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INTRODUCTION
They Came from Mars was first published in 1934 as the
story “Cataclysm” in the British boys magazine Scoops. It
was re-issued in 1945 as a little chapbook selling for 2 pennies, a common strategy during wartime because of paper
shortages.
As the Encyclopedia of Science Fiction points out,
most of the writers for Scoops had meagre experience of
writing science fiction. They essentially wrote ripping yarns
of adventure with a space age wrapper. W. P. Cockcroft’s
short story bears little relationship to the literature pouring
out of the Golden Age in the US, under the stewardship of
John W. Campbell and his magazine Astounding Science
Fiction.
Yet They Came from Mars belongs to a recognisable
sub-genre of British sf. The basic premise, of visitors to
Mars returning with a deadly plague, echoes themes from
John Wyndham, the ground-breaking Quatermass TV
series of the 1950s, and several episodes of Dr Who.
Like much of the latter the story is desperately low budget
and parochial. A rocket ship returning from Mars is
guarded by a lone British Bobby with a flashlight. A local
country doctor quaffes a few shots of whisky before staggering out into the night to investigate a potential alien
menace. The attitudes to Mars its inhabitants is refreshingly straightforward; funny looking alien running towards
us - shoot the bugger, other-world intelligence singing a
weird Martian tune - kill it! The story exudes a desperate
3

They Came from Mars - W. P. Cockcroft
anxiety to maintain the proper order of things, a little
middle-england realm of stupid policemen, comic yokels
and boozy doctors. This sense of an Agatha Christie world
increasingly menaced by forces from outside (whose crime
often seems to be merely the fact that they are different)
can easily be traced to the trauma of war, the collapse of
the British Empire and the changing world order that
completely ruptured UK society from the mid 1930s onwards. Of course, writers like John Wyndham and Nigel
Kneale did a far better job of expressing post-Imperial
British angst, but W. P. Cockcroft has a fair stab at it.
The original story “Cataclysm” was followed by a sequel;
“City of Mars” (1934), in which the survivors of a plague
on Earth return to the red planet. Judging by the blurb the
attitude to the natives doesn’t appear to have improved:
“From a dead world, the last survivors of mankind have
come to Mars, and this is the epic story of the colonisation
of the Red Planet, of war with the Martians, and of the
great peace that came to the world.”
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CHAPTER I
PROFESSOR RICKWOOD EXPLAINS.

I IMAGINE THAT many people think that my life is
filled with strange experiences, but normally I can assure
them that the life of an asylum keeper is rather a humdrum affair. There are, however,occasional cases that are
so far out of the ordinary as to move even us usually calm
men. Regarding the ordinary class of patient, one becomes
accustomed to the strange whims and fancies that are for
ever passing, wraith-like, through the brains of those poor
unfortunates with whom we have to deal.
I am not a story-teller - and I believe that every man
should follow the course that destiny, meaning his own
desire, has set him; but in the light of what has occurred,
and the fact that I played so large a part in the whole affair
and was in the position to study the disintegrating mind of
Dr Morson best, I feel that I am better able to tell the story
than leave it to someone who has less knowledge of the
strange series of events. Perhaps Doctor Harvey would be
able to tell the story better, although I do not think he
would be inclined to do so…
Looking back in retrospect over the whole fantastic affair, I feel that few people will believe the story, so recommend to those who doubt, the following list of books,
containing, as they do, support for my story and providing
evidence for the proof of it: “They threaten civilization,”
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by Earl Ruddock; “Travellers to Mars,” by Arthur Wren;
and “Fatal Affliction,” by John Hebden.
The asylum of which I am in charge is my own private
asylum, and is situated almost exactly on top of Lansmere
Hill, in the most easterly part of the East Riding of Yorkshire. I have been established here for over thirty years and
I may say that should you require the services of such a
place as this, though Heaven forbid, you will find my home
one of the best of its kind.
I had been acquainted with Doctor Morson for some
ten years. He lived in the nearby village of Lansmere, and
was the local doctor. Though he was not a friend of mine,
I had spoken to him several times, and he seemed to me
one of the sanest of men. Certainly, I had not thought
when I looked at him that I was looking at a future patient
of mine; a man whose whole fabric of brain would slowly
crumple beneath a power that was never man-made. Slowly
that brilliant brain had to disintegrate, even as the corpse in
the grave disintegrates; and, although in the course of my
career I had seen the failing of many brains, never did a
case strike me with such horror and repugnance as that of
Doctor Morson’s. It was a slow wasting-away process, and
was accompanied by a wasting away of body. The whole
affair was sufficient to drive any man out of his mind indeed, during Morson’s stay in my asylum, one of my best
men lost his mind - and accustomed as I was to strange
disorders, and mentally strong as I must be for work like
mine, there were times when I feared for my own sanity.
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The first manifestation of anything wrong in Doctor
Morson’s condition was quite a mild one, although it had
come upon him so suddenly. At the time, I assumed that
he had been overworking, but after making further enquiries about him I realised how wrong I was in the assumption. For Doctor Morson had, recently, been in the habit of
leading a double life. Not in the Jekyll and Hyde manner;
please do not misunderstand me. He had the same character in each life. But he had been in the habit of spending
his evenings in obscure and disreputable drinking dens in
the lower quarter of the nearby port of Hull. He had not
followed any abnormal practices there; he merely watched
the people who spent their spare time in such surroundings, for instance the sailors and women who do frequent
such dens. Evidently the doctor is a student of human nature, was my first thought. False supposition! Time was to
prove the falsity of that theory. However, I must narrate in
their correct order, the events leading up to the arrival of
Morson in my sanatorium. I must tell the story as it appears to me now, from the facts that have since come into
my possession.

7

They Came from Mars - W. P. Cockcroft
CHAPTER II
RETURN FROM MARS.
DOCTOR MORSON, with a sigh of relief, sank into an
easy chair before a large fire in his sitting room. Dusk was
just falling, and his round was over for the day. He mixed
himself a whisky and soda that had more than a liberal
helping of whisky in it, and emptied the glass in one gulp.
As if that were a signal, the telephone bell shrilled sharply.
“Damn!” he exclaimed, reaching for the instrument. The
conversation that followed was punctuated by incredulous
remarks on the part of the doctor. At length the seriousness of the voice at the other end of the wire convinced
him that there must be some truth in the story he was
hearing. “I’ll come at once,” he snapped finally, replacing
the receiver. For a moment he showed his indignation by
cursing fluently, then he rang for his housekeeper. She entered the room as he was buttoning up his heavy coat and
glowering at the cloudy sky. With a grunt that expressed
disgust he turned to her.
