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Origins

Before applying the principles arrived at in the last chapter to organic beings in a state of nature, we must briefly discuss whether these latter are subject to any variation.  To treat this subject properly, a long catalogue of dry facts ought to be given; but these I shall reserve for a future work.  Nor shall I here discuss the various definitions which have been given of the term species.  No one definition has satisfied all naturalists; yet every naturalist knows vaguely what he means when he speaks of a species.   Generally the term includes the unknown element of a distinct act of creation.  The term "variety" is almost equally difficult to define; but here community of descent is almost universally implied, though it can rarely be proved.

We have also what are called monstrosities; but they graduate into varieties.  By a monstrosity I presume is meant some considerable deviation of structure, generally injurious, or not useful to the species.  Some authors use the term "variation" in a technical sense, as implying a modification directly due to the physical conditions of life; and "variations" in this sense are supposed not to be inherited; but who can say that the dwarfed condition of shells in the brackish waters of the Baltic, or dwarfed plants on Alpine summits, or the thicker fur of an animal from far northwards, would not in some cases be inherited for at least a few generations? And in this case I presume that the form would be called a variety.  

It may be doubted whether sudden and considerable deviations of structure, such as we occasionally see in our domestic productions, more especially with plants, are ever permanently propagated in a state of nature.  Almost every part of every organic being is so beautifully related to its complex conditions of life that it seems as improbable that any part should have been suddenly produced perfect, as that a complex machine should have been invented by man in a perfect state.  Under domestication monstrosities sometimes occur which resemble normal structures in widely different animals.

Thus pigs have occasionally been born with a sort of proboscis, and if any wild species of the same genus had naturally possessed a proboscis, it might have been argued that this had appeared as a monstrosity; but I have as yet failed to find, after diligent search, cases of monstrosities resembling normal structures in nearly allied forms, and these alone bear on the question.  If monstrous forms of this kind ever do appear in a state of nature and are capable of reproduction (which is not always the case), as they occur rarely and singly, their preservation would depend on unusually favourable circumstances.  They would, also, during the first and succeeding generations cross with the ordinary form, and thus their abnormal character would almost inevitably be lost.   But I shall have to return in a future chapter to the preservation and perpetuation of single or occasional variations.

A Brave New World 

Outside, in the dust and among the garbage (there were four dogs now), Bernard and John were walking slowly up and down.

"So hard for me to realize," Bernard was saying, "to reconstruct.  As though we were living on different planets, in different centuries.  A mother, and all this dirt, and gods, and old age, and disease ..." He shook his head.  "It's almost inconceivable.  I shall never understand, unless you explain."

"Explain what?"

"This." He indicated the pueblo.  "That." And it was the little house outside the village.  "Everything.  All your life."

"But what is there to say?"

"From the beginning.  As far back as you can remember."

"As far back as I can remember." John frowned.  There was a long silence.

It was very hot.  They had eaten a lot of tortillas and sweet corn.  Linda said, "Come and lie down, Baby." They lay down together in the big bed.  "Sing," and Linda sang.  Sang "Streptocock-Gee to Banbury-T" and "Bye Baby Banting, soon you'll need decanting." Her voice got fainter and fainter ...

A Loud Noise, and a Start

There was a loud noise, and he woke with a start.  A man was saying something to Linda, and Linda was laughing.  She had pulled the blanket up to her chin, but the man pulled it down again.  His hair was like two black ropes, and round his arm was a lovely silver bracelet with blue stones in it.  He liked the bracelet; but all the same, he was frightened; he hid his face against Linda's body.  Linda put her hand on him and he felt safer.  In those other words he did not understand so well, she said to the man, "Not with John here." The man looked at him, then again at Linda, and said a few words in a soft voice.  Linda said, "No." But the man bent over the bed towards him and his face was huge, terrible; the black ropes of hair touched the blanket.

No Again

"No," Linda said again, and he felt her hand squeezing him more tightly.  "No, no!"

But the man took hold of one of his arms, and it hurt.  He screamed.  The man put up his other hand and lifted him up.  Linda was still holding him, still saying, "No, no."

The man said something short and angry, and suddenly her hands were gone.  "Linda, Linda." He kicked and wriggled; but the man carried him across to the door, opened it, put him down on the floor in the middle of the other room, and went away, shutting the door behind hirn.  

He got up, he ran to the door.    Standing on tiptoe he could just reach the big wooden latch.  He lifted it and pushed; but the door wouldn't open.  "Linda," he shouted.  She didn't answer.

