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I. The Strange Man’s Arrival

Th e stranger came early in February, one wintry day, 

through a biting wind and a driving snow, the last snow-

fall of the year, over the down, walking as if seemed from 

Bramblehurst railway station, and carrying a little black 

portmanteau in his thickly gloved hand. He was wrapped 

up from head to foot, and the brim of his soft felt hat hid 

every inch of his face but the shiny tip of his nose; the 

snow had piled itself against his shoulders and chest, and 

added a white crest to the burden he carried. He stag-

gered into the Coach and Horses, more dead than alive 

as if seemed, and fl ung his portmanteau down. “A fi re,” 

he cried, “in the name of human charity! A room and a 

fi re!” He stamped and shook the snow from off  himself 

in the bar, and followed Mrs. Hall into her guest parlour 

to strike his bargain. And with that much introduction, 
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that and a couple of sovereigns1 fl ung upon the table, he 

took up his quarters in the inn.

Mrs. Hall lit the fi re and left him there while she went 

to prepare him a meal with her own hands. A guest to 

stop at Iping in the wintertime was an unheard-of piece 

of luck, let alone a guest who was no “haggler,” and she 

was resolved to show herself worthy of her good fortune. 

As soon as the bacon was well under way, and Millie, her 

lymphatic maid, had been brisked up a bit by a few deft-

ly chosen expressions of contempt, she carried the cloth, 

plates, and glasses into the parlour and began to lay them 

with the utmost éclat. Although the fi re was burning up 

briskly, she was surprised to see that her visitor still wore 

his hat and coat, standing with his back to her and star-

ing out of the window at the falling snow in the yard. His 

gloved hands were clasped behind him, and he seemed 

to be lost in thought. She noticed that the melted snow 

that still sprinkled his shoulders dropped upon her car-

pet. “Can I take your hat and coat, sir,” she said, “and give 

them a good dry in the kitchen?”

“No,” he said without turning.

She was not sure she had heard him, and was about 

to repeat her question.

He turned his head and looked at her over his shoul-

der. “I prefer to keep them on,” he said with emphasis, 

and she noticed that he wore big blue spectacles with 

side-lights, and had a bushy side-whisker over his coat-

collar that completely hid his cheeks and face.

1 Sovereign — a British gold coin from 1489. From 1816, it 

is worth one pound sterling. (Here and further on — the 

editor’s notes.)
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“Very well, sir,” she said. “As you like. In a bit the room 

will be warmer.”

He made no answer, and had turned his face away 

from her again, and Mrs. Hall, feeling that her conver-

sational advances were ill-timed, laid the rest of the table 

things in a quick staccato and whisked out of the room. 

When she returned he was still standing there, like a 

man of stone, his back hunched, his collar turned up, his 

dripping hat-brim turned down, hiding his face and ears 

completely. She put down the eggs and bacon with con-

siderable emphasis, and called rather than said to him, 

“Your lunch is served, sir.”

“Th ank you,” he said at the same time, and did not 

stir until she was closing the door. Th en he swung round 

and approached the table with a certain eager quickness.

As she went behind the bar to the kitchen she heard 

a sound repeated at regular intervals. Chirk, chirk, chirk, 

it went, the sound of a spoon being rapidly whisked 

round a basin. “Th at girl!” she said. “Th ere! I clean forgot. 

It’s her being so long!” And while she herself fi nished 

mixing the mustard, she gave Millie a few verbal stabs 

for her excessive slowness. She had cooked the ham and 

eggs, laid the table, and done everything, while Millie 

(help indeed!) had only succeeded in delaying the mus-

tard. And him a new guest and wanting to stay! Th en she 

fi lled the mustard pot, and, putting it with a certain 

stateliness upon a gold and black tea-tray, carried it into 

the parlour.

She rapped and entered promptly. As she did so her 

visitor moved quickly, so that she got but a glimpse of a 

white object disappearing behind the table. It would 

seem he was picking something from the fl oor. She 
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rapped down the mustard pot on the table, and then she 

noticed the overcoat and hat had been taken off  and put 

over a chair in front of the fi re, and a pair of wet boots 

threatened rust to her steel fender. She went to these 

things resolutely. “I suppose I may have them to dry now,” 

she said in a voice that brooked no denial.