“I must go out again, Mrs. Wimble. You might try to
keep my dinner warm. I shall be back as soon as I possibly
can, though I have to go as far as I possibly can without
going into the sea itself. Just had a call from Linton - you
know, that fellow who lives in a bungalow on the cliffs.
Told me a cock-and-bull story of a big wreck on the beach
- as if anything could possibly be wrecked in mild weather
like this. I suppose he’s been drinking again, though he
sounds sober enough. Anyway, I shall have to go and see
what the trouble is, I expect.”
8
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“Oh, dear,” lamented Mrs Wimble. “Just when I had
such a lovely dinner ready for you!”
“Cannot be helped,” grunted her employer, picking up
his bag. He stamped around to his garage and brought out
the car. Soon the long suffering “seven” was on its way to
Mallen, the small hamlet on the coast, near the home of
Linton. Arriving there, Morson drove straight through the
village and parked his car on the sea front, recalling that
Linton had promised to meet him by the wreck. He noted
that it was well up on the sands, away from the sea, and
that the tide had only just turned and was coming in.
Rather puzzled by this fact, he approached the group of
figures standing around the wreck. One figure detached
itself and came to meet him. Morson recognised Linton.
“Hello, doctor. I’m afraid I was wrong. This isn’t the
wreck of a ship - at least, not a sea-going ship. It’s an airship.”
“An airship! Don’t be a fool, man. Who ever saw an airship looking like that thing?”
Linton, a retired weaver from Bradford, who had come
to live in Mallen two years before, was annoyed, he lapsed
into the language to which he was most accustomed.
“Tha’ hasn’t had a look at it, yet,” he said, “else tha’
wouldn’t be so sure. Go up to it and see for thysen. T’bobbie says that it’s a spaceship, same one as what it telled
about in t’paper a few weeks sin’.”
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“I remember,” said the doctor shortly, “I never heard
such balderdash in my life. Trying to reach the stars indeed!
As if the earth isn’t big enough for them.”
“Well, they went,” persisted Linton. “They’ve been away
some time now, and here they are, back again. Old ‘Ayman
said as ‘ow he’d heard it drop, and him as deaf as a post!
There’s nowt you can do, though. They’ve gotten them out
and not one of ‘em’s alive. No wonder, either. The thing is
made o’ steel, but it’s half buried in t’ sand and torn open
where it hit a rock.”
The doctor, without waiting to hear any more, walked
up to the wreck. A policeman was busy trying to keep the
small urchins from approaching too near.
“Good evening, Doctor.” he said. “I’m afraid there’s
nothing you can do for these poor fellows. They are
hacked and crushed to pieces. Three sailors want a bit of
attention, however. It seems they were first on the scene,
and without waiting for me, they tried to get inside to see if
anyone was alive. They cut themselves getting through the
opening. They should have known no one was alive, and
waited until we had someone with a blow-torch.”
“Are you sure they all got out? Did you have a thorough
look into the thing?”
“I don’t know whether the sailors did or not. I didn’t go
inside at all. They brought three men out and they are over
yonder, covered up. Not a pretty sight, as you might term
it, either.”
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“If this is the thing that’s supposed to be a spaceship,
then I am going inside. Four men went in the spaceship.”
“No, you’re not going inside,” retorted the policeman,
eyeing him uncertainly. “I’m here to guard this ship, and if
anyone goes in at all, it’s me. So you stop here while I go in
and have a look around.”
The doctor shook his head. “Let me go. If there is
someone inside and they are wounded, you won’t be able
to do anything for them. I can at least do something for
them.”
The officer scratched his head thoughtfully.
“I’ll come straight out if he’s dead,” added the doctor.
“All right,” said the policeman at last. “Go on then.
Mind you don’t cut yourself,” he added as an afterthought.
It was a remark that was made too late, for the doctor was
already scrambling through the rent in the metal, and he
had cut himself. His foot had slipped on the twisted metal
as he was getting through and, in an endeavour to save
himself from a fall, he had grasped at the torn edges.
“Damn!” he exclaimed, as the metal cut through his glove
and into his hand. Pausing in the opening, he whipped off
the glove and put his hand to his mouth. He spat out the
blood, and went further into the spaceship.
It was very dark in the interior, so he halted and withdrew from his bag a small torch. Flashing it in front of
him, he saw a large chamber filled with a debris of shat11
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tered apparatus. Staring at it, he reflected that even Sherlock Holmes himself would have had considerable difficulty in identifying the original purpose of the apparatus.
Placing his bag on the floor, he advanced cautiously
across the chamber. The light of his torch revealed among
the miscellaneous litter, bloodstains and a few pieces of
flesh which he had no difficulty in identifying as fingers.
The sight of this human wreckage, however, did not sicken
him, and he turned his torch in another direction, revealing
a narrow doorway. Through this he squeezed, to find himself in another chamber that was rather smaller than the
first one he had entered. He swung his torch upwards at
first, and was reminded, from the number of tubes of
varying sizes above him, of an organ loft. He smiled wryly
at the thought, and then swung his torch so that its rays fell
on the floor before him. There, almost at his feet, lay the
body of the fourth man. He was quite dead; there was no
necessity for close examination. The doctor did not even
trouble to look twice. Round the edge of the floor on
which he was standing was a repetition of the pipes or
tubes he could see above; but these, he could see, were
twisted and fractured, having borne the brunt of the landing. With a grunt of disgust, which conveyed what he
thought of men who were fools enough to try to leave
Earth, only to smash themselves to death on it, he turned
back to the main chamber.
It was at this moment that first noticed the throbbing of
his right hand, and mingled with the throbbing was a peculiar sensation of movement in it. Startled, he turned the
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light of the torch on his injury and was perturbed to see
that a curious greyness was clouding the wound, which by
this time had stopped bleeding. He stared at it for a moment, then shrugged his shoulders and bent to pick up his
bag.. In the act of doing this, his eyes alighted on a small
note-book whch was lying on the floor. Momentarily
switching off his torch to ensure that those outside did not
see his actions, he bent down and picked up the book. He
slipped it into his pocket, for he was distinctly curious
about the whole affair, despite his expressed disgust at the
men who had killed themselves. In doing this, he had no
thought that he was doing anything wrong, for he knew
quite well that the airship would carry a logbook, even as
ships at sea. This book, he believed, would only contain
the private jottings of one of the travellers. Hurriedly then
he flashed on his torch and made his way out of the spaceship. This time, as he passed through the entrance, he was
careful not to slip.
“Any luck?” asked the constable.
Morson shook his head. “There’s another inside,” he
said, “but he is quite dead.”
“I’m not surprised,” the policeman answered. “According to what they say, the thing came down like a blooming
meteorite!”
“Hardly that,” intersposed Linton, who was standing
near. “If it had done, it would have been red-hot.”
