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cried Hall, jumping back, for he was no hero with dogs, and Fearenside howled, "Lie down!" and snatched
his whip.

They saw the dog's teeth had slipped the hand, heard a kick, saw the dog execute a flanking jump and get

home on the stranger's leg, and heard the rip of his trousering. Then the finer end of Fearenside's whip
reached his property, and the dog, yelping with dismay, retreated under the wheels of the waggon. It was all

the business of a swift half-minute. No one spoke, everyone shouted. The stranger glanced swiftly at his torn

glove and at his leg, made as if he would stoop to the latter, then turned and rushed swiftly up the steps into

the inn. They heard him go headlong across the passage and up the uncarpeted stairs to his bedroom.

"You brute, you!" said Fearenside, climbing off the waggon with his whip in his hand, while the dog watched

him through the wheel. "Come here," said Fearenside—"You'd better."

Hall had stood gaping. "He wuz bit," said Hall. "I'd better go and see to en," and he trotted after the stranger.

He met Mrs. Hall in the passage. "Carrier's darg," he said "bit en."

He went straight upstairs, and the stranger's door being ajar, he pushed it open and was entering without any

ceremony, being of a naturally sympathetic turn of mind.

The blind was down and the room dim. He caught a glimpse of a most singular thing, what seemed a handless
arm waving towards him, and a face of three huge indeterminate spots on white, very like the face of a pale

pansy. Then he was struck violently in the chest, hurled back, and the door slammed in his face and locked. It

was so rapid that it gave him no time to observe. A waving of indecipherable shapes, a blow, and a

concussion. There he stood on the dark little landing, wondering what it might be that he had seen.

A couple of minutes after, he rejoined the little group that had formed outside the "Coach and Horses." There

was Fearenside telling about it all over again for the second time; there was Mrs. Hall saying his dog didn't

have no business to bite her guests; there was Huxter, the general dealer from over the road, interrogative;
and Sandy Wadgers from the forge, judicial; besides women and children, all of them saying fatuities:

"Wouldn't let en bite me, I knows"; "'Tasn't right have such dargs"; "Whad 'e bite 'n for, then?" and so forth.

Mr. Hall, staring at them from the steps and listening, found it incredible that he had seen anything so very

remarkable happen upstairs. Besides, his vocabulary was altogether too limited to express his impressions.

"He don't want no help, he says," he said in answer to his wife's inquiry. "We'd better be a-takin' of his
luggage in."

"He ought to have it cauterised at once," said Mr. Huxter; "especially if it's at all inflamed."

"I'd shoot en, that's what I'd do," said a lady in the group.

Suddenly the dog began growling again.

"Come along," cried an angry voice in the doorway, and there stood the muffled stranger with his collar
turned up, and his hat-brim bent down. "The sooner you get those things in the better I'll be pleased." It is

stated by an anonymous bystander that his trousers and gloves had been changed.

"Was you hurt, sir?" said Fearenside. "I'm rare sorry the darg—"

"Not a bit," said the stranger. "Never broke the skin. Hurry up with those things."

He then swore to himself, so Mr. Hall asserts.
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summer," said Mrs. Hall sagely, "when the artisks are beginning to come. Then we'll see. He may be a bit
overbearing, but bills settled punctual is bills settled punctual, whatever you'd like to say."

The stranger did not go to church, and indeed made no difference between Sunday and the irreligious days,

even in costume. He worked, as Mrs. Hall thought, very fitfully. Some days he would come down early and
be continuously busy. On others he would rise late, pace his room, fretting audibly for hours together, smoke,

sleep in the armchair by the fire. Communication with the world beyond the village he had none. His temper
continued very uncertain; for the most part his manner was that of a man suffering under almost unendurable
provocation, and once or twice things were snapped, torn, crushed, or broken in spasmodic gusts of

violence. He seemed under a chronic irritation of the greatest intensity. His habit of talking to himself in a low
voice grew steadily upon him, but though Mrs. Hall listened conscientiously she could make neither head nor

tail of what she heard.