“Leave the hat,” said her visitor, in a muffl  ed voice, 

and turning she saw he had raised his head and was sit-

ting and looking at her.

For a moment she stood gaping at him, too surprised 

to speak.

He held a white cloth — it was a serviette he had 

brought with him — over the lower part of his face, so 

that his mouth and jaws were completely hidden, and 

that was the reason of his muffl  ed voice. But it was not 

that which startled Mrs. Hall. It was the fact that all his 

forehead above his blue glasses was covered by a white 

bandage, and that another covered his ears, leaving not 

a scrap of his face exposed excepting only his pink, 

peaked nose. It was bright, pink, and shiny just as it had 

been at fi rst. He wore a dark-brown velvet jacket with a 

high, black, linen-lined collar turned up about his neck. 

Th e thick black hair, escaping as it could below and be-

tween the cross bandages, projected in curious tails and 

horns, giving him the strangest appearance conceivable. 

Th is muffl  ed and bandaged head was so unlike what she 

had anticipated, that for a moment she was rigid.

He did not remove the serviette, but remained hold-

ing it, as she saw now, with a brown gloved hand, and 

regarding her with his inscrutable blue glasses. “Leave 

the hat,” he said, speaking very distinctly through the 

white cloth.
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Her nerves began to recover from the shock they had 

received. She placed the hat on the chair again by the 

fi re. “I didn’t know, sir,” she began, “that —” and she 

stopped, embarrassed.

“Th ank you,” he said drily, glancing from her to the 

door and then at her again.

“I’ll have them nicely dried, sir, at once,” she said, and 

carried his clothes out of the room. She glanced at his 

white-swathed head and blue goggles again as she was 

going out of the door; but his napkin was still in front of 

his face. She shivered a little as she closed the door be-

hind her, and her face was eloquent of her surprise and 

perplexity. “I never,” she whispered. “Th ere!” She went 

quite softly to the kitchen, and was too preoccupied to 

ask Millie what she was messing about with now, when 

she got there.

Th e visitor sat and listened to her retreating feet. He 

glanced inquiringly at the window before he removed 

his serviette, and resumed his meal. He took a mouthful, 

glanced suspiciously at the window, took another mouth-

ful, then rose and, taking the serviette in his hand, 

walked across the room and pulled the blind down to 

the top of the white muslin that obscured the lower 

panes. Th is left the room in a twilight. Th is done, he 

returned with an easier air to the table and his meal.

“Th e poor soul’s had an accident or an operation or 

somethin’,” said Mrs. Hall. “What a turn them bandages 

did give me, to be sure!”

She put on some more coal, unfolded the clothes-

horse, and extended the traveller’s coat upon this. “And 

they goggles! Why, he looked more like a divin’-helmet 

than a human man!” She hung his muffl  er on a corner 
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THE TIME MACHINE
An Invention

І. Inventor

Th e Time Traveller (for so it will be convenient to 

speak of him) was expounding a recondite matter to us. 

His pale grey eyes shone and twinkled, and his usually 

pale face was flushed and animated. The fire burnt 

brightly, and the soft radiance of the incandescent lights 

in the lilies of silver caught the bubbles that fl ashed and 

passed in our glasses. Our chairs, being his patents, em-

braced and caressed us rather than submitted to be sat 

upon, and there was that luxurious after-dinner atmos-

phere, when thought runs gracefully free of the trammels 

of precision. And he put it to us in this way — marking 

the points with a lean forefi nger — as we sat and lazily 

admired his earnestness over this new paradox (as we 

thought it) and his fecundity.

“You must follow me carefully. I shall have to con-

trovert one or two ideas that are almost universally ac-

cepted. Th e geometry, for instance, they taught you at 

school is founded on a misconception.”

“Is not that rather a large thing to expect us to 

begin upon?” said Filby, an argumentative person with red 

hair.
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“I do not mean to ask you to accept anything without 

reasonable ground for it. You will soon admit as much 

as I need from you. You know of course that a mathe-

matical line, a line of thickness nil, has no real existence. 

Th ey taught you that? Neither has a mathematical plane. 

Th ese things are mere abstractions.”

“Th at is all right,” said the Psychologist.

