it was that made me listen. Then I heard quite 
distinctly a booming exactly like the sound of great guns. Six distinct reports 
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I counted, and after a long interval six again. And that was all.

It was on the sixth day of our imprisonment that I peeped for the last time, and 
presently found myself alone. Instead of keeping close to me and trying to oust me 
from the slit, the curate had gone back into the scullery. I was struck by a sudden 
thought. I went back quickly and quietly into the scullery. In the darkness I heard 
the curate drinking. I snatched in the darkness, and my fingers caugbt a bottle of 
burgundy.

For a few minutes there was a tussle. The bottle struck the floor and broke, and I 
desisted and rose. We stood panting, threatening each other. In the end I planted 
myself between him and the food, and told him of my determination to begin a 
discipline. I divided the food in the pantry into rations to last us ten days. I would 
not let him eat any more that day. In the afternoon he made a feeble effort to get 
at the food. I had been dozing, but in an instant I was awake. All day and all night 
we sat face to face, I weary but resolute, and he weeping and complaining of his 
immediate hunger. It was, I know, a night and a day, but to me it seemed - 
it seems now - an interminable length of time.

And so our widened incompatibility ended at last in open conflict. For two vast days 
we struggled in undertones and wrestling contests. There were times when I beat 
and kicked him madly, times when I cajoled and persuaded him, and once I tried to 
bribe him with the last bottle of burgundy, for there was a rain-water pump from 
which I could get water. But neither force nor kindness availed; he was indeed 
beyond reason. He would neither desist from his attacks on the food nor from his 
noisy babbling to himself. The rudimentary precautions to keep our imprisonment 
endurable he would not observe. Slowly I began to realize the complete overthrow 
of his intelligence, to perceive that my sole companion in this close and sickly 
darkness was a man insane.

From certain vague memories I am inclined to think my own mind wandered at 
times. I had strange and hideous dreams whenever I slept.  It sounds
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 paradoxical, but I am inclined to think that the weakness and insanity of the 
curate warned me, braced me, and kept me a sane man.

On the eighth day he began to talk aloud instead of whispering, and nothing I 
could do would moderate his speech.

‘It is just, 0 God!’ he would say, over and over again. ‘It is just. On me and mine 
be the punishment laid. We have sinned, we have fallen short. There was poverty, 
sorrow; the poor were’ trodden in the dust, and I held my peace. I preached 
acceptable folly - my God, what folly! - when I should have stood up, though I died 
for it, and called upon them to repent - repent! ... Oppressors of the poor and 
needy! ... The wine-press of God!”

Then he would suddenly revert to the matter of the food I withheld from him, 
praying, begging, weeping, at last threatening. He began to raise his voice - I 
prayed him not to. He perceived a hold on me - he threatened he would shout and 
bring the Martians upon us. For a time that scared me; but any concession would 
have shortened our chance of escape beyond estimating. I defied him, although I 
felt no assurance that he might not do this thing. But that day, at any rate, he did 
not. He talked, with his voice rising slowly, through the greater part of the eighth 
and ninth days - threats, entreaties, mingled with a torrent of half-sane and 
always frothy repentance for his vacant sham of God’s service, such as made me 
pity him.
 
Then he slept awhile, and began again with renewed strength, so loudly that I 
must needs make him desist.

‘Be still!’ I implored.
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He rose to his knees, for he had been sitting in the darkness near the copper.

‘I have been still too long,’ he said, in a tone that must have reached the pit, ‘and 
now I must bear my witness. Woe unto this unfaithful city!’ Woe! woe! Woe! woe! 
woe! to the inhabitants of the earth by reason of the other voices of the 
trumpet....’

‘Shut up!’ I said, rising to my feet, and in a terror lest the Martians should hear 
us. ‘For God’s sake-’

‘Nay!’ shouted the curate, at the top of his voice, standing likewise and extending 
his arms. ‘Speak! The word of the Lord is upon me!’

