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“Just as we should travel down if we began our existence fifty miles above the earth’s surface…” “But the great 
difficulty is this,” interrupted the Psychologist, “you can move about in all directions of Space, but you cannot 
move about in Time.” “That is the germ of my great discovery.” I proceeded, as I have said, to question Weena 
about this Under-world, but here again I was disappointed. I stared for a minute at the Time Machine and 
put out my hand and touched the lever. The Time Traveller smiled round at us. I cursed aloud as I ran at my 
confident folly in leaving the machine, wasting good breath thereby. I remarked, indeed, a clumsy swaying of 
the machine, for which I was unable to account. They moved hastily. “And the institution of the family, and 
the emotions that arise therein—the fierce jealousy, the tenderness for offspring, parental self-devotion—all 
found their justification and support in the imminent dangers of the young,” said the Psychologist. “This little 
affair,” said the Time Traveller, resting his elbows upon the table and pressing his hands together above the 
apparatus, “is only a model.” I had a vague sense of something familiar, but I could not tell what it was at the 
time. “Still, however helpless the little people in the presence of their mysterious Fear, I was differently consti-
tuted.” He laughed when he saw me and gave me an elbow to shake. “I’m frightfully busy,” said he, “with that 
thing in there.” “But is it not some hoax?” They were both the new kind of journalist—very joyous, irreverent 
young men. “Our Special Correspondent in the Day after To-morrow reports!” the Journalist was saying—or 
rather shouting—when the Time Traveller came back. We are always getting away from the present moment. 
That would be my only hope, perhaps, but better than despair. Conversation was exclamatory for a little while, 
with gaps of wonderment; and then the Editor got fervent in his curiosity. “Does our friend eke out his modest 
income with a crossing?” In a moment I was wet to the skin. “Fine hospitality,” said I, “to a man who has trav-
elled innumerable years to see you.” “Presently.” I thought what a fool I was to get wet. The Upper-world people 
might once have been the favoured aristocracy and the Morlocks their mechanical servants: but that had long 
since passed away. Indeed, I found afterwards that horses, cattle, sheep, dogs had followed the Ichthyosaurus 
into extinction. Either the moon or the planet Mercury was passing across the sun’s disk. I doubted my eyes. 
“As the eastern sky grew brighter, and the light of the day came on and its vivid colouring returned upon the 
world once more, I scanned the view keenly.” We looked at each other. Swinging myself in, I found it was the 
aperture of a narrow horizontal tunnel in which I could lie down and rest. The next Thursday I went again to 
Richmond—I suppose I was one of the Time Traveller’s most constant guests—and, arriving late, found four 
or five men already assembled in his drawing-room. The story was so fantastic and incredible, the telling so 
credible and sober. “In changing my jacket I found…” The Time Traveller paused, put his hand into his pocket, 
and silently placed two withered flowers, not unlike very large white mallows, upon the little table. They all 
withdrew a pace or so and bowed. The sky was no longer blue. Below was the valley of the Thames, in which 
the river lay like a band of burnished steel. The Very Young Man stood behind the Psychologist. Exclaimed the 
Very Young Man, “That shall travel indifferently in any direction of Space and Time, as the driver determines!” 
At that the Editor turned to his knife and fork with a grunt, and the Silent Man followed suit. “And the salt.” 
“One word,” said I. “Have you been time travelling?” “Yes.” said the Time Traveller, with his mouth full, nod-
ding his head. “I’d give a shilling a line for a verbatim note,” said the Editor. It was very black, and Weena clung 
to me convulsively, but there was still, as my eyes grew accustomed to the darkness, sufficient light for me to 
avoid the stems. And last of all, that evident confusion in the sunshine, that hasty yet fumbling awkward flight 
towards dark shadow, and that peculiar carriage of the head while in the light—all reinforced the theory of 
an extreme sensitiveness of the retina. “Beneath my feet, then, the earth must be tunnelled enormously, and 
these tunnellings were the habitat of the new race.” Looking back presently, I could see, through the crowded 
stems, that from my heap of sticks the blaze had spread to some bushes adjacent, and a curved line of fire 
was creeping up the grass of the hill. At last the Time Traveller pushed his plate away and looked round us. “I 
suppose I must apologize,” he said. “I was simply starving.” For now I had a weapon indeed against the horrible 
creatures we feared. I fancied that if I could solve their puzzles I should find myself in possession of powers 
that might be of use against the Morlocks. Suddenly Weena came very close to my side. Hitherto I had merely 
thought myself impeded by the childish simplicity of the little people, and by some unknown forces, which I 
had only to understand to overcome; but there was an altogether new element in the sickening quality of the 
Morlocks—a something inhuman and malign. I felt very weary after my exertion and sat down. I struggled 
up, shaking the human rats from me, and, holding the bar short, I thrust where I judged their faces might 
be. The clinging hands slipped from me. All the buildings and trees seemed easily practicable to such dexter-
ous climbers as the Morlocks, to judge by their wells, must be. I remember, too, late that night, beating the 
bushes with my clenched fist until my knuckles were gashed and bleeding from the broken twigs. The Time 
Traveller devoted his attention to his dinner and displayed the appetite of a tramp. Clambering upon the stand