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An exclamation on the part of one of the bystanders
drew their attention to the fact that the tide was rapidly
coming in, and was starting to swirl around the base of the
wreck.
“This thing is going to be washed out to sea if they
don’t look sharp,” the constable grumbled. “I rang through
to Hull and the Inspector said he would be over with some
men. I wish they’d hurry.”
The doctor nodded. “Where are those sailors who need
some attention?”
“Up at the ‘Green Dragon’,” was the answer. “I reckon
you’d better go and look them over.”
“I will.” nodded the doctor, and added, with one of his
rare smiles: “hope you don’t get your feet wet watching this
thing.”
“Not on your life! I’m not stopping here to be
drowned.”
Doctor Morson hurried to the public house. He was
beginning to feel hungry, and his hand was causing him
considerable pain. He pushed his way through the front
door of the public house and entered the taproom. A
group of five sailors stared up at him. Three of them, he
noticed, had rough bandages on their hands. Ignoring their
excited chatter concerning the spaceship, he washed and
rebandaged their injuries. Even as he did so, he did not fail
to notice that their hands also bore the grey cast he had
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noticed on his own. When he had finished, he attended to
his own injury; and that settled to his satisfaction, he bade
goodbye to the sailors and strode out to his car, reflecting
that the probable reason for the presence of sailors at all in
the hamlet of Mallen was no doubt the attraction of the
blonde barmaid engaged at the “Green Dragon”. Reflecting on the follies of mankind, he drove home.
Some time later, his dinner eaten and he himself ensconced once more in his easy chair before the large fire in
the sitting room with only the throbbing ache of his hand
to remind him of his exploit, he thought of the notebook
in his pocket. Pausing only to fill a glass with whisky and
soda, he opened the notebook and with considerable curiosity began reading. As he read, his interest deepened.
Twice Mrs. Wimble entered to make up the fire, but it is
doubtful if the doctor even noticed her. The diary of a
space traveller held him so engrossed that he even forgot
his whisky and soda.
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CHAPTER III
DIARY OF A SPACE TRAVELLER
AUGUST THIRD … Feel this day much better. For the
past three days I have lain in a stupor so extreme that my
companions believed me to be dying. I have intended starting this diary on the first day of the voyage; this is the first
day, however, on which I have felt at all equal to the task. It
seems that I must have been very careless at the start in
not fixing myself properly in my berth, and, consequently,
suffered such a jolting that concussion followed. It must
have been carelessness on my part as none of my companions suffered anything worse than exceptionally severe
headaches. Although, when I think of it, Johnson looks as
if he has suffered a bit more than the others. He doesn’t
look too well. Lying here, watching my friends as they
move about our small prison, or home, whichever way one
looks at it, I am able to notice the motives that prompt
their every action. Griffith’s thoughtful face oft-times turns
my way and lights in a ready smile when his eyes meet
mine. Dawson, too, shows his sympathy in his eyes. It is
good to journey with such comrades. Johnson alone hasn’t
eyes for me; he, as the leader of the expedition, is too busy
checking the gauges and making sure that all is going well
with the flight of our ship. To Mars! Even now I can
hardly believe it; we have dreamed of this so long we have
come to look on it as no more than a dream; but ever the
spaceship took form before us under our own hands …
Yes, with our own hands we built it, and with our own
hands we pilot it. We are masters of space!
16
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August Tenth … Johnson tells me that we are making
good speed. I have not yet fully recovered - indeed, I fear
that in the past few days I have had a relapse - and have
not yet risen from my couch. Yet somehow I feel strangely
content to lie here and gaze about me, knowing that were I
on my feet I would be more likely to be in the way of my
companions. I know that I can trust myself in their hands;
they are quite capable of doing the work they have to do.
Johnson seems very satisfied with the way things are going,
and occasionally Dawson breaks into song. He has a fine
baritone voice, and he seems to have adapted a lyric of his
own to the ‘Largo Al Factotum’ song from “The Barber of
Seville.”
Griffiths says little, but his thoughtful eyes miss nothing.
I can see that.
August Twentieth … Rose from my couch for the first
time today. Even that slight exertion seemed almost too
much for me. I swayed on my feet, nauseated. Perhaps it
was the sensation of weightlessness that did it, for we have
long left the Earth’s gravitation. I looked through the forward view plate and saw the red planet, but it did not look
red any longer; it held a faintly golden tinge, a hazy and
beautiful colour…
August Twenty-fourth … My companions have assured
me that tomorrow we shall set foot for the first time on
Martian soil, but, as time passes, I am beginning to have
my doubts. Johnson is constantly having to slacken our
speed by means of the forward rockets, and each time we
seem to come to a standstill. I am aware that it is impossi17
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ble for that to happen, but I realise that it is considerably
delaying our arrival on the red planet. Still, that is much
better than bursting like a bomb on the surface of Mars,
which is what we would do if we slammed down hard with
all these rocket charges on board.
August Twenty-fifth … It is over; today we arrived on
Mars. It was a perfect landing that caused no one a moment’s worry. Johnson estimates our position to be near
the equator. The air has been tested, and, though quite
rarefied, has been found to be quite breathable. No signs
of life have been observed. We arrived at dusk, and it was
decided that no one should leave the ship before dawn. It
is bad enough to tread an alien planet in daylight, but at
night the dangers would be a thousand times intensified.
Away on one side of the ship stretches a great bronze coloured desert that reaches as far as the eye can see; infinitely
great it is, and equally desolate. On the other side, we can
see a great range of mountains, and in the nearer distance,
shadows that might, or might not, be trees. Ah, well! Tomorrow we shall know whether they are trees or not …
August Twenty-sixth . . . . Alas owing to another attack
of sickness I found myself unable to stand on my feet, let
alone leave the ship. I had the chagrin of having to watch
my companions set out without me. They were gone so
many hours that I became really worried, thinking that
perhaps they had lost their bearings. Deeply troubled, I
managed to rise from my couch and went to the window
where I might keep watch for them. Towards dusk they
came in sight, and they were running. I hurried to open the
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doors and they rushed inside, fastening the doors behind
them. I could see that something had alarmed them, by the
frequent glances they gave out of the window. For a long
time they disregarded my questioning, then Johnson said :
"It's something so weird and horrible, Raynor, that we
don't like to tell you."
"Go ahead and tell me," I answered "I'm not a child.
After all, I have a right to know what happened. Had I
been well, I should have accompanied you to-day."
"That's right; he has a right to know," Dawson commented.
"Then you tell him," Johnson said.