In three strides he was at the door leading into the kitchen.

‘I must bear my witness! I go! It has already been too long delayed.’

I put out my hand and felt the meat-chopper hanging to the wall. In a flash I was 
after him. I was fierce with fear. Before he was halfway across the kitchen I 
had overtaken him. With one last touch of humanity I turned the blade back and 
struck him with the butt. He went headlong forward and lay stretched on the 
ground. I stumbled over him and stood panting. He lay still.

Suddenly I heard a noise without, the run and smash Of slipping plaster, and the 
triangular aperture in the wall was darkened. I looked up and saw the lower 
surface of a handling machine coming slowly across the hole. One of its gripping 
limbs curled amid the debris; another limb appeared, feeling its way over the 
fallen beams. I stood petrified, staring. Then I saw through a sort of glass plate 
near the edge of the body the face, as we may call it, and the large dark eyes of 
a Martian, peering, and then a long metallic snake of tentacle came feeling slowly 
through the hole.
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I turned by an effort, stumbled over the curate, and stopped at the scullery 
door. The tentacle was now some way, two yards or more, in the room, and 
twisting and turning, with queer sudden movements, this way and that. For a 
while I stood fascinated by that slow, fitful advance. Then, with a faint, hoarse 
cry, I forced myself across the scullery. I trembled violently; I could scarcely 
stand upright. I opened the door of the coal-cellar, and stood there in the 
darkness staring at the faintly lit doorway into the kitchen, and listening. Had 
the Martian seen me? What was it doing now?

Something was moving to and fro there, very quietly; every now and then it 
tapped against the wall, or started on its movements with a faint metallic 
ringing, like the movement of keys on a split-ring.’ Then a heavy body - I knew too 
well what - was dragged across the floor of the kitchen towards the 
opening. Irresistibly attracted, I crept to the door and peeped into the kitchen. 
In the triangle of bright outer sunlight I saw the Martian, in its Briareus’ of a 
handling-machine, scrutinizing the curate’s head. I thought at once that it would 
infer my presence from the mark of the blow I had given him.

I crept back to the coal-cellar, shut the door, and began to cover myself up as 
much as I could, and as noiselessly as possible in the darkness, among the fire-
wood and coal therein. Every now and then I paused, rigid, to hear if the Martian 
had thrust its tentacle through the opening again.

Then the faint metallic jingle returned. I traced it slowly feeling over the 
kitchen. Presently I heard it nearer - in the scullery, as I judged. I thought that 
its length might be insufficient to reach me. I prayed copiously. It passed, 
scraping faintly across the cellar door. An age of almost intolerable suspense 
intervened; then I heard it fumbling at the latch. It had found the door! The 
Martians understood doors!
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It worried at the catch for a minute, perhaps, and then the door opened.

In the darkness I could just see the thing - like an elephant’s trunk more than 
anything else - waving towards me and touching and examining the wall, coals, 
wood, and ceiling. It was like a black worm swaying its blind head to and fro.

Once, even, it touched the heel of my boot. I was on the verge of screaming; I 
bit my hand. For a time the tentacle was silent. I could have fancied it had been 
withdrawn. Presently, with an abrupt click, it gripped something - I thought it had 
me! - and seemed to go out of the cellar again. For a minute I was not sure. 
Apparently it had taken a lump of coal to examine.

I seized the opportunity of slightly shifting my position, which had become 
cramped, and then listened. I whispered passionate prayers for safety.

Then I heard the slow, deliberate sound creeping towards me again. Slowly, slowly 
it drew near, scratching against the walls and tapping the furniture.

While I was still doubtful, it rapped smartly against the cellar door and closed it. 
I heard it go into the pantry, and the biscuit tins rattled and a bottle smashed, 
and then came a heavy bump against the cellar door. Then silence which passed 
into an infinity of suspense.

Had it gone?

At last I decided that it had.