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and grasping this lever in my hands, I put all my weight upon it sideways. The fire burned brightly, and the soft radiance 
of the incandescent lights in the lilies of silver caught the bubbles that flashed and passed in our glasses. The red eastern 
sky, the northward blackness, the salt Dead Sea, the stony beach crawling with these foul, slow-stirring monsters, the 
uniform poisonous-looking green of the lichenous plants, the thin air that hurts one’s lungs: all contributed to an appall-
ing effect. On that theory they would have grown innumerable some Eight Hundred Thousand Years hence, and it was 
no great wonder to see four at once. I have no doubt they could see me in that rayless obscurity, and they did not seem to 
have any fear of me apart from the light. Said the Time Traveller, “I want something to eat.” I had the greatest difficulty in 
keeping my hold. One touched me. But the odour of camphor was unmistakable. Hadn’t they any clothes-brushes in the 
Future? I seemed just to nod and open my eyes. The air was free from gnats, the earth from weeds or fungi; everywhere 
were fruits and sweet and delightful flowers; brilliant butterflies flew hither and thither. “That’s plain enough.” They started 
away, and then I could feel them approaching me again. The stained-glass windows, which displayed only a geometrical 
pattern, were broken in many places, and the curtains that hung across the lower end were thick with dust. I thought I 
heard something stir inside—to be explicit, I thought I heard a sound like a chuckle—but I must have been mistaken. 
This, I must remind you, was my speculation at the time. Then the match burned down and stung my fingers and fell, a 
wriggling red spot in the blackness. “I have thought since how particularly ill-equipped I was for such an experience.” 
But I caught her up, and in spite of her struggles, plunged boldly before me into the wood. Towards sunset I began to 
consider our position. The science of our time has attacked but a little department of the field of human disease, but 
even so, it spreads its operations very steadily and persistently. This whole space was as bright as day with the reflec-
tion of the fire. I saw the wild folly of my frenzy overnight, and I could reason with myself: “Suppose the worst?” It is 
my plan for a machine to travel through time. The male pursued the female, flinging flowers at her as he ran. “They 
seemed distressed to find me, my arm against the overturned pillar, peering down the well.” At last, with intense 
relief, I saw dimly coming up a foot to the right of me a slender loophole in the wall. I stood looking at it for a little 
space—half a minute, perhaps, or half an hour. There is no difference between Time and any of the three dimensions 
of Space except that our consciousness moves along it. Then ideas began to come: “Has Mr. —— gone out that way?” 
So I say I saw it in my last view of the world of Eight Hundred and Two Thousand Seven Hundred and One. And I am 
not a young man. A moment before, as it seemed, it had stood at a minute or so past ten; now it was nearly half-past 
three! “I drew a breath, set my teeth, gripped the starting lever with both hands, and went off with a thud.” It may have 
been my fancy, or it may have had something to do with my hammering at the gates of bronze. They would come to 
me with eager cries of astonishment, like children, but like children they would soon stop examining me and wander 
away after some other toy. And the Morlocks made their garments, I inferred, and maintained them in their habitual 
needs, perhaps through the survival of an old habit of service. And when other meat failed them, they turned to what 
old habit had hitherto forbidden. I ran round it furiously, as if the thing might be hidden in a corner, and then stopped 
abruptly, with my hands clutching my hair. Mrs. Watchett came in and walked, apparently without seeing me, towards 
the garden door. Some way down the central vista was a little table of white metal, laid with what seemed a meal. I had 
been without sleep for a night and two days, and I was feverish and irritable. I understood now what all the beauty of 
the Over-world people covered. Take it as a lie—or a prophecy. I got up and went down the passage to tell the Time 
Traveller. Here too were acacias. It was the same rich green that one sees on forest moss or on the lichen in caves: plants 
which like these grow in a perpetual twilight. “The machine was standing on a sloping beach. What if cruelty had 
grown into a common passion?” It was a foolish impulse, but the devil begotten of fear and blind anger was ill curbed 
and still eager to take advantage of my perplexity. Above me shone the stars, for the night was very clear. I might seem 
some old-world savage animal, only the more dreadful and disgusting for our common likeness—a foul creature to 
be incontinently slain. Already I saw other vast shapes—huge buildings with intricate parapets and tall columns, with 
a wooded hill-side dimly creeping in upon me through the lessening storm. Nor until it was too late did I clearly un-
derstand what she was to me. I saw the Pall Mall Gazette on the table by the door. At once the eyes darted sideways, 
and something white ran past me. In one place I suddenly found myself near the model of a tin-mine, and then by the 
merest accident I discovered, in an air-tight case, two dynamite cartridges! I felt weary, stiff, and travel-soiled. Long ago 
I had a vague inkling of a machine—“To travel through Time!” The sky kept very clear, except for a hazy cloud or so. 
A colossal figure, carved apparently in some white stone, loomed indistinctly beyond the rhododendrons through the 
hazy downpour. And the whole tableful turned towards the door. As the columns of hail grew thinner, I saw the white 
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it was, and from the bottom of my heart I pitied this last feeble rill from the great flood of humanity. Yesterday it was so 