He rarely went abroad by daylight, but at twilight he would go out muffled up invisibly, whether the weather

were cold or not, and he chose the loneliest paths and those most overshadowed by trees and banks. His
goggling spectacles and ghastly bandaged face under the penthouse of his hat, came with a disagreeable
suddenness out of the darkness upon one or two home-going labourers, and Teddy Henfrey, tumbling out of

the "Scarlet Coat" one night, at half-past nine, was scared shamefully by the stranger's skull-like head (he was
walking hat in hand) lit by the sudden light of the opened inn door. Such children as saw him at nightfall

dreamt of bogies, and it seemed doubtful whether he disliked boys more than they disliked him, or the
reverse; but there was certainly a vivid enough dislike on either side.

It was inevitable that a person of so remarkable an appearance and bearing should form a frequent topic in
such a village as Iping. Opinion was greatly divided about his occupation. Mrs. Hall was sensitive on the
point. When questioned, she explained very carefully that he was an "experimental investigator," going

gingerly over the syllables as one who dreads pitfalls. When asked what an experimental investigator was, she
would say with a touch of superiority that most educated people knew such things as that, and would thus

explain that he "discovered things." Her visitor had had an accident, she said, which temporarily discoloured
his face and hands, and being of a sensitive disposition, he was averse to any public notice of the fact.

Out of her hearing there was a view largely entertained that he was a criminal trying to escape from justice by

wrapping himself up so as to conceal himself altogether from the eye of the police. This idea sprang from the
brain of Mr. Teddy Henfrey. No crime of any magnitude dating from the middle or end of February was

known to have occurred. Elaborated in the imagination of Mr. Gould, the probationary assistant in the
National School, this theory took the form that the stranger was an Anarchist in disguise, preparing

explosives, and he resolved to undertake such detective operations as his time permitted. These consisted for
the most part in looking very hard at the stranger whenever they met, or in asking people who had never seen

the stranger, leading questions about him. But he detected nothing.

Another school of opinion followed Mr. Fearenside, and either accepted the piebald view or some
modification of it; as, for instance, Silas Durgan, who was heard to assert that "if he chooses to show enself at

fairs he'd make his fortune in no time," and being a bit of a theologian, compared the stranger to the man with
the one talent. Yet another view explained the entire matter by regarding the stranger as a harmless lunatic.

That had the advantage of accounting for everything straight away.

Between these main groups there were waverers and compromisers. Sussex folk have few superstitions, and
it was only after the events of early April that the thought of the supernatural was first whispered in the village.

Even then it was only credited among the women folk.

But whatever they thought of him, people in Iping, on the whole, agreed in disliking him. His irritability, though
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She went hastily to the doorway.

"Of all the strange occurrences—"

There was a violent sneeze in the passage. They rushed out, and as they did so the kitchen door slammed.
"Bring the candle," said Mr. Bunting, and led the way. They both heard a sound of bolts being hastily shot

back.

As he opened the kitchen door he saw through the scullery that the back door was just opening, and the faint

light of early dawn displayed the dark masses of the garden beyond. He is certain that nothing went out of the
door. It opened, stood open for a moment, and then closed with a slam. As it did so, the candle Mrs. Bunting
was carrying from the study flickered and flared. It was a minute or more before they entered the kitchen.

The place was empty. They refastened the back door, examined the kitchen, pantry, and scullery thoroughly,
and at last went down into the cellar. There was not a soul to be found in the house, search as they would.

Daylight found the vicar and his wife, a quaintly-costumed little couple, still marvelling about on their own
ground floor by the unnecessary light of a guttering candle.

CHAPTER VI

THE FURNITURE THAT WENT MAD

Now it happened that in the early hours of Whit Monday, before Millie was hunted out for the day, Mr. Hall
and Mrs. Hall both rose and went noiselessly down into the cellar. Their business there was of a private

nature, and had something to do with the specific gravity of their beer. They had hardly entered the cellar
when Mrs. Hall found she had forgotten to bring down a bottle of sarsaparilla from their joint-room. As she

was the expert and principal operator in this affair, Hall very properly went upstairs for it.

On the landing he was surprised to see that the stranger's door was ajar. He went on into his own room and
found the bottle as he had been directed.

But returning with the bottle, he noticed that the bolts of the front door had been shot back, that the door was
in fact simply on the latch. And with a flash of inspiration he connected this with the stranger's room upstairs

and the suggestions of Mr. Teddy Henfrey. He distinctly remembered holding the candle while Mrs. Hall shot
these bolts overnight. At the sight he stopped, gaping, then with the bottle still in his hand went upstairs again.