"When we left here," began Dawson, without further
ado, "we set off for the trees you can see over yonder. Yes,
they are trees all right, but of a sort that the devil must
have planted. We went right up to them and found them
the ugliest things imaginable. They are a dull bronze colour
— much as the whole world seems to be. We did not touch
them, being naturally suspicious, but circled round them
and made for the hills, Johnson reckoned that if there was
any life on the planet we would find it there. He reckoned
right. We found it, round-about noon. A little black thing
on six legs came running up to us at a terrific rate. It was
only about the size of a cat, yet it made an awful bellowing
sound that was the loudest noise I ever heard any animal
make. I'll admit I was too scared of the thing to move, but
Johnson had his rifle up and plugged the thing through its
head in a flash. Evidently things die here much the same
19
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way as they do on Earth when they are hit in the right
places, for he rolled over with a last howl, dead.
"We walked on, more warily after that, until we began
climbing the mountains themselves. Several times, in the
distance, we saw more of the strange creatures. They were
all in the same state of panic, tearing wildly up and down
the place. They ignored us entirely; indeed, I think the first
one must have run into us by mistake. Did I say all the
creatures were in that panic? No, they weren't; for when we
arrived further up, we found about two score of them nibbling away quite peacefully at some grass-like stuff. These,
although varying in no way from the others — regarding
appearance, that is — were almost sheep-like in their manner. One or two of the nearer ones did stroll curiously towards us and halted, staring, a few yards away. Herbivorous, I guess they must be, for they soon lost interest and
moved away. We went on then, convinced that we had
nothing to fear from these things, provided they were in
their placid state.
"Going a little further, we came out on a kind of plateau. This area was occupied by quite a number of animals
of a different kind from the others. They had only four
legs and were much larger. These, too, ignored us. Still further up the slope we came across more of these animals,
this time in the same state of insanity which had possessed
the smaller ones we met in the first stages of our journey.
Owing to their size, these were much more dangerous, so
we left that part pretty quickly.
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"The afternoon was well advanced, so we thought we
had better be making our way back to the ship. Coming
back, we noticed, for the first time, birds. Here, also for the
first time, we saw colour that was different from the everlasting bronze hue of the Martian world. The birds were
vari-coloured, but there was something strange about
them. Some, seemed quite normal, but others were the opposite. They flew madly about and dashed into trees, beating themselves into insensibility. It made us feel queer to
see them."
He drew his hand across his brow, and I was astonished
to see beads of sweat were forming on his forehead.
"Still others," he resumed, "seemed to be in a state of
torpor. These flew about in the most listless fashion, frequently dropping to rest on the ground. Their eyes were
open and had a fixed vacancy of stare. We felt that they did
not see us.
"As you will have gathered from my saying that some of
the birds flew into the trees, we had now reached the evillooking wood again. We stopped here, wanting to have another look at the trees. For the first time we noticed that
here were blossoms, or I should say buds. They had not
been there when we passed in the morning, and we wondered if they were flowers that came and went in a day.
However, if they had still to flower before night they
would have to be quick, for the sun was already setting.
"Crossing the plain, we noticed another change. The
sand, or whatever it is that the plain is composed of,
21
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seemed much sharper. Johnson had some in his boots and
it cut his feet." He broke off and glanced at the leader of
the expedition. "Are your feet hurting now? " he asked.
Johnson smiled. "To tell you the truth, I had forgotten
about it," was the answer. " I imagine those things we saw
later scared the pain clean out of me. I'd better see to
them, though; no telling what sort of blood-poisoning I
might have from that stuff."
"Where was I? Oh, we were just leaving the trees," resumed Dawson. "I happened to be in front, and when
Johnson complained of his feet I turned and looked back.
It was then that I noticed another manifestation of life,
this time much more menacing. Truly, this was the ultimate
horror.
"The first sign of it was a weird glowing formation
some distance away from us. For some time I stared in astonishment, until I noticed that it was fast approaching us;
I cried to the others, and they saw it also. How is it possible to describe this thing, if thing it was? I thought perhaps
at first that it was an illusion, and then I saw one of the
six-legged things running before it. A ribbon of substance
seemed to reach out then, and the small creature disappeared. Then I noticed how fast the thing was moving. It
seemed to lack shape; or rather, it changed shape with
every movement. It didn't walk; it didn't roll; it just moved.
Perhaps it glided; I did not stop to look, for it was coming
towards us, remember.
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"So we fled, and did not glance back until we felt that
we were no longer pursued. When I did look back, it was
to see that the thing had reached the trees, and there
seemed to be some awful, consummation taking place.
Once, it did seem that it was going to branch out after us,
and we ran then and did not stop until we reached the ship.
Even now the thing might come this way."
With those last words, Dawson turned again to the windows, and looked into the gathering darkness.
August Twenty-sixth … Once again I had to watch my
companions go out, meanwhile cursing the weakness that
will not let me take part in these excursions. This time they
returned well before dusk. With them they brought some
samples of life — vegetable life. Johnson has returned in a
queer mood; he has not opened his mouth since he entered. Griffiths has apparently sustained an injury to his
hand. Dawson alone is talkative and natural. I feel rather
puzzled over Johnson and Griffiths …
The samples of life they have broaght back are small; a
few bronze-coloured branches, a few of which appear to
be seeds, and three beautiful flowers. All, Dawson informs
me, came from the trees we could see from the ship. When
they arrived, the flowers were little more than buds; as
darkness advances they seem to be opening fully. They are
all of the same design and have about them a breath-taking
beauty. Their centres are ringed — the inner ring a dull
gold in colour, the second bronze coloured, and the outer
ring is black. Outside the rings are bronze-coloured petals.
Queer, isn't it, what strange impressions one can get from
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a few flowers? I can sit here and stare at them and dream
strange dreams they seem to evoke …
I can dream of a great civilisation that has lived and
died; a civilisation that died in madness … And the flowers
seem to dance before my eyes … Yes, they dance; there is
no breeze in the spaceship but they are dancing; swaying
from side to side … Queer, isn't it? Dawson says the scent
from them is peculiarly heavy, and again I agree. I find, the
scent very heavy, so that, try as I might, I cannot keep my
eyes open.
August Twenty-seventh … This morning I recovered
consciousness with a sensation of ineffable longing for the
dreams I had had during the night. I did not wish to
awaken; I wanted to dream on and on for ever. On comparing notes with the others — Johnson and Griffiths
seem to have recovered a little from their quietness of the
preceding day - I found that all were subjected to the same
horrible yet beautiful dreams. Dreams of eerie enchantment! We agreed that the cause of those dreams must lie in
the fragrance of the flowers my companions had brought
into the ship. We found them withered and dead this
morning, as if the first light of dawn had blasted their
magic power.
Feeling much stronger, however, I told my fellowvoyagers that this time I was accompanying them on their
exploration. We resolved to capture, if possible, one of the
six-legged creatures to take back to Earth with us as proof
of our story. Dawson decided he would take the camera.