It came into the scullery no more; but I lay all the tenth day in the darkness, 
buried among the coals and firewood, not daring even to crawl out for the drink 
which I craved. It was the eleventh day before I ventured so far from my 
security.
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PART SIX: HOW IT ENDED

I look out and find that the Martians have left the pit. Only a few human skele-

tons lie there. I escape from the house and find everything covered in red weed. I 

meet the soldier again. He thinks the Martians mean to keep us alive and hunt us 

as food. They may even start to keep pet humans to do their hunting for them. We 

are are going to have to live underground like rabbits or foxes. The soldier disturbs 

me and I don’t want to share his vision of the future. I decide to carry on into 

London to try to find out what is happening
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The further I penetrated into London, the profounder grew the stillness. But it 
was not so much the stillness of death - it was the stillness of suspense, - of ex-
pectation. At any time the destruction that had already singed the north-western 
borders of the metropolis, and had annihilated Ealing and Kilburn, might strike 
among these houses and leave them smoking ruins. It was a city condemned and 
derelict ...

In South Kensington the streets were clear of dead and of black powder. It was 
near South Kensington that I first heard the howling.  It crept almost 
imperceptibly upon my senses. It was a sobbing alternation of two notes, ‘Ulla, 
ulla, ulia, ulla,’ keeping on perpetually. When l passed streets that ran northward 
it grew in volume, and houses and buildings seemed to deaden and cut it off again. 
It came in a full tide down Exhibition Road. I stopped, staring towards 
Kensington Gardens, wondering at this strange, remote walling. It was as if that 
mighty desert of houses had found a voice for its fear and solitude.

‘Ulla, ulla, ulla, ulla,’ wailed that superhuman note - great waves of sound sweeping 
down the broad, sunlit roadway, between the tall buildings on each side. I turned 
northward, marvelling, towards the iron gates of Hyde Park. I had half a mind 
to break into the Natural History Museum and find my way up to the summits of 
the towers, in order to see across the park. But I decided to keep to the ground, 
where quick hiding was possible, and so went on up the Exhibition Road. All the 
large mansions on each side of the road were empty and still, and my footsteps 
echoed against the sides of the houses. At the top, near the park gate, I came 
upon a strange sight - a bus overturned, and the skeleton of a horse picked clean. 
I puzzled over this for a time, and then went on to the bridge over the 
Serpentine. The voice grew stronger and stronger, though I could see nothing 
above the housetops on the north side of the park, save a haze of smoke to the 
north-west.
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‘Ulla, ulla, ulla, ulla,’ cried the voice, coming, as it seemed to me, from the district 
about Regent’s Park. The desolating cry worked upon my mind. The mood that had 
sustained me passed. The wailing took possession of me. I found I was intensely 
weary, footsore, and now again hungry and thirsty.

It was already past noon. Why was I wandering alone in this city of the dead? 
Why was I alone when all London was lying in state, and in its black shroud? I felt 
intolerably lonely. My mind ran on old friends that I had forgotten for years. I 
thought of the poisons in the chemists’ shops, of the liquors the winemerchants 
stored; I recalled the two sodden creatures of despair who, so far as I knew, 
shared the city with myself ...

I came into Oxford Street by the Marble Arch, and here again were black powder 
and several bodies, and an evil, ominous smell from the gratings of the cellars of 
some of the houses. I grew very thirsty after the heat of my long walk. With 
infinite trouble I managed to break into a public-house and get food and drink. I 
was weary after eating, and went into the parlour behind the bar, and slept on a 
black horsehair sofa I found there.