“Nor, having only length, breadth, and thickness, can 

a cube have a real existence.”

“Th ere I object,” said Filby. “Of course a solid body 

may exist. All real things —”

“So most people think. But wait a moment. Can an 

instantaneous cube exist?”

“Don’t follow you,” said Filby.

“Can a cube that does not last for any time at all, have 

a real existence?”

Filby became pensive. “Clearly,” the Time Traveller 

proceeded, “any real body must have extension in four 

directions: it must have Length, Breadth, Th ickness, 

and — Duration. But through a natural infi rmity of the 

fl esh, which I will explain to you in a moment, we in-

cline to overlook this fact. Th ere are really four dimen-

sions, three which we call the three planes of Space, 

and a fourth, Time. Th ere is, however, a tendency to 

draw an unreal distinction between the former three 

dimensions and the latter, because it happens that our 

consciousness moves intermittently in one direction 

along the latter from the beginning to the end of our 

lives.”

“Th at,” said a very young man, making spasmodic 

eff orts to relight his cigar over the lamp; “that… very 

clear indeed.”



181

“Now, it is very remarkable that this is so extensive-
ly overlooked,” continued the Time Traveller, with a 

slight accession of cheerfulness. “Really this is what is 

meant by the Fourth Dimension, though some people 

who talk about the Fourth Dimension do not know they 

mean it. It is only another way of looking at Time. Th ere 

is no diff erence between Time and any of the three dimen-

sions of Space except that our consciousness moves along 

it. But some foolish people have got hold of the wrong 

side of that idea. You have all heard what they have to 

say about this Fourth Dimension?”

“I have not,” said the Provincial Mayor.

“It is simply this. Th at Space, as our mathematicians 

have it, is spoken of as having three dimensions, which 

one may call Length, Breadth, and Th ickness, and is al-

ways defi nable by reference to three planes, each at right 

angles to the others. But some philosophical people have 

been asking why three dimensions particularly — why not 

another direction at right angles to the other three? — and 

have even tried to construct a Four-Dimension geometry. 

Professor Simon Newcomb1 was expounding this to the 

New York Mathematical Society only a month or so ago. 

You know how on a fl at surface, which has only two di-

mensions, we can represent a fi gure of a three-dimension-

al solid, and similarly they think that by models of three 

dimensions they could represent one of four — if they 

could master the perspective of the thing. See?”

“I think so,” murmured the Provincial Mayor; and, 

knitting his brows, he lapsed into an introspective state, 

1  Simon Newcomb (1835—1909) — a Canadian-born 

American astronomer and mathematician who prepared 

ephemerides and tables of astronomical constants.
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his lips moving as one who repeats mystic words. “Yes, 

I think I see it now,” he said after some time, brightening 

in a quite transitory manner.

“Well, I do not mind telling you I have been at work 

upon this geometry of Four Dimensions for some time. 

Some of my results are curious. For instance, here is a 

portrait of a man at eight years old, another at fi fteen, 

another at seventeen, another at twenty-three, and so 

on. All these are evidently sections, as it were, Th ree-

Dimensional representations of his Four-Dimensioned 

being, which is a fi xed and unalterable thing.

“Scientifi c people,” proceeded the Time Traveller, 

after the pause required for the proper assimilation of 

this, “know very well that Time is only a kind of Space. 

Here is a popular scientifi c diagram, a weather record. 

Th is line I trace with my fi nger shows the movement of 

the barometer. Yesterday it was so high, yesterday night 

it fell, then this morning it rose again, and so gently up-

ward to here. Surely the mercury did not trace this line 

in any of the dimensions of Space generally recognized? 

But certainly it traced such a line, and that line, therefore, 

we must conclude was along the Time-Dimension.”

“But,” said the Medical Man, staring hard at a coal 

in the fi re, “if Time is really only a fourth dimension of 

Space, why is it, and why has it always been, regarded as 

something diff erent? And why cannot we move in Time 

as we move about in the other dimensions of Space?”

Th e Time Traveller smiled. “Are you so sure we can 

move freely in Space? Right and left we can go, backward 

and forward freely enough, and men always have done 

so. I admit we move freely in two dimensions. But how 

about up and down? Gravitation limits us there.”


