
The Invisible Man A Grotesque Romance By H. G. Wells CHAPTER I THE STRANGE MAN'S ARRIVAL The stran ger came early in Fe bruary, one wintry day, through a biting wind and a drivin
g snow, the last snowfall of the year, over the down, walking from Bramblehurst railway station, and carryi ng a little black portm anteau in his thickly glo ved hand. He was wrapped u
p from head to foot, and the brim of his soft felt hat hid every inch of his face but the shiny tip of his n ose; th e snow had piled its elf against his shoulders and chest, and added a 
white crest to the burden he carried. He staggered into the "Coach and Horses" more dead than ali ve, and fl ung his portmante au down. "A fire," he cried,  "in the name of h
uman charity! A room and a fire!" He stamped and shook the snow from off himself in the bar, and followe d Mrs. Hall into he r guest parlour to strike his b argain. A
nd with that much introduction, that and a couple of sovereigns flung upon the table, he too k up his quar ters in the inn. Mr s. Hall lit the fire and left him th
ere while she went to prepare him a meal with her own hands. A guest to stop at Iping in the wintertime  was an unheard-o f piece of luck, let alone a guest wh
o was no "haggler," and she was resolved to show herself worthy of her good fortune. As soon as the bacon was well und er way, and Millie, her lymphatic m
aid, had been brisked up a bit by a few deftly chosen expressions of contempt, she c arried the cloth,  plates, and glasses into the parlour and began t o l
ay them with the utmost eclat. Although the fire was burning up briskly, she was s urprised to see t hat her visitor still wore  his hat and coat, sta ndin
g with his back to her and staring out of the window at the falling snow in the ya rd. His gloved ha nds were clasped behind  him, and he seeme
d to be lost in thought. She noticed that the melting snow that still sprinkled h is shoulders dri pped upon her carpet. "Can I tak e your hat
 and coat, sir?" she said, "and give them a good dry in the kitchen?" "No," h e said without tu rning. She was not sure she had  heard him, 
and was about to repeat her question. He turned his head and looked at h er over his shou lder. "I prefer to keep them on," h e said with em
phasis, and she noticed that he wore big blue spectacles with sidelights , and had a bush side-whi sker over his co at-collar that completely hid his cheeks and f
ace. "Very well, sir," she said. "As you like. In a bit the room will be wa rmer." He made no answer, and had turne d his face away  from her again, and M rs. Hall, feeling that
 her conversational advances were ill-timed, laid the rest of the table things in a quick staccato and whisked out of the ro om. When she  returned he w as still standing there,
 like a man of stone, his back hunched, his collar turned up, his drip ping hat-brim turned down,  hiding his face and ears compl etely. She pu t do wn the eggs and bacon with co
nsiderable emphasis, and called rather than said to him, "Your lun ch is served, sir." "Thank you, " he said at the same time, and did not stir until  she was  closing the door. Then he
 swung round and approached the table with a certain eager quic kness. As she went behind the b ar to the kitchen she heard a sound re peated at re gular interva ls. Chirk, chirk, chirk, it went
, the sound of a spoon being rapidly whisked round a basin. "T hat girl!" she said. "There! I clean fo rgot it. It's her being so lo ng!" And whi le she her self finish ed mixing the mustard, she gav
e Millie a few verbal stabs for her excessive slowness. She ha d cooked the ham and eggs, laid the t able, and done everythi ng, while Millie ( help inde ed!) ha d only succeeded in delaying the 
mustard. And him a new guest and wanting to stay! Then she  filled the mustard po t, and, p utting i t with a  certain st ateliness upon a go ld and b lac k tea-tray, carried it into the parlour.