I awoke to find that dismal howling still in my ears, ‘Ulla, ulta, ulla, ulla.’ It was now 
dusk, and after I had routed out some biscuits and a cheese in the bar - there 
was a meat-safe, but it contained nothing but maggots - I wandered on through 
the silent residential squares to Baker Street - Portman Square is the only one I 
can name - and so came out at last upon Regent’s Park. And as I emerged from the 
top of Baker Street, I saw far away over the trees in the clearness of the sunset 
the hood of the Martian giant from which this howling proceeded. I was not 
terrified. I came upon him as if it were a matter of course. I watched him 
for some time, but he did not move. He appeared to be standing and yelling, for no 
reason that I could discover.
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I tried to formulate a plan of action. That perpetual sound of ‘Ulla, ulla, ulla, ulla,’ 
confused my mind. Perhaps I was too tired to be very fearful. Certainly I was 
more curious to know the reason of this monotonous crying than afraid. I turned 
back away from the park and struck into Park Road, intending to skirt the park, 
went along under shelter of the terraces, and got a view of this stationary, 
howling Martian from the direction of St John’s Wood. A couple of hundred yards 
out of Baker Street I heard a yelping chorus, and saw, first a dog with a piece of 
putrescent red meat in his jaws coming headlong towards me, and then a pack 
of starving mongrels in pursuit of him. He made a wide curve to avoid me, as 
though he feared I might prove a fresh competitor. As the yelping died away 
down the silent road, the wailing sound of  ’Ulla, ulla, ulla, ulia,’ reasserted itself.

I came upon the wrecked handling-machine halfway to St John’s Wood station. 
At first I thought a house had fallen across the road. It was only as I clambered 
among the ruins that I saw, with a start, this mechanical Samson  lying, with its 
tentacles bent and smashed and twisted, among the ruins it had made. The fore-
part was shattered. It seemed as if it had driven blindly straight at the house, 
and had been overwhelmed in its overthrow. It seemed to me then that this might 
have happened by a handling-machine escaping from the guidance of its 
Martian. I could not clamber among the ruins to see it, and the twilight was now so 
far advanced that the blood with which its seat was smeared, and the gnawed 
gristle of the Martian that the dogs had left, were invisible to me.

Wondering still more at all that I had seen, I pushed on towards Primrose Hill. 
Far away, through a gap in the trees, I saw a second Martian, as motionless as 
the first, standing in the park towards the Zoological Gardens, and silent. A little 
beyond the ruins about the smashed handling-machine I came upon the red weed 
again, and found the Regent’s Canal a spongy mass of dark-red vegetation.

As I crossed the bridge, the sound of ‘Ulla, ulla, ulla, ulla,’ ceased. It was, as it 
were, cut off. 
The silence came like a thunderclap.
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The dusky houses about me stood faint and tall and dim; the trees towards the 
park were growing black. All about me the red weed clambered among the ruins, 
writhing to get above me in the dimness. Night, the mother of fear and mystery, 
was coming upon me. But while that voice sounded, the solitude, the desolation, 
had been endurable; by virtue of it London had still seemed alive, and the sense 
of life about me had upheld me. Then suddenly a change, the passing of something 
- I knew not what - and then a stillness that could be felt. Nothing but this gaunt 
quiet.

London about me gazed at me spectrally. The windows in the white houses were 
like the eye-sockets of skulls. About me my imagination found a thousand noiseless 
enemies moving. Terror seized me, a horror of my temerity. In front of me the 
road became pitchy black as though it was tarred, and I saw a contorted shape 
lying across the pathway. I could not bring myself to go on. I turned down St 
John’s Wood Road, and ran headlong from this unendurable stillness towards 
Kilburn. I hid from the night and the silence, until long after midnight, in a 
cabmen’s shelter in Harrow Road. But before the dawn my courage returned, and 
while the stars were still in the sky I turned once more towards Regent’s Park. I 
missed my way among the streets, and presently saw down a long avenue, in the 
half-light of the early dawn, the curve of Primrose Hill. On the summit, towering 
up to the fading stars, was a third Martian, erect and motionless like the others.

An insane resolve possessed me. I would die and end it. And I would save myself 
even the trouble of killing myself. I marched on recklessly towards this Titan, and 
then, as I drew nearer and the light grew, I saw that a multitude of black birds 
was circling and clustering about the hood. At that my heart gave a bound, and I 
began running along the road.