high, yesterday night it fell, then this morning it rose again, and so gently upward to here. Everything save that little disk 

above was profoundly dark, and when I looked up again Weena had disappeared. “I was in an agony of discomfort. That 

necessity was immediate. But how the trick was done he could not explain.” Then, still smiling faintly, and with his hands 

deep in his trousers pockets, he walked slowly out of the room, and we heard his slippers shuffling down the long pas-

sage to his laboratory. The hill-side was quiet and deserted, but from the black of the wood there came now and then 

a stir of living things. The forest seemed full of the smell of burning wood. Like the cattle, they knew of no enemies and 

provided against no needs. After a time, we ceased to do that and looked only at the Time Traveller’s face. I mean that it 

had gone deeper and deeper into larger and ever larger underground factories, spending a still-increasing amount of its 

time therein, till, in the end—! So, instead of casting about among the trees for fallen twigs, I began leaping up and drag-

ging down branches. In addition, the heel of one of my shoes was loose, and a nail was working through the sole—they 

were comfortable old shoes I wore about indoors—so that I was lame. Happily then, when it was not too late, I thought 

of a danger I had hitherto forgotten, and reaching over the bars of the machine I unscrewed the little levers that would 

set it in motion, and put these in my pocket. The dinner was resumed. I was overpowered and went down. This saddle 

represents the seat of a time traveller. He was a slight creature—perhaps four feet high—clad in a purple tunic, girdled 

at the waist with a leather belt. Then I tried talk, and found that her name was Weena, which, though I don’t know what 

it meant, somehow seemed appropriate enough. The Time Machine had gone. Then came one hand upon me and then 

another. He said he had seen a similar thing at Tubingen, and laid considerable stress on the blowing out of the candle. 

The earth had come to rest with one face to the sun, even as in our own time the moon faces the earth. Strength is 

the outcome of need; security sets a premium on feebleness. In another moment I was in a passion of fear and running 

with great leaping strides down the slope. The tiled floor was thick with dust, and a remarkable array of miscellaneous 

objects was shrouded in the same grey covering. I thought of my hasty conclusions upon that evening and could not 

refrain from laughing bitterly at my confidence. At first I was puzzled by all these strange fruits, and by the strange flow-

ers I saw, but later I began to perceive their import: “However, I am telling you of my fruit dinner in the distant future 

now. It had set itself steadfastly towards comfort and ease, a balanced society with security and permanency as its 

watchword, it had attained its hopes—to come to this at last.” If each generation die and leave ghosts, he argued, the 

world at last will get overcrowded with them. Thus loaded, our progress was slower than I had anticipated, and besides 

Weena was tired. For such a life, what we should call the weak are as well equipped as the strong, are indeed no longer 

weak. And the cases had in some instances been bodily removed—by the Morlocks as I judged. Glancing upward, I saw 

the aperture, a small blue disk, in which a star was visible, while little Weena’s head showed as a round black projection. 