 She rapped and entered promptly. As she did so her visitor moved quickly, so that s he got but a glimps e of a w hite object disappearin g behi nd the table. It would seem he was pic
king something from the floor. She rapped down the musta rd pot on the table, and the n she not iced the o vercoat and hat had been take n off and put over a chair in front of the fi
re, and a pair of wet boots threatened rust to her steel fend er. She went to these things resol ute ly. "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 muffled v oice, and turning she saw he had raised his head and wa s sitting and looking at her. For a moment 
she stood gaping at him, too surprised to speak. He held  a white cloth --it was a servi ette he had b rought with him- -over the lower part of his face, so that h
is mouth and jaws were completely hidden, and that wa s the reason of h is m uffled  voice. B ut it was not that wh ich startled Mrs. Hall. It was the fact that
 all his forehead above his blue glasses was covered b y a white bandage, a nd  t hat another covered h is ears, leaving not a s crap of his face exposed excepting onl
y his pink, peaked nose. It was bright, pink, and shiny just as it had been at fi rst. He wore a dark-brown velve t jacket with a high, black, linen-lined collar turned up about his 
neck. The thick black hair, escaping as it could below  and between the cross ba ndages, project ed in curious tails an d horns, givin g him the stra ngest appearance conceivable. This m
uffled and bandaged head was so unlike what she ha d anticipated, that for a moment she w as rigid. He did n ot remo ve the serviette, but remained holding it, as she saw n
ow, with a brown gloved hand, and regarding her wit h his inscruta ble bl ue glasses. "Leave  the hat," he said, speaking very distinc tly through the white cloth. Her nerve
s began to recover from the shock they had received . She placed the ha t on the chair again by the fire. "I didn't know, sir ," she bega n, "that--" and she stopped embarras
sed. "Thank you," he said drily, glancing from her to  the door and then at her a gain. "I'll have them ni cel y dried, sir, at once," s he s aid, and carrie d his clothes out of the room. She gl
anced at his white-swathed head and blue goggles again as she was goin g o ut of the door; but his n apkin was still in front o f his face. She shiv ered a little as she closed the door 
behind her, and her face was eloquent of her surpri se and perplexity. "I nev er," she whispered. "Ther e!" She went quite softly to  the kitchen, and was to o preoccupied to ask Millie what sh
e was messing about with now, when she got there . The visitor sat and listen ed to her retreating feet. He  glanced inquiringly at the window before he removed his serviette, and resu
med his meal. He took a mouthful, glanced suspici ously at the wi ndow, took another mouthf ul, then rose and, taking t he serviette in his h and, walked across the room and p
ulled the blind down to the top of the white muslin that obscured the lowe r panes. Th is left the room in a twilight. This d one, he returned with a n easier air to the table and his me
al. "The poor soul's had an accident or an op'ratio n or somethin'," said Mrs. Hall. "What a tur n them bandages did give me, t o be sure!" She put on some more coal, unfolded the c
lothes-horse, and extended the traveller's coat upo n this. "And they gog gles! Why, he l oo k ed more like a divin' h elmet than a human man!" She hung his muffler on a corner o
f the horse. "And holding that handkerchief over hi s mouth all the time. Talkin' thro u g h it! ... Perhaps his m outh was hurt too--may be." She turned round, as one who
 suddenly remembers. "Bless my soul alive!" she s aid, going off at a tangent; "ain't you do ne them ta te rs yet, Millie?" When  Mrs. Hall w ent to clear away the stranger's lu
nch, her idea that his mouth must also have been c ut or disfigured in the a ccident s h e su pposed him to have  suffered, was confirmed , for he was smoking a pipe, and a
ll the time that she was in the room he never loose ned the silk muffler he had wr apped  roun d the lower part of  his face to put the m outhpiece to his lips. Yet it was not
 forgetfulness, for she saw he glanced at it as it sm ouldered out. He sat in th e corner with his back to the wind ow-blind and spo ke now, having eaten an d drunk and being comfortably war
med through, with less aggressive brevity than bef ore. The reflection of the fire lent a kind of red animat io n  to his big spect acles they had lacked hitherto. "I have some luggage," he
 said, "at Bramblehurst station," and he asked her h ow he could  have it sent. He bowed his ban daged head qui te politely in ack nowledgment of her explanation. "T
o-morrow?" he said. "There is no speedier delivery ?" and seemed quite dis appointed when she answer ed, "No." Was s he quite sure? No man with a trap who would go o