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So we set out on the expedition. Soon, I was examining
those trees I had heard so much about, but we did not
hesitate over them long. Johnson seemed intent on getting
hold of one of the six-legged creatures. There we had a
task. He did not fancy one of the mad ones — I don't
think any of us did — so we had further to go to reach the
plains where they had first observed the calmer creatures.
However, we reached it without further adventure, and at
length succeeded in securing one of the creatures. It
seemed quite harmless and peaceful; and Johnson tucked it
underneath his arm as if he had carried one of the things
about with him for years. By the time this capture had been
effected and Dawson had taken a few photographs, dusk
was again falling. We hurried past the trees, noticing that
the flowers upon them were already opening, and were
four hundred yards from the spaceship when Johnson noticed the approach of one of the dread things from which
they had escaped two nights before. This time it was in the
distance, at the other side of the spaceship, so that the
spaceship lay between us and it. Realising its nearness and
rapid approach, we saw the need for haste. I could feel the
sharp, glass-like shards of the plain piercing my boots, but
there was no time in which to walk carefully. Suddenly the
creature which Johnson was carrying gave a sharp squeal
of fear and jumped from his arms and fled. In his attempts
to recapture it Johnson stumbled into Dawson, both of
them sprawling full-length on the ground. The camera flew
into the air and fell to the ground some distance away. As
they picked themselves up, it seemed evident that Dawson
was going to take a chance and fetch the camera before
going on to the ship, but I indicated to him the nearness of
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the gliding horror. Together the four of us rushed to the
ship, reaching it by what was a scant margin of safety before the thing itself was on us. We rushed inside and secured the doors.
"Get ready for departure," ordered Johnson, curtly.
I made all haste to fasten myself in my bunk, the others
doing likewise.. Fortunately the ship had been prepared for
departure, and the rockets were in firing position. By the
time we were ready, the strange something, that had no
counterpart on Earth, was about the ship itself. Johnson
pressed over the levers. There was a sudden jarring shock
and a terrific screaming noise which we had not experienced when leaving Earth — not to such an extent or such
a pitch. The ship hardly seemed to move for a moment,
and then we leapt upwards, effortlessly. We were free, and
the horror on Mars was left behind us.
September Fourth … Somehow I have not had the impulse to write these last few days. My feet have been giving
me considerable pain, and I have spent a lot of time bathing them. All of us suffered cuts in that flight across the
bronze desert. I have not failed to notice the throbbing
ache in my wounds which Johnson felt the first time he cut
himself. I am led to wonder if a strange and horrible kind
of blood-poisoning can follow in the wake of these cuts
received in an alien world.
September Tenth … A pall of doom seems to have settled on the ship. No one seems to wish to speak; it is as if
we feel we are going to die and shall not see the Earth
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again. Dear God, how glad I shall be when this voyage of
death is over! Perhaps, when we reach Earth again, my
mind will become more normal than it seems at present. In
the acclamations of the peoples of the Earth, we shall
perhaps rediscover ourselves … "
Eagerly Doctor Morson turned to the next page. A sigh
of disappointment left his lips as he noted that it was
blank. He had read the last entry in the diary of the dead
space traveller, and it would not tell him what had happened in those last hours before the ship crashed to Earth.
Disconsolately he stuffed the diary into his book-case. It
came to his mind that something was troubling him, and
for a few moments he could not think what it was. Then
he glanced at his injured hand and knew …
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CHAPTER IV
DOCTOR MORSON’S PRIVATE LIFE
SEVERAL OF DR. MORSON'S patients commented on
the fact that he was changing in the months that followed
the return of the spaceship. It was noticed that he was becoming much thinner, and that he seemed very quiet and
sometimes preoccupied in manner, even when dealing with
cases that should have been considered important. Not
long after the incident on Mallen beach, he closed his surgery for a fortnight and shut himself from the sight of
man. In those two weeks he saw only Mrs. Wimble, and it
is doubtful if he said more than a score of words to her in
the course of a whole fortnight. But at length he seemed
to recover somewhat from this desire for solitude; be resumed his part in the life of Lansmere. Yet the months
that followed seemed to give evidence to the theory commonly held in the village that he was "cracking up," for on
several occasions he diagnosed the wrong ailment, and in
other cases he sometimes prescribed the wrong medicine.
Doctor Morson was fast approaching the stage when it
would no longer be safe for him to practice his profession.
It was about this time that his private life changed. As a
general rule, the doctor had spent his evenings reading before his own fireside, with occasional visits to the local
public-house, just, as he himself put it, for a change. These
habits were suddenly given up. The doctor became a frequenter of public-houses on the water-front in the nearby
port of Hull. It was not his own desires that led him on
these strange errands, but rather some inner force of
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which he, though a doctor, knew nothing. He would sit,
whisky before him, in low dens, staring unseeingly at the
life that passed before his eyes. There, night after night, he
spent his time. At length that inner force must have been
satisfied. For there came a night when three sailors entered
the tavern wherein he was seated; three sailors whom he
had already met. Upon entering, they stood by the bar; but
presently the eyes of one of the men alighted on the doctor, and he spoke to his companions. The three of them
approached Morson.
"Hello, Doctor," said the first one.
Morson looked up at him, uncomprehendingly. "You
know me, do you?"
"Sure. Don't you remember that space thing or whatever it was that came down on the beach at Mallen? We are
those sailors you attended. You must remember."
The doctor nodded. "Oh, yes, of course, I remember
now. Silly of me to forget, wasn't it? Have a drink, will
you?"
"Seems funny, seeing you here," said the sailor, as he
and his companions accepted the offer. "It's one of those
things you feel must happen. I just knew we'd run into you
again some time, and in one of these places, too."
"Well, it is not one of my usual habits to visit these
places," answered Morson. "I must have felt that I needed
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a change. I have wondered if I would ever run into you
chaps again."
"You must have felt the same way as we have done
about the job," grinned the sailor.
"Looks like it." assented the doctor. "Are you through
for tonight?"
"Through? Oh. yes. We just arrived today. Free for
about four days. We reckon our money will last that long."
"Off again when you have spent it all, eh? Well, it isn't a
bad idea." The doctor seemed to be taking more interest in
his surroundings now, and he glanced at his watch. "I shall
have to go. Perhaps I shall run into you again some time. If
you are ever around Langmere way — though I don't suppose you chaps will ever go that far inland — you must
drop in and see me."
Rising, he wished the sailors goodnight. Something inside him was satisfied, had he known it. Contact had been
established between that inner life and others of its kind.
For several weeks after that episode Morson was quite
normal in his habits, although in his practise he was rapidly
proceeding downhill.