A Huge Room, Rather Dark

He remembered a huge room, rather dark; and there were big wooden things with strings fastened to them, and lots of women standing round them-making blankets, Linda said.  Linda told him to sit in the corner with the other children, while she went and helped the women.  He played with the little boys for a long time.  Suddenly people started talking very loud, and there were the women pushing Linda away, and Linda was crying.  She went to the door -- and he ran after her.  He asked her why they were angry.  "Because I broke something," she said.  And then she got angry too.  "How should I know how to do their beastly weaving?" she said.  "Beastly savages."

He asked her what savages were.  When they got back to their house, Pope was waiting at the door, and he came in with them.  He had a big gourd full of stuff that looked like water;   only it wasn't water, but something with a bad smell that burnt your mouth and made you cough.  Linda drank some and Pope drank some, and then Linda laughed a lot and talked very loud; and then she and Pope went into the other room.  When Pope went away, he went into the room.  Linda was in bed and so fast asleep that he couldn't wake her.

Mescal or Soma

Pope used to come often.  He said the stuff in the gourd was called mescal; but Linda said it ought to be called soma; only it made you feel ill afterwards.  He hated Pope.  He hated them all-all the men who came to see Linda.  One afternoon, when he had been playing with the other children-it was cold, he remembered, and there was snow on the mountains-he came back to the house and heard angry voices in the bedroom.  They were women's voices, and they said words he didn't understand, but he knew they were dreadful words.  Then suddenly, crash!   something was upset; he heard people moving about quickly, and there was another crash and then  a noise like hitting a mule, only not so bony; then Linda screamed.  "Oh, don't, don't, don't!" she said.

He ran in.  There were three women in dark blankets.  Linda was on the bed.  One of the women was holding her wrists.  Another was lying across her legs, so that she couldn't kick.  The third was hitting her with a whip.  Once, twice, three times; and each time Linda screamed.  Crying, he tugged at the fringe of the woman's blanket.  "Please, please." With her free hand she held him away.  The whip came down again, and again Linda screamed.  He caught hold of the woman's enormous brown hand between his own and bit it with all his might.  She cried out, wrenched her hand free, and gave him such a push that he fell down.  While he was lying on the ground she hit him three times with the whip.  It hurt more than anything he had ever felt-like fire.  The whip whistled again, fell.  But this time it was Linda who screamed.

"But why did they want to hurt you, Linda?'' he asked that night.  He was crying, because the red marks of the whip on his back still hurt so terribly.  But he was also crying because people were so beastly and unfair, and because he was only a little boy and couldn't do anything against them.  Linda was crying too.  She was grown up, but she wasn't big enough to fight against three of them.  It wasn't fair for her either.  "Why did they want to hurt you, Linda?"

"I don't know.  How should I know?" It was difficult to hear what she said, because she was lying on her stomach and her face was in the pillow.  "They say those men are their men," she went on; and she did not seem to be talking to him at all; she seemed to be talking with some one inside herself.  A long talk which she didn't understand; and in the end she started crying louder than ever.

Don't Cry

"Oh, don't cry, Linda.  Don't cry."

He pressed himself against her.  He put his arm round her neck.  Linda cried out.  "Oh, be careful.  My shoulder! Oh!" and she pushed him away, hard.  His head banged against the wall.  "Little idiot!" she shouted; and then, suddenly, she began to slap him.  Slap, slap ...

"Linda," he cried out.  "Oh, mother, don't!"

"I'm not your mother.  I won't be your mother."

"But, Linda ...  Oh!" She slapped him on the cheek.

"Turned into a savage," she shouted.  "Having young ones like an animal ...  If it hadn't been for you, I might have gone to the Inspector, I might have got away.  But not with a baby.  That would have been too shameful." 

He saw that she was going to hit him again, and lifted his arm to guard his face.  "Oh, don't, Linda, please don't."

"Little beast!" She pulled down his arm;  his face was uncovered.

"Don't, Linda." He shut his eyes, expecting the blow.  

But she didn't hit him.  After a little time, he opened his eyes again and saw that she was looking at him.  He tried to smile at her.  Suddenly she put her arms round him and kissed him again and again.