ver? Mrs. Hall, nothing loath, answered his question s and developed a co nv ersation. "It's a steep roa d by the down , sir," she said in answer to the question about a trap; and then,
 snatching at an opening, said, "It was there a carria ge was upsettled, a year a go and more. A gentl em an killed, bes ides his coachman. Acc idents, sir, happen in a moment, do
n't they?" But the visitor was not to be drawn so easi ly. "They do," he said through his muffle r, e yeing her q uietly through his i mpenetrable glasses. "But they take l
ong enough to get well, don't they? ... There was my sister's son, Tom, jest cut his arm with a scyth e, tumble d on it  in the 'ayfield, and, bless me! he was three months t
ied up sir. You'd hardly believe it. It's regular given m e a dread of a scythe, si r." "I can quite  under sta nd that," s aid the visi tor. "He was afraid, one time, that he'
d have to have an op'ration--he was that bad, sir." The  visitor laughed abruptly, a bark of a laugh th a t he seemed to bite and  kill in his mouth. "Was he?" he said. "
He was, sir. And no laughing matter to them as had the  doing for him, as I had --m y sister  being took  u p with her little ones so much. There was bandages to do, si
r, and bandages to undo. So that if I may make so bold a s to say it, sir--" " Will yo u ge t m e som e matches?" said t he visitor, quite abruptly. "My pipe is ou
t." Mrs. Hall was pulled up suddenly. It was certainly rud e of him, after telling him all she  h a d done . She gasped at him for a  moment, and remembered the two sove
reigns. She went for the matches. "Thanks," he said conc is ely, as she put them down,  an d t ur ne d h is shoul der upon her and stare d out of the window again. It was altogeth
er too discouraging. Evidently he was sensitive on the top ic of operations and banda ges. S he did  n ot " mak e so  bold as to say," however, aft er all. But his snubbing way had irritated h
er, and Millie had a hot time of it that afternoon. The visitor  re mained in the parlour until four o 'clo ck, with out giving  the ghost of an excuse fo r an intrusion. For the most part he was qui
te still during that time; it would seem he sat in the growing dar kness smoking in the firelight --per haps dozi ng. O nce or t wice a curious listener might have heard him at the coals, and for t
he space of five minutes he was audible pacing the room. He  se emed to be talking to hims elf. T hen the arm chair c reaked as  he sat down again. CHAPTER II MR. TEDDY HENFREY'S FIRST I
MPRESSIONS At four o'clock, when it was fairly dark and Mrs.  Ha ll was screwing up her courag e to go in an d ask her visitor if he would take som e tea, Teddy Henfrey, the clock-jobber, came i
nto the bar. "My sakes! Mrs. Hall," said he, "but this is terrible w eath er for thin boots!" Th e snow outside was fa lling faster. Mrs. Hall agreed, and t hen noticed he had his bag with him. "Now you'
re here, Mr. Teddy," said she, "I'd be glad if you'd give th' old clo ck in  the parlour a bit of a look. 'Tis going, an d it strikes well and hearty; but t he hour-hand won't do nuthin' but point at six." 
And leading the way, she went across to the parlour door and rap ped and entered. Her visitor, she saw as sh e opened the door, was seate d in the armchair before the fire, dozing it would s
eem, with his bandaged head drooping on one side. The only light in th e room was the red glow from the fi re--which lit his eyes like a dverse railway signals, but left his downcast face i
n darkness--and the scanty vestiges of the day that came in through  the o pen door. Everything was ruddy, shadowy, and indistin ct to her, the more so since she had just been lightin
g the bar lamp, and her eyes were dazzled. But for a second it seemed  to he r that the man she looked at had an enormou s mouth wide open--a vast and incredible mouth that s
wallowed the whole of the lower portion of his face. It was the sensation  of a m oment: the white-bound head, t he monstrous goggle eyes, and this huge yawn below it
. Then he stirred, started up in his chair, put up his hand. She opened the  door w ide, so that the room was lighter, and she saw him more 
clearly, with the muffler held up to his face just as she had seen him hold t he serv iette before. The shadows, she fancied, had tricked her. "W
ould you mind, sir, this man a-coming to look at the clock, sir?" she said, rec overing from the momentary shock. "Look at the clock?" he said, sta
ring round in a drowsy manner, and speaking over his hand, and then, getting more fully  awake, "certainly." Mrs. Hall went away to get a lamp, and he r
ose and stretched himself. Then came the light, and Mr. Teddy Henfrey, entering,  was confr onted by this bandaged person. He was, he says, "taken aback." 