It seemed to me that the best thing we could do would be to pass the night in the open, protected by a fire. I cannot 

even say whether it ran on all-fours, or only with its forearms held very low. Better equipped indeed they are, for the 

strong would be fretted by an energy for which there was no outlet. I made what progress I could in the language, and 

in addition I pushed my explorations here and there. He drained it, and it seemed to do him good: for he looked round 

the table, and the ghost of his old smile flickered across his face, “What on earth have you been up to, man?” Had it not 

been for her I do not think I should have noticed that the floor of the gallery sloped at all. The end I had come in at was 

quite above ground, and was lit by rare slit-like windows. Whatever the reason, the fact remains that the sun was very 

much hotter than we know it. “Well, one very hot morning—my fourth, I think—as I was seeking shelter from the heat 

and glare in a colossal ruin near the great house where I slept and fed, there happened this strange thing: Clambering 

among these heaps of masonry, I found a narrow gallery, whose end and side windows were blocked by fallen masses of 

stone. It was here that I was destined, at a later date, to have a very strange experience—the first intimation of a still 

stranger discovery—but of that I will speak in its proper place.” Looking round with a sudden thought, from a terrace 

on which I rested for a while, I realized that there were no small houses to be seen. I looked at little Weena sleeping 

beside me, her face white and starlike under the stars, and forthwith dismissed the thought, “Through that long night I 

held my mind off the Morlocks as well as I could, and whiled away the time by trying to fancy I could find signs of the old 

constellations in the new confusion.” It lay very high upon a turfy down, and looking north-eastward before I entered it, 

I was surprised to see a large estuary, or even creek, where I judged Wandsworth and Battersea must once have been. 

Why, too, if the Eloi were masters, could they not restore the machine to me? I hastily took a lump of camphor from 

my pocket, and prepared to light it as soon as the match should wane. I looked more curiously and less fearfully at 

this world of the remote future. I did so, and eking out the flicker with a scrap of paper from my pocket, I made good
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my retreat to the narrow tunnel. Then I seemed to know of a pattering about 

me. What if the Morlocks were afraid? Decaying vegetation may occasionally 

smoulder with the heat of its fermentation, but this rarely results in flame. And 

even of what he knew, how much could he make his untravelled friend either 

apprehend or believe? You see I had always anticipated that the people of the 

year Eight Hundred and Two Thousand odd would be incredibly in front of us 

in knowledge, art, everything. There were fringes of ice along the sea margin, 

with drifting masses further out; but the main expanse of that salt ocean, all 

bloody under the eternal sunset, was still unfrozen. I looked about me to see if 

any traces of animal life remained. “Thanks.“ “May I have them?“ And why were 

they so terribly afraid of the dark? I looked at the lawn again. He took up the 

lamp, and, in an absolute silence, we returned to the smoking-room. And yet“His 

eye fell with a mute inquiry upon the withered white flowers upon the little table. 

It behoves me to be calm and patient, to learn the way of the people, to get a 

clear idea of the method of my loss, and the means of getting materials and 

tools; so that in the end, perhaps, I may make another. And on both these days 

I had the restless feeling of one who shirks an inevitable duty. Above me, in the 

intense blue of the summer sky, some faint brown shreds of cloud whirled into 

nothingness. The difficulty of increasing population had been met, I guessed, and 

population had ceased to increase. “But with this change in condition comes 

inevitably adaptations to the change.“ Even were there no other lurking danger“

a danger I did not care to let my imagination loose upon“there would still be all 

the roots to stumble over and the tree-boles to strike against. I was very tired, 

too, after the excitements of the day; so I decided that I would not face it, but 

would pass the night upon the open hill. Weena, I was glad to find, was fast 

asleep. But how it got there was a different problem. I saw the heads of two 

orange-clad people coming through the bushes and under some blossom-cov-

ered apple-trees towards me. But the jest was unsatisfying, and I was thinking 

of these figures all the morning, until Weena“s rescue drove them out of my 

head. I should have thought of it. The two species that had resulted from the 

evolution of man were sliding down towards, or had already arrived at, an alto-

gether new relationship. Can you imagine a crab as large as yonder table, with 

its many legs moving slowly and uncertainly, its big claws swaying, its long an-

tennae, like carters“ whips, waving and feeling, and its stalked eyes gleaming at 

you on either side of its metallic front? It was a close race. I found it in a sealed 

jar, that by chance, I suppose, had been really hermetically sealed. For countless 

years I judged there had been no danger of war or solitary violence, no danger 

from wild beasts, no wasting disease to require strength of constitution, no 

need of toil. I thought it was mere childish affection that made her cling to me.

. . . .
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