He rapped at the stranger's door. There was no answer. He rapped again; then pushed the door wide open
and entered.

It was as he expected. The bed, the room also, was empty. And what was stranger, even to his heavy

intelligence, on the bedroom chair and along the rail of the bed were scattered the garments, the only
garments so far as he knew, and the bandages of their guest. His big slouch hat even was cocked jauntily

over the bed-post.

As Hall stood there he heard his wife's voice coming out of the depth of the cellar, with that rapid telescoping
of the syllables and interrogative cocking up of the final words to a high note, by which the West Sussex
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The little group of scared but curious people increased. Mrs. Huxter came over; some gay young fellows
resplendent in black ready-made jackets and piqué paper ties—for it was Whit Monday—joined the group
with confused interrogations. Young Archie Harker distinguished himself by going up the yard and trying to

peep under the window-blinds. He could see nothing, but gave reason for supposing that he did, and others
of the Iping youth presently joined him.

It was the finest of all possible Whit Mondays, and down the village street stood a row of nearly a dozen
booths, a shooting gallery, and on the grass by the forge were three yellow and chocolate waggons and some
picturesque strangers of both sexes putting up a cocoanut shy. The gentlemen wore blue jerseys, the ladies

white aprons and quite fashionable hats with heavy plumes. Wodger, of the "Purple Fawn," and Mr. Jaggers,
the cobbler, who also sold old second-hand ordinary bicycles, were stretching a string of union-jacks and

royal ensigns (which had originally celebrated the first Victorian Jubilee) across the road.

And inside, in the artificial darkness of the parlour, into which only one thin jet of sunlight penetrated, the

stranger, hungry we must suppose, and fearful, hidden in his uncomfortable hot wrappings, pored through his
dark glasses upon his paper or chinked his dirty little bottles, and occasionally swore savagely at the boys,
audible if invisible, outside the windows. In the corner by the fireplace lay the fragments of half a dozen

smashed bottles, and a pungent twang of chlorine tainted the air. So much we know from what was heard at
the time and from what was subsequently seen in the room.

About noon he suddenly opened his parlour door and stood glaring fixedly at the three or four people in the
bar. "Mrs. Hall," he said. Somebody went sheepishly and called for Mrs. Hall.

Mrs. Hall appeared after an interval, a little short of breath, but all the fiercer for that. Hall was still out. She
had deliberated over this scene, and she came holding a little tray with an unsettled bill upon it. "Is it your bill
you're wanting, sir?" she said.

"Why wasn't my breakfast laid? Why haven't you prepared my meals and answered my bell? Do you think I
live without eating?"

"Why isn't my bill paid?" said Mrs. Hall. "That's what I want to know."

"I told you three days ago I was awaiting a remittance—"

"I told you two days ago I wasn't going to await no remittances. You can't grumble if your breakfast waits a

bit, if my bill's been waiting these five days, can you?"

The stranger swore briefly but vividly.

"Nar, nar!" from the bar.

"And I'd thank you kindly, sir, if you'd keep your swearing to yourself, sir," said Mrs. Hall.

The stranger stood looking more like an angry diving-helmet than ever. It was universally felt in the bar that

Mrs. Hall had the better of him. His next words showed as much.

"Look here, my good woman—" he began.

"Don't 'good woman' me," said Mrs. Hall.

"I've told you my remittance hasn't come."
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"Very well," said the Voice, in a tone of relief. "Then I'm going to throw flints at you till you think differently."

"But where are yer?"

The Voice made no answer. Whizz came a flint, apparently out of the air, and missed Mr. Marvel's shoulder
by a hair's-breadth. Mr. Marvel, turning, saw a flint jerk up into the air, trace a complicated path, hang for a
moment, and then fling at his feet with almost invisible rapidity. He was too amazed to dodge. Whizz it came,
and ricochetted from a bare toe into the ditch. Mr. Thomas Marvel jumped a foot and howled aloud. Then he

started to run, tripped over an unseen obstacle, and came head over heels into a sitting position.

"Now," said the Voice, as a third stone curved upward and hung in the air above the tramp. "Am I
imagination?"

Mr. Marvel by way of reply struggled to his feet, and was immediately rolled over again. He lay quiet for a
moment. "If you struggle any more," said the Voice, "I shall throw the flint at your head."