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CHAPTER V
DOCTOR HARVEY.
THE APPALLING CHANGES that were taking place in
Dr. Morson continued during the following months. The
day came when he had to give up his practise; had he not
done so, there is no doubt but that he would have made
some fatal mistakes. Despite the fact that he had now no
source of income, he began living extravagantly. He became a heavy drinker. It is debatable whether this proclivity
for alcohol accelerated the strange disease that had come
upon him; certainly it would not do him any good. Inevitably, the day came when he fell into my hands, in that he
became an inmate of my asylum.
It happened in this manner. His housekeeper, entering
his room one morning, was shocked to find him sitting in
the chair by his fireside, with his clothing dishevelled and
his eyes glassy. The terrified woman ran out and fetched a
policeman, who was unable to understand what ailed the
man, and who had in turn fetched the doctor who had
taken Morson's place. The doctor, as capable a person as
Morson had been in the past, was unable to tell what was
wrong with Morson. He seemed to be unconscious of all
that went on about him, for all that they could move him
and make him walk about. It seemed that the light in his
brain had been quenched.
They seem to have been in doubt as to what, to do
about him; eventually another doctor was fetched and they
went into a long discussion on his symptoms and what
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manner of disease had attacked him. Finally, they decided
they could do nothing for him and that he was incurably
insane. Thus he was brought to my home. I was deeply
interested, never having before come in contact with such
a case as he presented; and I made what attempts I could
to revive him, even going so far as to use drugs. However,
even the last-named course was of no avail, and it seemed
that he would pass the rest of his days in his present state.
This belief was further strengthened by the passing of
several weeks in which no change whatever occurred; and I
was more than ever convinced that he would never regain
his faculties, but remain little more than an automaton.
It was about two months after Morson's entry into my
home that a sale of all his possessions was held at his old
house. Morson's only relative was a cousin and, as the doctor was found to be bankrupt, it was decided that all his
goods be sold by public auction. The cousin arranged with
me regarding Morson's stay in my home, paying me for
twelve months in advance. Naturally, I was not averse to
this unusual step. The cousin then disappeared from the
scene and I have seen nothing of him since.
I decided to attend this sale, thinking there might be
some books in the doctor's library which would be of interest to me. However, I found that the books were not to
be split into different parcels but were to be sold in one
lot. Despite this, I made a bid of what I thought to be a
reasonable amount, but desisted bidding any further when
this bid was almost doubled by a tall stranger. No one else
made a bid, and the books became his. When they were
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knocked down to him he glanced across at me momentarily. With the purchase, his interest in the sale seemed to be
at an end, as mine was. I turned away and was walking
briskly through the village when I heard a voice hail me.
" Just a minute, Professor Rickwood !"
1 looked back. It was the tall stranger who had purchased the books. I waited until he drew level.
"Yes?"
"My name is Harvey — Doctor Harvey. You may have
heard of me at some time."
"Indeed I have," I rejoined, extending my hand. " I am
glad to make your personal acquaintance, knowing the
good work you have done in medical research."
His lean face flushed, with pleasure. "Thanks," he said.
"I say, where can we talk?"
"We might try the parlour at the local pub. Everyone is
at the sale, so it should be quiet just now."
He nodded agreement, and not until we were seated in
the public-house did he speak again. Then, gazing at me
keenly through his gold-rimmed pince-nez, he started
speaking.
"It might interest you to know that I have a keen interest in our unfortunate friend, Doctor Morson," he began.
"You see, the man trained at the same time and place as
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myself, and having read of his sudden — indisposition —
I was minded to find out what had really happened to him.
Tell me, he has never seemed to be the type of man who
would end up as a patient of yours, Professor. He was too
normal and well-balanced; too steady-going and unimaginative, shall we say? I wondered if there was a possibility
of his having taken up the study of something very unusual. I might add that this is the reason for my purchase
of his books."
"I had the same impressions regarding Morson as you
had," I commented, " He seemed sane enough … Let me
think back a moment … The villagers first began talking
about him shortly after the spaceship affair … “
"Spaceship Affair? What was that?" interrupted my
companion.
"Surely you remember those fellows who crashed in a
spaceship on the coast near here? The papers were full of
it. Doctor Morson was the doctor who was called to them.
Not that he could do anything for them when he arrived
on the scene; they were already dead."
"Yes, I remember the affair; but I had not heard his
name coupled with it before."
"M'm. Well, he has a horror of publicity, or had, so they
would just put 'the local doctor was called,' and let it go at
that. Had he been able to do anything for the men, perhaps he would have received more publicity; as it was, he
could do nothing. Wait — I believe he attended to some
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injured sailors. However, I don't think that has anything to
do with what happened to him. It was shortly after this
affair, as I was saying, that he began to be talked about. He
became very morose. That was the first symptom, from
which he seemed to recover; the next thing I knew, I had
him as a patient."
"I wonder if there is any connection?" murmured Doctor Harvey. "It does seem strange, although, of course, it
might be merely coincidence. How does the doctor seem
now?"
"I should say there is no hope of his recovery. Perhaps
you would like to see him? "
"If I may?" "Certainly." With that I took him to the asylum to see Morson for himself. The interview was of little
value; Morson gave no sign that he knew Harvey, or that
he even knew we were with him. Harvey left soon.
“I am returning to London now," he said. " Here is my
address. Should there be any change in Morson's condition
at any time, I should be glad if you would let me know."
"I will." I promised, taking the card he offered me and
gripping his outstretched hand.
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CHAPTER VI
DOCTOR HARVEY'S THEORY.
SEVERAL WEEKS PASSED without any change in the
condition of Doctor Morson. In the meantime I received a
letter from Doctor Harvey telling me of his discovery of a
diary amongst the books he had purchased — the diary of
a space traveller, which you have already read. At that time
I did not comprehend what bearing this diary had on the
case, but Harvey seemed so excited about it that I was
puzzled as to what he was thinking. In his letter, he gave
me the gist of what the diary contained, and at the time I
noted his references to the injured men, but did not in any
way connect them with Doctor Morson.
I remember quite well the morning my assistant, Lefarge, came running into the room, excited for the first
time I had ever seen him excited.
"Professor!" he cried. "Come quickly! The doctor seems
to be recovering!"
"Impossible! " I exclaimed, but nevertheless hurried at
his heels and looked with him through the glass panel in
the door of the doctor's room. Our patient was seated on
the edge of his bed and he was singing softly to himself. It
was the first noise he had made since entering the asylum
and, although I was accustomed to hearing lunatics sing,
the song that emanated from the lips of Doctor Morson
was a sound that I could never have imagined had I not
heard it. It was a dreadful sound, unearthly and horrible.