"Good afternoon," said the stranger, regarding him--as Mr. Henfrey says, with a vivi d sense of t he dark spectacles--"like a lobster." "I hope," said Mr. Henfrey, "tha
t it's no intrusion." "None whatever," said the stranger. "Though, I understand," he s aid turning t o Mrs. Hall, "that this room is really to be mine for my own private use
." "I thought, sir," said Mrs. Hall, "you'd prefer the clock--" "Certainly," said the str anger, "certai nly--but, as a rule, I like to be alone and undisturbed. "But I'm really glad
 to have the clock seen to," he said, seeing a certain hesitation in Mr. Henfrey's m anner. "Very gla d." Mr. Henfrey had intended to apologise and withdraw, but this anticipati
on reassured him. The stranger turned round with his back to the fireplace and put h is hands behind h is back. "And presently," he said, "when the clock-mending is over, I think I s
hould like to have some tea. But not till the clock-mending is over." Mrs. Hall was about to leave the room--sh e made no conversational advances this time, because she did not want to be sn
ubbed in front of Mr. Henfrey--when her visitor asked her if she had made an y arrangements  about his boxes at Brambleh urst. Sh e told him she had mentioned the matter to the postman, and that the carrier could bri
ng them over on the morrow. "You are certain that is the earliest?" he said . She was certain, wi th a marked coldness. "I should explain," he added, "wh at I was really too cold and fatigued to do before, that I am an experimental investigator." 
"Indeed, sir," said Mrs. Hall, much impressed. "And my baggage contain s apparatus and appli ances." "Very useful things indeed they ar e, sir," said Mrs. Hall. "And I'm very naturally anxious to get on with my inquiries." "Of course,
 sir." "My reason for coming to Iping," he proceeded, with a certain deli bera tion of manner, "was ...  a desire for so litude. I do not wish to be disturbed in my work. In addition to my work, an accident--" "I thought a
s much," said Mrs. Hall to herself. "--necessitates a certain retirement . My eyes --are sometimes so weak and painful that I have to shut myself up in the dark for hours together. Lock myself up. Sometimes--now 
and then. Not at present, certainly. At such times the slightest distu rbance, the ent ry of a stranger into the room,  is a source of excruciating annoyance to me--it is well these things should be understood." "Certainly, sir," said 
Mrs. Hall. "And if I might make so bold as to ask--" "That I think, is  all," said the strang er, with that quietly irresistible air of finality he could as sume at will. Mrs. Hall reserved her question and sympathy for a better occasion. After Mrs. Hall had left the room,
 he remained standing in front of the fire, glaring, so Mr. Henfrey  puts it, at the clock-mend ing. Mr. Henfrey not only took off the hands of the  clock, and the face, but extracted the works; and he tried to work in as slow and quiet and unassuming a manner 
as possible. He worked with the lamp close to him, and the gre en shade threw a brilliant lig ht upon his hands, and upon the frame and w heels, and left the rest of the room shadowy. When he looked up, coloured patches swam in his eyes. Being const
itutionally of a curious nature, he had removed the works--a q uite unnecessary proceeding--with the idea of delaying his departure a nd perhaps falling into conversation with the stranger. But the stranger stood there, perfectly silent and still. So st
ill, it got on Henfrey's nerves. He felt alone in the room and l ooked up,  and there, grey and dim, was the  bandaged head and hu ge blue lenses staring fixedly, with a mist of green spots drifting in front of them. It was so uncanny to Henfrey tha
t for a minute they remained staring blankly at one anothe r. Then Henfrey  looked down again. Very uncomfortab le position! One would like to say something. Should he remark that the weather was very cold for the time of year
? He looked up as if to take aim with that introductory s hot. "The weather--" he began. "Why don't you finish and go?" said the r igid figure, evidently in a state of painfully suppressed rage. "All you've got to do is to fix the hour-hand on its axl
e. You're simply humbugging--" "Certainly, sir--one mi nute more. I overlooked--"  and Mr. Henfrey finished and went. But he went feeling exce ssively annoyed. "Damn it!" said Mr. Henfrey to himself, trudging down the village through the thawing snow; "a 
man must do a clock at times, surely." And again, "C an't a man look at you?--Ugl y!" And yet again, "Seemingly not. If the police was wan ting you you couldn't be more wropped and bandaged." At Gleeson's corner he saw Hall, who had recently marrie
d the stranger's hostess at the "Coach and Horses, " and  who now drove the Iping con veyance, when occasional people required it, to S idderbridge Junction, coming towards him on his return from that place. Hall had evidently been "stopping a bit" 
at Sidderbridge, to judge by his driving. "'Ow do, Teddy?" h e said, passing. "You got a rum  un up home!" said Teddy. Hall very soci ably pulled up. "What's that?" he asked. "Rum-looking customer stopping at the 'Coach and Horses,'" said Teddy. 