"It's a fair do," said Mr. Thomas Marvel, sitting up, taking his wounded toe in hand and fixing his eye on the
third missile. "I don't understand it. Stones flinging themselves. Stones talking. Put yourself down. Rot away.
I'm done."

The third flint fell.

"It's very simple," said the Voice. "I'm an invisible man."

"Tell us something I don't know," said Mr. Marvel, gasping with pain. "Where you've hid—how you do it—I

don't know. I'm beat."

"That's all," said the Voice. "I'm invisible. That's what I want you to understand."

"Anyone could see that. There is no need for you to be so confounded impatient, mister. Now then. Give us a
notion. How are you hid?"

"I'm invisible. That's the great point. And what I want you to understand is this—"

"But whereabouts?" interrupted Mr. Marvel.

"Here! Six yards in front of you."

"Oh, come! I ain't blind. You'll be telling me next you're just thin air. I'm not one of your ignorant tramps—"

"Yes, I am—thin air. You're looking through me."

"What! Ain't there any stuff to you. Vox et—what is it?—jabber. Is it that?"

"I am just a human being—solid, needing food and drink, needing covering too—But I'm invisible. You see?
Invisible. Simple idea. Invisible."

"What, real like?"

"Yes, real."

"Let's have a hand of you," said Marvel, "if you are real. It won't be so darn out-of-the-way like, then
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you. An invisible man is a man of power." He stopped for a moment to sneeze violently.

"But if you betray me," he said, "if you fail to do as I direct you—" He paused and tapped Mr. Marvel's
shoulder smartly. Mr. Marvel gave a yelp of terror at the touch. "I don't want to betray you," said Mr.
Marvel, edging away from the direction of the fingers. "Don't you go a-thinking that, whatever you do. All I
want to do is to help you—just tell me what I got to do. (Lord!) Whatever you want done, that I'm most
willing to do."

CHAPTER X

MR. MARVEL'S VISIT TO IPING

After the first gusty panic had spent itself Iping became argumentative. Scepticism suddenly reared its head—

rather nervous scepticism, not at all assured of its back, but scepticism nevertheless. It is so much easier not
to believe in an invisible man; and those who had actually seen him dissolve into air, or felt the strength of his
arm, could be counted on the fingers of two hands. And of these witnesses Mr. Wadgers was presently
missing, having retired impregnably behind the bolts and bars of his own house, and Jaffers was lying stunned

in the parlour of the "Coach and Horses." Great and strange ideas transcending experience often have less
effect upon men and women than smaller, more tangible considerations. Iping was gay with bunting, and
everybody was in gala dress. Whit Monday had been looked forward to for a month or more. By the
afternoon even those who believed in the Unseen were beginning to resume their little amusements in a
tentative fashion, on the supposition that he had quite gone away, and with the sceptics he was already a jest.

But people, sceptics and believers alike, were remarkably sociable all that day.

Haysman's meadow was gay with a tent, in which Mrs. Bunting and other ladies were preparing tea, while,
without, the Sunday-school children ran races and played games under the noisy guidance of the curate and
the Misses Cuss and Sackbut. No doubt there was a slight uneasiness in the air, but people for the most part
had the sense to conceal whatever imaginative qualms they experienced. On the village green an inclined

strong [rope?], down which, clinging the while to a pulley-swung handle, one could be hurled violently against
a sack at the other end, came in for considerable favour among the adolescents, as also did the swings and
the cocoanut shies. There was also promenading, and the steam organ attached to a small roundabout filled
the air with a pungent flavour of oil and with equally pungent music. Members of the club, who had attended

church in the morning, were splendid in badges of pink and green, and some of the gayer-minded had also
adorned their bowler hats with brilliant-coloured favours of ribbon. Old Fletcher, whose conceptions of
holiday-making were severe, was visible through the jasmine about his window or through the open door
(whichever way you chose to look), poised delicately on a plank supported on two chairs, and whitewashing
the ceiling of his front room.

About four o'clock a stranger entered the village from the direction of the downs. He was a short, stout
person in an extraordinarily shabby top hat, and he appeared to be very much out of breath. His cheeks were
alternately limp and tightly puffed. His mottled face was apprehensive, and he moved with a sort of reluctant
alacrity. He turned the corner of the church, and directed his way to the "Coach and Horses." Among others
old Fletcher remembers seeing him, and indeed the old gentleman was so struck by his peculiar agitation that

he inadvertently allowed a quantity of whitewash to run down the brush into the sleeve of his coat while
regarding him.
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headlong. The two were then kicked, knelt on, fallen over, and cursed by quite a number of over-hasty
people.