The Invisible Man

The Strange Man's Arrival

The stranger came early in February, one wintry day, through a biting wind and a driving snow, the last snowfall of the year, over the down, walking as it seemed from Bramblehurst railway station, and carrying a little black portmanteau in his thickly gloved hand.  He was wrapped up from head to foot, and the brim of his soft felt hat hid every inch of his face but the shiny tip of his nose; the snow had piled itself against his shoulders and chest, and added a white crest to the burden he carried.  He staggered into the Coach and Horses, more dead than alive as it seemed, and flung his portmanteau down.  "A fire," he cried, "in the name of human charity! A room and a fire!" He stamped and shook the snow from off himself in the bar, and followed Mrs.  Hall into her guest parlor to strike his bargain.  And with that much introduction, that and a ready acquiescence to terms and a couple of sovereigns flung upon the table, he took up his quarters in the inn.

Lighting the Fire

Mrs.  Hall lit the fire and left him there while she went to prepare him a meal with her own hands.  A guest to stop at Iping in the wintertime was an unheard-of piece of luck, let alone a guest who was no "haggler," and she was resolved to show herself worth of her good fortune.  As soon as the bacon was well under way, and Millie, her lymphatic aid, had been brisked up a bit by a few deftly chosen expressions of contempt, she carried the cloth, plates, and glasses into the parlour and began to lay them with the utmost eclat.  Although the fire was burning up briskly, she was surprised to see that her visitor still wore his hat and coat, standing with his back to her and staring out of the window at the falling snow in the yard.

Gloved Hands Clasped

His gloved hands were clasped behind him, and he seemed to be lost in thought.  She noticed that the melting snow that still sprinkled his shoulders dropped upon her carpet.  "Can I take your hat and coat, sir?" she said, "and give them a good dry in the kitchen?"

"No," he said without turning.
She was not sure she had heard him, and was about to repeat her question. 

He turned his head and looked at her over his shoulder.
"I prefer to keep them on," he said with emphasis, and she noticed that he wore big blue spectacles with sidelights, and had a bush side-whisker over his coat-collar that completely hid his cheeks and face.

"Very well, sir," she said.   "As you like.  In a bit the room will be warmer."

He made no answer, and had turned his face away from her again, and Mrs.  Hall, feeling that her conversational advances were ill-timed, laid the rest of the table things in a quick staccato and whisked out of the room.

A Man of Stone

When she returned he was still standing there, like a man of stone, his back hunched, his collar turned up, his dripping hat-brim turned down, hiding his face and ears completely.  She put down the eggs and bacon with considerable emphasis, and called rather than said to him, "Your lunch 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 quickness.

As she went behind the bar to the kitchen she heard a sound repeated at regular intervals.  Chirk, chirk, chirk, it went, the sound of a spoon being rapidly whisked round a basin.  "That girl!" she said.  "There! I clean forgot it.  It's her being so long!" And while she herself finished mixing the mustard, she gave Millie a few verbal stabs for her excessive slowness.  She had cooked the ham and eggs, laid the table, and done everything, while Millie (help indeed!) had only succeeded in delaying the mustard.  And him a new guest and wanting to stay! Then she filled the mustard pot, and, putting it with a certain stateliness upon a gold and black tea-tray, carried it into the parlour.

She rapped and entered promptly.  As she did so her visitor moved quickly, so that she got but a glimpse of a white object disappearing behind the table.  It would seem he was picking something from the floor.  She rapped down the mustard pot on the table, and then she noticed the overcoat and hat had been taken off and put over a chair in front of the fire, and a pair of wet boots threatened rust to her steel fender.  She went to these things resolutely.  "I suppose I may have them to dry now," she said in a voice that brooked no denial.

"Leave the hat," said her visitor, in a muffled voice, and turning she saw he had raised his head and was 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 serviette he had brought with him -- over the lower part of his face, so that his mouth and jaws were completely hidden, and that was the reason of his muffled voice.  But it was not that which startled Mrs.  Hall.  It was the fact that all his forehead above his blue glasses was covered by a white bandage, and that another covered his ears, leaving not a scrap of his face exposed excepting only his pink, peaked nose.   It was bright, pink, and shiny just as it had been at first.  He wore a dark-brown velvet 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 bandages, projected in curious tails and horns, giving him the strangest appearance conceivable.   This muffled and bandaged head was so unlike what she had anticipated, that for a moment she was rigid.  

He did not remove the serviette, but remained holding it, as she saw now, with a brown gloved hand, and regarding her with his inscrutable blue glasses.  "Leave the hat," he said, speaking very distinctly through the white cloth.