"My sakes!" And he proceeded to give Hall a viv id description o f his grotesque guest. "Looks a bit  like a disguise, don't it? I'd lik e to see a man's face if I had him stopping in my place," said Henfrey. "But women are that trustful--where strange
rs are concerned. He's took your rooms and h e ain't even given a n ame, Hall." "You don't say so!" said Hal l, who was a man of sluggish apprehension. "Yes," said Teddy. "By the week. Whatever he is, you can't get rid of 
him under the week. And he's got a lot of lug gage coming to-morrow, s o he says. Let's hope it won't be stones in boxes , Hall." He told Hall how his aunt at Hastings had been swindled by a stranger with empty portmanteaux. Altogeth
er he left Hall vaguely suspicious. "Get up, old girl," said Hall. "I s'pose  I must see 'bout this." Teddy trudged on his way with his mind co nsiderably relieved. Instead of "seeing 'bout it," however, Hall on his return was severely rated by his wife on the l
ength of time he had spent in Sidderbridg e, and  his mild inquiries were answ ered snappishly and in a manner not to the point. But the see d of suspicion Teddy had sown germinated in the mind of Mr. Hall in spite of these discouragements. "You wim' d
on't know everything," said Mr. Hall, res olved to as certain more about the person ality of his guest at the earliest possible opportunity. And after the stranger had gone to bed, which he did about half-past nine, Mr. Hall went very aggressively into the 
parlour and looked very hard at his wi fe's furniture, ju st to show that the stranger was n't master there, and scrutinised closely and a little contemptuously a sheet of mathematical computations the stranger had left. When retiring for the night he in
structed Mrs. Hall to look very close ly at the stranger's lu ggage when it came next day. "You mind your own business, Hall," said Mrs. Hall, "and I'll mind mine." She was all the more inclined to snap at Hall because the stranger was undoubtedly
 an unusually strange sort of stran ger, and she was by no me ans assured about him in her own mind.  In the middle of the  night she woke up dreaming of huge white heads like turnips, that came trailing after her, at the end of interminab
le necks, and with vast black eye s . But being a sensible wom an, she subdued her terrors and turned over a nd went to sleep again. CHAPTER III THE THOUSAND AND ONE BOTTLES So it was that on the twenty-ninth day o
f February, at the beginning of t he tha w, this singular person fell o ut of infinity into Iping village. Next day his luggage arrived through the  slush--and very remarkable luggage it was. There were a couple of trunks indeed, such as a rational man might n
eed, but in addition there wer e a box of b ooks--big, fat books, of which some were just in an incomprehensible handwriting--and a dozen or more crates, boxes, and cases, containing objects packed in straw, as it seemed to Hall, tugging with a casual c
uriosity at the straw--glass b ottles. The stran ger, muffled in hat, coat, gloves , and wrapper, came out impatiently to meet Fearenside's c art, while Hall was having a word or so of gossip preparatory to helping bring them in. Out he came, not noticing F
earenside's dog, who was sniffing in a dilettante spirit at Hall's legs. "Come along with those boxes," he said. "I've been waiting long enough." And he came down the steps towards the tail of the cart as if to lay hands on the smaller crate. No soone
r had Fearenside's dog c aught sight of him, howev er, than it began to bristle and growl savagely, and when he rushed down the s teps it gave an undecided hop, and then sprang straight at his hand. "Whup!" cried Hall, jumping back, for he wa
s no hero with dogs, an d Fearenside howled, "Lie do wn!" and snatched his whip. They saw th e 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 r ip 