Now when Hall and Henfrey and the labourers ran out of the house, Mrs. Hall, who had been disciplined by

years of experience, remained in the bar next the till. And suddenly the parlour door was opened, and Mr.
Cuss appeared, and without glancing at her rushed at once down the steps toward the corner. "Hold him!" he
cried. "Don't let him drop that parcel."

He knew nothing of the existence of Marvel. For the Invisible Man had handed over the books and bundle in
the yard. The face of Mr. Cuss was angry and resolute, but his costume was defective, a sort of limp white

kilt that could only have passed muster in Greece. "Hold him!" he bawled. "He's got my trousers! And every
stitch of the Vicar's clothes!"

"'Tend to him in a minute!" he cried to Henfrey as he passed the prostrate Huxter, and, coming round the
corner to join the tumult, was promptly knocked off his feet into an indecorous sprawl. Somebody in full flight
trod heavily on his finger. He yelled, struggled to regain his feet, was knocked against and thrown on all fours

again, and became aware that he was involved not in a capture, but a rout. Everyone was running back to the
village. He rose again and was hit severely behind the ear. He staggered and set off back to the "Coach and
Horses" forthwith, leaping over the deserted Huxter, who was now sitting up, on his way.

Behind him as he was halfway up the inn steps he heard a sudden yell of rage, rising sharply out of the
confusion of cries, and a sounding smack in someone's face. He recognised the voice as that of the Invisible

Man, and the note was that of a man suddenly infuriated by a painful blow.

In another moment Mr. Cuss was back in the parlour. "He's coming back, Bunting!" he said, rushing in. "Save
yourself!"

Mr. Bunting was standing in the window engaged in an attempt to clothe himself in the hearth-rug and a West
Surrey Gazette. "Who's coming?" he said, so startled that his costume narrowly escaped disintegration.

"Invisible Man," said Cuss, and rushed on to the window. "We'd better clear out from here! He's fighting
mad! Mad!"

In another moment he was out in the yard.

"Good heavens!" said Mr. Bunting, hesitating between two horrible alternatives. He heard a frightful struggle
in the passage of the inn, and his decision was made. He clambered out of the window, adjusted his costume

hastily, and fled up the village as fast as his fat little legs would carry him.

From the moment when the Invisible Man screamed with rage and Mr. Bunting made his memorable flight up
the village, it became impossible to give a consecutive account of affairs in Iping. Possibly the Invisible Man's
original intention was simply to cover Marvel's retreat with the clothes and books. But his temper, at no time

very good, seems to have gone completely at some chance blow, and forthwith he set to smiting and
overthrowing, for the mere satisfaction of hurting.

You must figure the street full of running figures, of doors slamming and fights for hiding-places. You must
figure the tumult suddenly striking on the unstable equilibrium of old Fletcher's planks and two chairs—with
cataclysmic results. You must figure an appalled couple caught dismally in a swing. And then the whole

tumultuous rush has passed and the Iping street with its gauds and flags is deserted save for the still raging
unseen, and littered with cocoanuts, overthrown canvas screens, and the scattered stock in trade of a
sweetstuff stall. Everywhere there is a sound of closing shutters and shoving bolts, and the only visible
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humanity is an occasional flitting eye under a raised eyebrow in the corner of a window pane.

The Invisible Man amused himself for a little while by breaking all the windows in the "Coach and Horses,"
and then he thrust a street lamp through the parlour window of Mrs. Gribble. He it must have been who cut
the telegraph wire to Adderdean just beyond Higgins' cottage on the Adderdean road. And after that, as his
peculiar qualities allowed, he passed out of human perceptions altogether, and he was neither heard, seen,

nor felt in Iping any more. He vanished absolutely.

But it was the best part of two hours before any human being ventured out again into the desolation of Iping
street.

CHAPTER XIII

MR. MARVEL DISCUSSES HIS RESIGNATION

When the dusk was gathering and Iping was just beginning to peep timorously forth again upon the shattered
wreckage of its Bank Holiday, a short, thick-set man in a shabby silk hat was marching painfully through the
twilight behind the beechwoods on the road to Bramblehurst. He carried three books bound together by

some sort of ornamental elastic ligature, and a bundle wrapped in a blue table-cloth. His rubicund face
expressed consternation and fatigue; he appeared to be in a spasmodic sort of hurry. He was accompanied
by a voice other than his own, and ever and again he winced under the touch of unseen hands.