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Some weird, some intangible force seemed to exude from
it, so that it seemed as if every note he sang had an echo in
my brain. I cast a sharp glance at Lefarge and saw that he,
too, was similarly affected; his eyes were very bright, and
tiny rivulets of sweat were forming on his brow. Opening
the door, I called out to Morson, "Stop that!"
He, ignored me, singing as if he had never heard me. I
then hurried inside and seized him by the shoulder, shaking him hard. "Stop that!" I repeated harshly.
His face did not change, nor did the vacant look leave
his eyes. Indeed, the only change that seemed to have taken
place in his condition was the fact that he was using his
voice. He ignored my words and actions, but suddenly fell
silent as if of his own accord. There followed then, after a
short silence, the sound of several syllables.
“Iek—eeka—arnee …” That is what the noise sounded
like. He continued in this strain for some time, until presently I tired of hearing him and shook him again. Again he
did not seem to notice me. Somehow, in his speaking, I
was reminded of a child with a new toy. He was learning to
speak, I felt. Reflecting on this, I left Lefarge with instructions to keep his eye on the man, and report to me at once
if anything further happened. Then I returned to my
room, where I wrote a letter to Harvey, informing him of
the latest developments. Within a few days I received a letter in reply, in which he informed me that he was coming
to visit me, and on the following day he arrived.
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"I've wanted to get away from London for some time,"
were his first words. "I have been expecting a further development with regard to Morson. Meanwhile, I have been
trying to trace three sailors."
"Three sailors? What on earth for?"
"Well, I know that three sailors were injured in addition
to Morson. Therefore, they were susceptible to the same
disease that overtook our friend, Doctor Morson."
I looked at him, puzzled. "Come on," I said. "Out with
it. You might as well give me your theory, as to leave me in
the darkness, guessing, and not knowing what on earth you
are talking about."
"Perhaps I don't mean on Earth," smiled Harvey.
"Anyway, I'll tell you as much as I know. I told you about
the diary and those men on the spaceship suffering from
injuries, didn't I? Well it seems to me that some form of
parasitic Martian life was able to enter their blood-stream
through their wounds. After all, who knows what kind of
life exists on Mars? Why should it follow the course it has
followed on this planet? It appears to me that the main
sort of life on Mars is parasitic, and lives on — or rather in
— its victims. We have some evidence of that in the diary,
where the writer mentions that certain of the creatures of
Mars appeared to be afflicted with madness, and others did
not appear to be so affected."
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"Then — you mean that the men who returned from
Mars became afflicted with insanity? An insanity caused by
the parasites which had entered their systems?"
"That's just what I do mean," Harvey said, seriously.
"Perhaps, in the short length of time left to them, the affliction had not time to manifest itself fully. They died almost normal. But their dead bodies were useless to the
Martian parasites, which could live only in live bodies.
When those living men arrived on the scene and conveniently cut themselves on the spaceship, the parasites
changed quarters. Had it not been for the men being injured, the things would doubtless have escaped from the
spaceship and waited their opportunity in the hamlet
nearby. Somebody, sooner or later, was bound to have received an injury at some time, and the things would have
had their start. Heaven only knows what might happen to
those sailors. You see, they're in the East somewhere, Singapore, as a matter of fact, and the things might have
some infernal way of seeding. I gather from the diary that
they are plant life. Once they get a hold. I can see the disease — if we can call it a disease—spreading like wildfire
throughout the whole world."
"It seems so incredible," I gasped. "Such a thing taxes
the imagination. It isn't possible! I mean — oh, damn it,
are you sure of all this?"
Harvey nodded. "As confident as it is possible for me to
be. How else do you explain the theory of his madness?
You knew the type of man Morson was? How else do you
explain the diary? It all traces back to that affair. Mind you,
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I have awakened the Government to the danger and I am
leaving for the East, on the track of those sailors. I shall
have to find them. It is only a matter of six weeks since
they sailed for Singapore, and by this time they must be
showing some symptoms, even if their powers of resistance are greater than Morson's were. You are warned; you
can keep your eyes on Morson. I must get out there and
trace those men before the things seed, if seed they do."
"I can't see any way —" I began.
He stopped me. "No, I know you cannot see any way in
which they could seed. Neither can I, but that does not
mean to say they can't seed. We aren't dealing with plants
of Earth now. There's nothing like, these things on Earth.
But we do know that in order to keep on living, plants
have to seed, and I fancy that applies to Martian plants as
well as those on our world."
"True enough," I agreed. "The trouble seems to be in
finding out which way they do it. Would you — " I had not
finished what I was going to say when Lefarge came running into the room.
"I can't stand it! I can't stand it!" he screamed, upon seeing me.
"Lefarge!" I exclaimed, severely, "pull yourself together,
man."
"What's the matter with you?" Harvey asked. Lefarge
turned to him.
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"It's that — that Morson. His face is twitching in an
awful manner! It's horrible! Professor!" he cried, swinging
round to me, "I can't stand it; you'll have to send me
away!"
"Nonsense, man. You'll be all right," I told him, with a
confidence I did not feel. "Just keep as calm as you can
over the business."
I nodded to Harvey and we walked along the passage,
Lefarge cringing behind us. Morson was singing again, we
found upon reaching his chamber; the horrible and unearthly song we had heard before. Presently, as we
watched, he paused in his song, and his face twitched in a
ghastly grimace.
"Look!" exclaimed Harvey. "I'm right! Can't you see it is
learning to smell?"
"It!" I repeated.
"Yes, it! Morson, as Morson, has lost control of his
senses; what you see is the alien intelligence learning how
to use the senses which were Morson's. In a little while, the
thing will learn how to use his eyes and presently his whole
body! I fear that the time is coming when we shall have to
destroy it. Otherwise we may have the alien intelligence in
full possession of the faculties of man."
“It is incredible!" I gasped.
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"Incredible or not, it is taking place before our very
eyes. Now, are you sure you can handle him? I shall have to
go East. All you have to do is to see that he is confined to
this chamber. You must not let him contact any other person." He paused. "I almost think it would be as well if we
destroyed it now, before it is too late. But I think you
should be able to handle it. You see, I want as much data
as I can have on the disease. Several other expeditions are
being prepared now for the journey to Mars, and we must
have something to counteract a disease of this kind. An
antidote must be found. Anyway, watch him as much as
you can. Should he at any time reach what appears to you
to be a dangerous state, do not hesitate to destroy him."
With those last words, Harvey departed for the East.