of his trousering. The n the f iner end of Fearenside's whi p reached his property, and the dog, yelping w ith dismay, retreated under the wheels of the waggon. It was all the business of a swift half-minute. No one spo
ke, everyone shoute d. The stran ger glanced swiftly at his torn  glove and at his leg, made as if he would stoop to the latter, t hen turned and rushed swiftly up the steps into the inn. They heard him go headlong across the pass age an
d up the uncarpet ed stairs to his b edroom. "You brute, you!" said  Fearenside, climbing off the waggon with his whip in his hand, while t he dog watched him through the wheel. "Come here," said Fearenside--"You'd better." Hall had stoo
d gaping. "He w uz bit," said Hall. "I'd b etter go and see to en," and he tr otted after the stranger. He met Mrs. Hall in the passage. "Carrie r's darg," he said "bit en." He went straight upstairs, and the stranger's door being ajar, he pushed  it open 
and was enteri ng without any ceremony, being of a naturally sympathetic tu rn of mind. The blind was down and the room dim. He ca ught a glimpse of a most singular thing, what seemed a handless arm waving towards him, and a  face of thre
e huge indete rm inate spots on white, very li ke the face of a pale pansy. Then he w as struck violently in the chest, hurled back, an d the door slammed in his face and locked. It was so rapid that it gave him no time to observe.  A waving of in
decipherabl e shap es, a blow, and a concussio n. There he stood on the dark little landin g, wondering what it might be that h e had seen. A couple of minutes after, he rejoined the little group that had formed outside the  "Coach and H
orses." Th ere was Fea renside telling about it all ove r again for the second time; there was Mrs. Ha ll saying his d og didn't have no business to bite her guests; there was Huxter, the general dealer from ove r the road, inte
rrogativ e; and Sandy Wa dgers 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, the n?" and so fo r
th. Mr. Hall, staring at them fro m the steps and listening, found  it incredible that he had seen anything so very remarkable happen upstair s. Besides, his vocabulary was altogether too limited to express his impressions. "He don' t want no hel p, 
he sa ys," he said in answer to h is wife's inquiry. "We'd better be a -takin' of his luggage in." "He ought to have it cauterised at once," s aid Mr. Huxter; "especially if it's at all inflamed." "I'd shoot en, that's what I'd do," said a la dy in the gro up. 
Su dd enly the dog began growlin g again. "Come along," cried an ang ry 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
 p leased. " It is stated by an anonymo us bystander that his trousers and glo ve s had been changed. "Was you hurt, sir?" said Fe arenside. "I'm rare sorry the darg--" "Not a bit," said the stranger. "Never broke the skin. Hurry up with  those 

things." He t hen swore to himself, so Mr. Hall asserts. Directly the first crate was, i n accor dance with his direction s, carried into the parlour, the stranger flung himself upon it with extraordinary eagern ess, and beg an to unp
ack it, scattering t he straw with an utter disrega rd of Mrs. Ha ll's c arp et. And from it he began  to produce bottles--little fat bottles containing powders, small and slender bottles co ntaining colo ured and 

white fluids, fluted blue  bottles labeled Poison, bottles  with ro und bodies and slender necks, large green-glass bottles, large white-glass bottles, bottles with g lass sto
ppers and frosted labels, b ottles with fine corks, bottles wit h bu ngs, bottles with wooden cap s, wine bottles, salad-oil bottles--putting them in rows on the chif fonnier, on th e mantel, 