"If you give me the slip again," said the Voice, "if you attempt to give me the slip again—"

"Lord!" said Mr. Marvel. "That shoulder's a mass of bruises as it is."

"On my honour," said the Voice, "I will kill you."

"I didn't try to give you the slip," said Marvel, in a voice that was not far remote from tears. "I swear I didn't. I
didn't know the blessed turning, that was all! How the devil was I to know the blessed turning? As it is, I've
been knocked about—"

"You'll get knocked about a great deal more if you don't mind," said the Voice, and Mr. Marvel abruptly

became silent. He blew out his cheeks, and his eyes were eloquent of despair.

"It's bad enough to let these floundering yokels explode my little secret, without your cutting off with my
books. It's lucky for some of them they cut and ran when they did! Here am I ... No one knew I was
invisible! And now what am I to do?"

"What am I to do?" asked Marvel, sotto voce.

"It's all about. It will be in the papers! Everybody will be looking for me; everyone on their guard—" The
Voice broke off into vivid curses and ceased.

The despair of Mr. Marvel's face deepened, and his pace slackened.

"Go on!" said the Voice.
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"Kemp!" said the Voice.

"Eh?" said Kemp, with his mouth open.

"Keep your nerve," said the Voice. "I'm an Invisible Man."

Kemp made no answer for a space, simply stared at the bandage. "Invisible Man," he said.

"I am an Invisible Man," repeated the Voice.

The story he had been active to ridicule only that morning rushed through Kemp's brain. He does not appear

to have been either very much frightened or very greatly surprised at the moment. Realisation came later.

"I thought it was all a lie," he said. The thought uppermost in his mind was the reiterated arguments of the

morning. "Have you a bandage on?" he asked.

"Yes," said the Invisible Man.

"Oh!" said Kemp, and then roused himself. "I say!" he said. "But this is nonsense. It's some trick." He stepped
forward suddenly, and his hand, extended towards the bandage, met invisible fingers.

He recoiled at the touch and his colour changed.

"Keep steady, Kemp, for God's sake! I want help badly. Stop!"

The hand gripped his arm. He struck at it.

"Kemp!" cried the Voice. "Kemp! Keep steady!" and the grip tightened.

A frantic desire to free himself took possession of Kemp. The hand of the bandaged arm gripped his

shoulder, and he was suddenly tripped and flung backwards upon the bed. He opened his mouth to shout,
and the corner of the sheet was thrust between his teeth. The Invisible Man had him down grimly, but his

arms were free and he struck and tried to kick savagely.

"Listen to reason, will you?" said the Invisible Man, sticking to him in spite of a pounding in the ribs. "By
Heaven! you'll madden me in a minute!

"Lie still, you fool!" bawled the Invisible Man in Kemp's ear.

Kemp struggled for another moment and then lay still.

"If you shout, I'll smash your face," said the Invisible Man, relieving his mouth.

"I'm an Invisible Man. It's no foolishness, and no magic. I really am an Invisible Man. And I want your help. I
don't want to hurt you, but if you behave like a frantic rustic, I must. Don't you remember me, Kemp? Griffin,

of University College?"

"Let me get up," said Kemp. "I'll stop where I am. And let me sit quiet for a minute."

He sat up and felt his neck.

"I am Griffin, of University College, and I have made myself invisible. I am just an ordinary man—a man you

have known—made invisible."
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stood full and decorous buttoning itself, and sat down in his chair. "Drawers, socks, slippers would be a

comfort," said the Unseen, curtly. "And food."

"Anything. But this is the insanest thing I ever was in, in my life!"

He turned out his drawers for the articles, and then went downstairs to ransack his larder. He came back with

some cold cutlets and bread, pulled up a light table, and placed them before his guest. "Never mind knives,"
said his visitor, and a cutlet hung in mid-air, with a sound of gnawing.

"Invisible!" said Kemp, and sat down on a bedroom chair.

"I always like to get something about me before I eat," said the Invisible Man, with a full mouth, eating
greedily. "Queer fancy!"

"I suppose that wrist is all right," said Kemp.

