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HG Wells wrote War of the Worlds in 1898. 
This extract tells of the arrival of the Martians 
in their space sphere. Now read on.
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I think everyone expected to see a man 
emerge—possibly something a little unlike us 
terrestrial men, but in all essentials a man. 
I know I did. But, looking, I presently saw 
something stirring within the shadow: greyish 
billowy movements, one above another, and 
then two luminous disks—like eyes. Then 
something resembling a little grey snake, about 
the thickness of a walking stick, coiled up out 
of the writhing middle, and wriggled in the air 
towards me—and then another.

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

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

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

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