on t he table under the window, round the floor, on the bookshelf-- everywhere. The chemist's sho p in Bramblehurst could  no t boast h alf  so many. Quite  a sight it 
was. Cra te after crate yielded bottles , until all six were empty and the tabl e high with straw; the only things  that came out of th e se crates besides the bottles were a number of test-tubes 

and a careful ly packed balance. And direc tly the crates were unpacked, the str anger went to the windo w and set to work, no t troubling in the least about the litter of straw, the f ire which ha
d gone out, the bo x of books outside, nor for the  trunks and other luggage that had gon e upst a irs. Whe n Mrs. Hall took his dinner in to him, he was already s o absorbed in 

his work, pouring little drops out of the bottles into tes t-tubes, that he did not he ar he r u ntil  she had swept away the bulk of the straw and put the tray on the table, with som e little emphasis
 perhaps, seeing the state that the floor was in. Then he ha lf turned his head a nd im media tely turned it away again. But she saw he had removed his glasses; they were beside him on the table, an

d it seemed to her that his e ye sockets were extraordinarily h ollow. He put on his spectacles again, and then turned and faced her. She was about to complain of the stra
w o n the floor when he anticipat ed her. "I wish you wouldn't come i n without  knocking," he said in the tone of abnormal exasperation that see med so characteristic of hi
m. "I k nocked, but seemingly--" "Pe rhaps you did. But in my investigation s-- my really very urgent and necessary investigations--the slighte st disturbance, the jar of a door--I must as
k you--" "C ertainly, sir. You can turn the lock if you're like that, you know. Any t ime." "A very good idea," said the stranger. "This stror, sir, i f I might make so bold as to remark--" "Don't. If the st
raw makes tro uble put it down in the bill." An d he mumbled at her--words su spicious ly like curses. He was so odd, standing there, so aggressive  and explosive, bottle in one hand and test-tube in the ot
her, that Mrs. Hall  was quite alarmed. But she was  a resolute woman. "In which ca se, I should like to know, sir, what you consider--" "A shilling--pu t down a shilling. Surely a shilling's enough?" "So be it,
" said Mrs. Hall, taking  up the table-cloth and beginning  to spread it over the ta ble. "If yo u're satisfied, of course--" He turned and sat down, with his c oat-collar toward her. All the afternoon he worked with t
he door locked and, as M rs. Hall testifies, for the most part i n silence. But once there w as a c oncussion and a sound of bottles ringing together as though  the table had been hit, and the smash of a bottle flung 
violently down, and then a ra pid pacing athwart the room. Fearin g "something was the matter," sh e went to the door and listened, not caring to knock. "I can't g o on," he was raving. "I can't go on. Three hundred tho

u sand, four hundred thousand!  The huge multitude! Cheated! All my l ife it may take me! ... Pati ence! Patience indeed! ... Fool! fool!" There was a noise of hob nails on the bricks in the bar, and Mrs. Hall had very rel
ucta ntly to leave the rest of his soli loquy. When she returned the room was silent again, sav e for the faint crepitation of his chair and the occasional clink o f a bottle. It was all over; the stranger had resumed wo
rk. When  she took in his tea she saw bro ken glass in the corner of the room under th e con cave mirror, and a golden stain that had been carelessly wiped. She called attention to it. "Put it down in the bill," snap
ped her visit or. "For God's sake don't worry m e. If there's damage done, put it down in the bill, " and he went on ticking a list in the exercise book before him. " I'll tell you something," said Fearenside, mysteriously.