There followed, for me, a period of strange inactivity and
disquiet. I could concentrate on nothing save the case of
Doctor Morson. Carefully carrying out Harvey's instructions. I jotted down anything I thought of interest. Soon
another change made itself evident. The thing began to
taste its food. Always it had had to be forcibly fed; now it
was learning to relish what was given to it. I felt that very
soon the thing would begin to use its eyes, and then perhaps its whole body. Twice I thought of killing it — but
reflected each time that Harvey might return before such a
step became absolutely necessary. For it seemed to me that
it would be very like committing murder, however much
like the alien life it became. In my mind it was still a human
being; still Doctor Morson. Fortunately, however, Harvey
returned much earlier than I had expected. I looked at him
as he, greeted me.
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"So you never traced them?"
A wry grin crossed his face. "I did trace them; I traced
them as far as a ship called "The Dusky Maid," which
sailed from Singapore and was lost with all hands somewhere in the Pacific. They joined that ship at Singapore;
plenty of people remembered the three mad sailors, as
they were called. Strange, but their madness took a different form from that taken by Doctor Morson … I have
verified the fact that not a soul was saved, and we can only
hope that at the bottom of the ocean that alien life has no
chance of coming to fulfilment, as it is doing with Morson.
Now, what of Morson? Is there any noticeable change in
his condition? "
"He seems to have recovered the sense of taste."
Harvey nodded thoughtfully. "H'm. I wonder … He’ll
have the sense of hearing next, I'll bet. Be funny if we
were wrong, and it was the real Morson returning, wouldn't
it?"
"You don't mean that there is a possibility of that happening? "
"Not on your life!" he laughed shortly. "No, it is my
opinion that Morson, as Morson, has gone for good."
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CHAPTER VII
DEATH OF MORSON.
HARVEY WAS RIGHT in his surmise. In less than a
month the thing that occupied Morson's body had now
attained the power of hearing. By this time I had come to
believe that Harvey's theory must be right, and that an
alien intelligence must inhabit the body of Morson. Indeed, there was no alternative to this belief, much as I
wished to find one.
By this time there had taken place in the body of Morson certain horrible changes. His legs, for instance, had
atrophied to such an extent that it was doubtful if they
could ever be used again for the purpose of walking, or
even of supporting the body. The arms were much the
same, as was the body, but the head seemed to have increased greatly in size. It was at this time that Harvey
commented on the state of his heart, informing me that
Morson was weakening and evincing the opinion that he
would not last much longer.
“It will be better if he dies," I said. "After all, you can
hold an autopsy then and find out what really is inside
him."
"Yes, we cannot just let the matter drop when he dies.
We want something. In fact, the sooner he dies, the better
it will be for me, in one way. I shall be able to give the
Government some convincing proof."
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"In that case, wouldn't it be better if we helped him to
die?"
He hesitated a moment. "I don't want to speed the
process," he said, at length. "I'm more interested in seeing
what changes can take place. It seems to me that if the
body of Morson stands up long enough to the punishment
it is undoubtedly receiving, we shall have the spectacle of
that self-same body becoming revitalized by the alien force
of the thing inside him."
I shuddered. "How horrible!" I began to feel then that
the case was getting far beyond me, as it had gone beyond
Lefarge. Lefarge had become gradually worse, so that I had
had to take him off the case of Morson. I had delayed that
too long, however, and the mind of Lefarge had definitely
slipped. Still, I believe that with care the man will recover,
and meanwhile it shall be my duty to give him the best of
attention.
Doctor Harvey insisted on taking full charge of Morson, and I was not sorry to let him do so. For Morson,
meanwhile, had grown more horrible than ever. His eyes
had sunk deeply into his head, he had gone completely
bald, and an expression that was little short of hideous
seemed to have become fixed on his face. I looked upon
him with extreme loathing, feeling that the object was a
challenge to my own sanity. With regard to Harvey, I could
see that the more he saw of Morson, the more interested
he became. It was evident that Harvey would never be
overcome with horror; he was too much of a real doctor
to be worried by what he would describe as "a detail of
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'the change. '" He spent a considerable amount of time in
the room where Morson was imprisoned ; evidently making the room perfectly airtight against an eventuality that
only he foresaw.
However, things were now rapidly approaching their
climax. There came a day when Harvey burst into my
room with an exclamation of "Come! He's dying!"
Knowing immediately to whom he referred, I exclaimed
"Thank God!" and followed him to the room of Morson.
The late village doctor was indeed dying. He lay on his narrow couch, and the groans that emanated from that awful
form froze me to the marrow. Presently, as we stood there,
the death rattle sounded in his throat, and there was a sudden violent convulsion of his form. Sporadic twitchings
shook it for a moment, and at last it was still. For a couple
of minutes we stood looking at that silent form.
"Thank God that's over," I muttered. "You are sure it is
dead?"
Harvey held up his hand for silence, his eyes fixed on
the form of Morson. Good God, did I indeed see a
movement? Yes — there was! Suddenly there was a horrible crackling sound, and at the same time Harvey's hand
swept out, to bundle me head over heels through the door.
He flung himself through with me, and closed the door
quickly behind us, even as a sudden convulsion shook the
man who should have been dead. I leapt to my feet and
looked, with Harvey, through the glass panel in the door.
The clothing of the thing was bursting. A strange, cloudy
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greyness made itself manifest in the room, in the immediate vicinity of the body.
"There you are, the thing is seeding," Harvey commented. "That room would be dangerous now, for it is
filled with the life of Mars. We must hope that we can destroy it with chemicals. That shall be my experimental
chamber. Thank heaven I made the room airtight, so that
those seeds of death cannot get out here."
"What made it choose this time to seed?" I asked.
"That decision was forced upon it by the death of Morson. The blood in his veins congealing would not support
the alien life as it had done. The thing burst from his body
in the form of seeds. Had that event taken place outside,
my friend, I am afraid that nothing would have stopped the
scourge of the age. Civilization itself would have perished
before the onslaught of these parasites. We can congratulate ourselves, on having avoided, a terrible thing."
Well, there is little more to add. The strange case of
Doctor Morson was concluded, although in future restless
nights I was to dream of the things from Mars. Doctor
Harvey was able to isolate some of the seeds for research
work, and the rest were destroyed by chemicals. Nothing
further has been heard concerning the three sailors, and we
can only assume that the things died with them. But sometimes I wonder if this incident is but a chapter in a story,
and each morning I watch the newspapers for reports of
strange happenings. Even now, those things in the depths
of the ocean might be finding a way to carry on their life.
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A scourge from the sea might arise … Or the remains of
the spaceship may be impregnated With those germs or
seeds, call them what you will. But such a disease makes us
reflect on what other things may lie in wait for us, when
man reaches forth for the stars again. I know man will not
be content to remain on Earth. Although spaceships even
now stand waiting because protection against the horrible
life of Mars has not been devised, man will not wait for
ever … For man must seek, and man must conquer … !

THE END
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