"Trust me," said the Invisible Man.

"Of all the strange and wonderful—"

"Exactly. But it's odd I should blunder into your house to get my bandaging. My first stroke of luck! Anyhow
I meant to sleep in this house to-night. You must stand that! It's a filthy nuisance, my blood showing, isn't it?

Quite a clot over there. Gets visible as it coagulates, I see. It's only the living tissue I've changed, and only for
as long as I'm alive.... I've been in the house three hours."

"But how's it done?" began Kemp, in a tone of exasperation. "Confound it! The whole business—it's
unreasonable from beginning to end."

"Quite reasonable," said the Invisible Man. "Perfectly reasonable."

He reached over and secured the whiskey bottle. Kemp stared at the devouring dressing gown. A ray of

candle-light penetrating a torn patch in the right shoulder, made a triangle of light under the left ribs. "What

were the shots?" he asked. "How did the shooting begin?"

"There was a real fool of a man—a sort of confederate of mine—curse him!—who tried to steal my money.
Has done so."

"Is he invisible too?"

"No."

"Well?"

"Can't I have some more to eat before I tell you all that? I'm hungry—in pain. And you want me to tell
stories!"

Kemp got up. "You didn't do any shooting?" he asked.

"Not me," said his visitor. "Some fool I'd never seen fired at random. A lot of them got scared. They all got

scared at me. Curse them!—I say—I want more to eat than this, Kemp."

"I'll see what there is to eat downstairs," said Kemp. "Not much, I'm afraid."
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"Tied him up in a sheet!"

"Made a sort of bag of it. It was rather a good idea to keep the idiot scared and quiet, and a devilish hard

thing to get out of—head away from the string. My dear Kemp, it's no good your sitting glaring as though I
was a murderer. It had to be done. He had his revolver. If once he saw me he would be able to describe me

—"

"But still," said Kemp, "in England—to-day. And the man was in his own house, and you were—well,

robbing."

"Robbing! Confound it! You'll call me a thief next! Surely, Kemp, you're not fool enough to dance on the old
strings. Can't you see my position?"

"And his too," said Kemp.

The Invisible Man stood up sharply. "What do you mean to say?"

Kemp's face grew a trifle hard. He was about to speak and checked himself. "I suppose, after all," he said
with a sudden change of manner, "the thing had to be done. You were in a fix. But still—"

"Of course I was in a fix—an infernal fix. And he made me wild too—hunting me about the house, fooling

about with his revolver, locking and unlocking doors. He was simply exasperating. You don't blame me, do

you? You don't blame me?"

"I never blame anyone," said Kemp. "It's quite out of fashion. What did you do next?"

"I was hungry. Downstairs I found a loaf and some rank cheese—more than sufficient to satisfy my hunger. I
took some brandy and water, and then went up past my impromptu bag—he was lying quite still—to the

room containing the old clothes. This looked out upon the street, two lace curtains brown with dirt guarding

the window. I went and peered out through their interstices. Outside the day was bright—by contrast with the
brown shadows of the dismal house in which I found myself, dazzlingly bright. A brisk traffic was going by,

fruit carts, a hansom, a four-wheeler with a pile of boxes, a fishmonger's cart. I turned with spots of colour
swimming before my eyes to the shadowy fixtures behind me. My excitement was giving place to a clear

apprehension of my position again. The room was full of a faint scent of benzoline, used, I suppose, in

cleaning the garments.

"I began a systematic search of the place. I should judge the hunchback had been alone in the house for some
time. He was a curious person. Everything that could possibly be of service to me I collected in the clothes

storeroom, and then I made a deliberate selection. I found a handbag I thought a suitable possession, and

some powder, rouge, and sticking-plaster.

"I had thought of painting and powdering my face and all that there was to show of me, in order to render
myself visible, but the disadvantage of this lay in the fact that I should require turpentine and other appliances

and a considerable amount of time before I could vanish again. Finally I chose a mask of the better type,
slightly grotesque but not more so than many human beings, dark glasses, greyish whiskers, and a wig. I could

find no underclothing, but that I could buy subsequently, and for the time I swathed myself in calico dominoes

and some white cashmere scarfs. I could find no socks, but the hunchback's boots were rather a loose fit and
sufficed. In a desk in the shop were three sovereigns and about thirty shillings' worth of silver, and in a locked

cupboard I burst in the inner room were eight pounds in gold. I could go forth into the world again, equipped.