 It was late in the  afternoon, and they were in the li ttle beer-shop of Iping Hanger. "Well?" said Ted d y Henfrey. "This chap you're speaking of, what my dog bit. Well- -he's black. Leastways, his legs are. I seed through th
e tear of his trousers  and the tear of his glove. You'd ha ve expected a sort of pinky to show, wouldn't  you? Well--there wasn't none. Just blackness. I tell you, he's as  black as my hat." "My sakes!" said Henfrey. "It's a ru
mmy case altogether. Wh y, his nose is as pink as paint!" "That 's true," said Fearenside. "I knows that . And I tell 'ee what I'm thinking. That marn's a piebald, Teddy. Bl ack here and white there--in patches. And he's asham
ed of it. He's a kind of half-bre ed, and the colour's come off patchy in stead of mixing. I've heard of su ch things before. And it's the common way with horses, as any o ne can see." CHAPTER IV MR. CUSS INTERVIEWS T

HE STRANGER I have told the ci rcumstances of the stranger's arrival in Ip ing with a certain fulnes s of detail, in order that the curious impression he created may be  understood by the reader. But excepting two odd i
nci dents, the circumstances of his s tay until the extraordinary day of the club fes tival may be pa ssed over very cursorily. There were a number of skirmishes with Mr s. Hall on matters of domestic discipline, but in ev
ery cas e until late April, when the first sig ns of penury began, he over-rode her by the eas y expedie nt of an extra payment. Hall did not like him, and whenever he dared  he talked of the advisability of getting rid of him;
 but he sho wed his dislike chiefly by concealin g it ostentatiously, and avoiding his visitor as much a s possible. "Wait till the summer," said Mrs. Hall sagely, "when t he artisks are beginning to come. Then we'll see
. He may be a b it overbearing, but bills settled punc tual is bills settled punctual, whatever you'd like to say." T he stranger did not  go to church, and indeed made no diff erence between Sunday and the irreligious da
ys, even in costume . He worked, as Mrs. Hall thought, ver y fitfully. Some days he would come down early and  be contin uously busy. On others he would rise l ate, pace his room, fretting audibly for hours 
together, smoke, sleep i n the armchair by the fire. Communicati on with the world beyond the village he had  none. Hi s temper co ntinued very uncertain; for the most p art his manner was that of a man suffering u
nder almost unendurable pro vocation, and once or twice things were sn apped, torn, crushed, or broken in  spas modic gu sts of violence. He seeme d under a chronic irritation of the gre atest intensity. His habit of talking to hims
elf in a low voice grew steadily up on him, but though Mrs. Hall listened conscie ntiously she could make nei ther head no r tail of what she heard. He r arely went abroad by daylight, but at twilight he would go out muffled up in
vi sibly, whether the weather were co ld or not, and he chose the loneliest paths and th ose most ove rsh adowed by tre es and banks. His goggling spect acles and ghastly bandaged fa ce under the penthouse of his hat, ca
me wi th a disagreeable suddenness out o f the darkness upon one or two home-going labourers , and Teddy Henfrey, tumbling out of the "Scarlet Coat" on e night, at half-past nine, w as scared shamefully by the strang
er's skull-li ke head (he was walking hat in hand)  lit by the sudden light of the opened inn door. Such chil dren as saw him  at nightfall dreamt of bogies, and it se emed d oubtful whether he di sliked boys more than they dislik
ed him, or the r everse; but there was certainly a vivid enough dislike on either side. It was inevitable th at a per son of so remarkable an appearance a nd bearing s hould  form a frequent t opic in such a village as Iping. O
pinion was greatly d ivided about his occupation. Mrs. Hall w as sensitive on the point. When question ed, she e xplained very caref ully that he was an "experimental inve stigator," goi ng gingerly over the sylla bles as one who dreads pitfalls. 
When asked what an ex perimental investigator was, she would say  with a touch of superiority that most educ ated people knew su ch things as that, and would thus expl ain that he "d iscovered things." He r visitor had had an accident, she
 said, which temporarily disc oloured his face and hands, and being of a se nsitive disposition, he  was avers e to any public notic e of the fact. Out of her hearing there was a view la rgely entert ained that he was a criminal trying to escap
e from justice by wrapping himself  up so as to conceal himself altogether from the e ye of the p olice. This i dea sprang from the brain of Mr. Teddy Henfrey. No crime  of any mag nitude datin g from the middle or end of February was kn
o wn to have occurred. Elaborated in th e imagination of Mr. Gould, the probationary assistant  in the Natio nal School, this theor y took the form that the stranger wa s an Anarch ist in disguis e, preparin g explosives, and he resolved to u
ndert ake such detective operations as his t ime permitted. These consisted for the most part i n lo oking very hard at the stranger whenever they met, or in  asking pe ople who had n ever seen t he stranger, leading questions abo
ut him. Bu t he detected nothing. Another school o f opinion followed Mr. Fearenside, and ei t her accepted  the piebald view or some m odificatio n of it; as, f or instance, Si las Durgan, who was heard to asse