I hurried through the red weed that choked St Edmund’s Terrace (I waded 
breast-high across a torrent of water that was rushing down from the water-
works towards the Albert Road), and emerged upon the grass before the rising of 
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the sun. Great mounds had been heaped about the crest of the hill, making a huge 
redoubt of it - it was the final and largest place the Martians had made - and 
from behind these heaps there rose a thin smoke against the sky. Against the 
skyline an eager dog ran and disappeared. The thought that had flashed into my 
mind grew real, grew credible. I felt no fear, only a wild, trembling exultation, 
as I ran up the hill towards the motionless monster. Out of the hood hung lank 
shreds of brown, at which the hungry birds pecked and tore.

In another moment I had scrambled up the earthen rampart and stood upon its 
crest, and the interior of the redoubt was below me. A mighty space it was,, with 
gigantic machines here and there within it, huge mounds of material and strange 
shelter-places. And scattered about it, some in their overturned war-machines, 
some-in the now rigid handling-machines, and a dozen of them stark and silent 
and laid in a row, were the Martians - dead! - slain by the putrefactive and 
disease bacteria against which their systems were unprepared; slain as the 
red weed was being slain; slain, after all man’s devices had failed, by the humblest 
things that God, in his wisdom, has put upon this earth.

For so it had come about, as indeed I and many men might have foreseen had not 
terror and disaster blinded our minds. These germs of disease have taken toll 
of humanity since the beginning of things - taken toll of our prehuman ancestors 
since life began here. But by virtue of this natural selection of our kind we have 
developed resisting-power; to no germs do we succumb without a struggle, and 
to many - those that cause putrefaction in dead matter, for instance - our living 
frames are altogether immune. But there are no bacteria in Mars, and directly 
these invaders arrived, directly they drank and fed, our microscopic allies began 
to work their overthrow. Already when I watched them they were irrevocably 
doomed, dying and rotting even as they went to and fro. It was inevitable. By the 
toll of a billion deaths man has bought his birthright of the earth, and it is his 
against all comers; it would still be his were the Martians ten times as mighty as 
they are. For neither do men live nor die in vain.
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Here and there they were scattered, nearly fifty altogether, in that great gulf 
they had made, overtaken by a death that must have seemed to them as 
incomprehensible as any death could be. To me also at that time this death was in-
comprehensible. All I knew was that these things that had been alive and so 
terrible to men were dead. For a moment I believed that the destruction of 
Sennacherib had been repeated, that God had repented, that the Angel of Death 
had slain them in the night.

I stood staring into the pit, and my heart lightened gloriously, even as the rising 
sun struck the world to fire about me with his rays. The pit was still in darkness; 
the mighty engines, so great and wonderful in their power and complexity, so un-
earthly in their tortuous forms, rose weird and vague and strange out of the 
shadows towards the light. A multitude of dogs, I could hear, fought over the bod-
ies that lay darkly in the depth of the pit, far below me. Across the pit on its fur-
ther lip, flat and vast and strange, lay the great flying-machine with which 
they had been experimenting upon our denser atmosphere when decay and death 
arrested them. Death had come not a day too soon. At the sound of a cawing 
overhead I looked up at the huge fighting-machine that would fight no more 
forever, at the tattered red shreds of flesh that dripped down upon the over-
turned seats on the summit of Primrose Hill.

I turned and looked down the slope of the hill to where, enhaloed now in birds, 
stood those other two Martians that I had seen overnight, just as death had over-
taken them. The one had died, even as it had been crying to its companions; perhaps 
it was the last to die, and its voice had gone on perpetually until the force of its 
machinery was exhausted. They glittered now, harmless tripod towers of shining 
metal, in the brightness of the rising sun.

All about the pit, and saved as by a miracle from everlasting destruction stretched 
the great Mother of Cities. Those who have only seen London veiled in her sombre 
robes of smoke can scarcely imagine the naked clearness and beauty of the silent 
wilderness of houses.
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