"Then came a curious hesitation. Was my appearance really credible? I tried myself with a little bedroom
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"I went there to work. I had one hope. It was a half idea! I have it still. It is a full blown idea now. A way of
getting back! Of restoring what I have done. When I choose. When I have done all I mean to do invisibly.

And that is what I chiefly want to talk to you about now."

"You went straight to Iping?"

"Yes. I had simply to get my three volumes of memoranda and my cheque-book, my luggage and

underclothing, order a quantity of chemicals to work out this idea of mine—I will show you the calculations as
soon as I get my books—and then I started. Jove! I remember the snowstorm now, and the accursed bother

it was to keep the snow from damping my pasteboard nose."

"At the end," said Kemp, "the day before yesterday, when they found you out, you rather—to judge by the

papers—"

"I did. Rather. Did I kill that fool of a constable?"

"No," said Kemp. "He's expected to recover."

"That's his luck, then. I clean lost my temper, the fools! Why couldn't they leave me alone? And that grocer
lout?"

"There are no deaths expected," said Kemp.

"I don't know about that tramp of mine," said the Invisible Man, with an unpleasant laugh.

"By Heaven, Kemp, you don't know what rage is! ... To have worked for years, to have planned and
plotted, and then to get some fumbling purblind idiot messing across your course! ... Every conceivable sort

of silly creature that has ever been created has been sent to cross me.

"If I have much more of it, I shall go wild—I shall start mowing 'em.

"As it is, they've made things a thousand times more difficult."

"No doubt it's exasperating," said Kemp, drily.

CHAPTER XXIV

THE PLAN THAT FAILED

"But now," said Kemp, with a side glance out of the window, "what are we to do?"

He moved nearer his guest as he spoke in such a manner as to prevent the possibility of a sudden glimpse of

the three men who were advancing up the hill road—with an intolerable slowness, as it seemed to Kemp.

"What were you planning to do when you were heading for Port Burdock? Had you any plan?"

"I was going to clear out of the country. But I have altered that plan rather since seeing you. I thought it would

be wise, now the weather is hot and invisibility possible, to make for the South. Especially as my secret was
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known, and everyone would be on the lookout for a masked and muffled man. You have a line of steamers

from here to France. My idea was to get aboard one and run the risks of the passage. Thence I could go by

train into Spain, or else get to Algiers. It would not be difficult. There a man might always be invisible—and
yet live. And do things. I was using that tramp as a money box and luggage carrier, until I decided how to get

my books and things sent over to meet me."

"That's clear."

"And then the filthy brute must needs try and rob me! He has hidden my books, Kemp. Hidden my books! If

I can lay my hands on him!"

"Best plan to get the books out of him first."

"But where is he? Do you know?"

"He's in the town police station, locked up, by his own request, in the strongest cell in the place."

"Cur!" said the Invisible Man.

"But that hangs up your plans a little."

"We must get those books; those books are vital."

"Certainly," said Kemp, a little nervously, wondering if he heard footsteps outside. "Certainly we must get

those books. But that won't be difficult, if he doesn't know they're for you."

"No," said the Invisible Man, and thought.

Kemp tried to think of something to keep the talk going, but the Invisible Man resumed of his own accord.

"Blundering into your house, Kemp," he said, "changes all my plans. For you are a man that can understand.

In spite of all that has happened, in spite of this publicity, of the loss of my books, of what I have suffered,
there still remain great possibilities, huge possibilities—"

"You have told no one I am here?" he asked abruptly.

Kemp hesitated. "That was implied," he said.

"No one?" insisted Griffin.

"Not a soul."

"Ah! Now—" The Invisible Man stood up, and sticking his arms akimbo began to pace the study.

"I made a mistake, Kemp, a huge mistake, in carrying this thing through alone. I have wasted strength, time,

opportunities. Alone—it is wonderful how little a man can do alone! To rob a little, to hurt a little, and there is
the end.

"What I want, Kemp, is a goal-keeper, a helper, and a hiding-place, an arrangement whereby I can sleep and

eat and rest in peace, and unsuspected. I must have a confederate. With a confederate, with food and rest—
a thousand things are possible.

"Hitherto I have gone on vague lines. We have to consider all that invisibility means, all that it does not mean.
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