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			INTRODUCTION

			I FIRST READ The Island of Dr. Moreau at college, in the late 1960s. In those turbulent years, the real education for young people took place outside the classroom. Textbooks were ancient census reports compared to the daily bulletins from Vietnam, the nervous campus appearances by the Secretary of State, the peace marches in Washington, China's explosion of a hydrogen bomb, the pervasive aroma of marijuana in the air. One day in the dining hall, a bearded assistant professor sitting next to me pushed aside his mashed potatoes, reached into his pocket, and ignited his draft card. Then he invited the rest of the young men at the table to follow suit. We were awed and terrified and elated with the challenge, and we spent the rest of the day pacing under an oak tree, discussing politics and civic obligation and individual freedom. We were powerful, and we believed in our power.

			Politics was not all that was happening. The microchip had been born, and we heard rumors of a computer that could fit in the palm of a hand. The new field of molecular biology was starting to prophesy that human embryos could be refashioned in test tubes. Physicists published the first partial theory of how the elemental forces of nature might be part of one single force. Human beings set foot on the moon, finding its surface far less flimsy than some had believed.

			Science and technology were shaking the planet as much as were new social and political thought, and, with our bodies cut free by the mood of the times, we felt the shaking, we vibrated. The world was off balance, vulnerable. We wanted to see the pink underside of the world. We wanted to know the fleshy meaning of science.

			The physics texts were the last place to ponder Heisenberg's cremation of the uninvolved observer, the computer manuals the last to speculate on the social impact of vast, instant quantities of information. Instead, we read Russell and Bohr, Asimov and Hume, Huxley and Wells. We read them in the middle of winter nights, after the last Bogie movie, with the windows open to kill the high heat of the dormitory and a light snow blowing into the room. Then we would sleep through our morning classes, awaken at noon to get sandwiches and coffee, gather under the oak to debate. Such was my first encounter with The Island of Dr. Moreau, Wells's ruminations on the ideas of Darwin.

			Many science fiction writers focus on the science, on fantastic technological developments in the far distant future. Herbert George Wells was interested primarily in human nature. He was indeed a keen student of science, taught science, wrote science textbooks, and worked as an assistant to the great biologist Thomas H. Huxley. But in his novels he was mainly after the human implications of known scientific discoveries. When he did invent science, such as his time machine or the interspecies vivisection in Dr. Moreau, his inventions served to illuminate the human condition. The fantastic contraption that could travel forward or backward in temporal space in The Time Machine (1895) gave a glimpse of the far future, suggesting that the evolution of humankind was not necessarily toward a more refined species. The War of the Worlds (1898) explored the human terror on confronting a superior and malevolent intelligence. In The World Set Free (1914), Wells imagined a war in which each of the world's cities was destroyed by a few atomic bombs the size of beach balls. Here Wells based his prescient speculations on the pioneering atomic work of Ernest Rutherford and Frederick Soddy, who are mentioned by name in the novel. During his lifetime, Wells was often called the English Jules Verne, but he disliked this comparison. He respectfully considered Verne a forecaster of the scientific future, while himself a more traditional novelist. As he wrote in the preface to a collection of his stories:

			

			In these stories the living interest lies in their nonfantastic elements and not in the invention itself. They are appeals for human sympathy quite as much as any “sympathetic” novel, and the fantastic element, the strange property, is used only to throw up and intensify our natural reactions of wonder, fear, or perplexity.

			

			As Wells, like many other intellectuals, reached to the new scientific ideas around him, Charles Darwin was a major influence. At the publication of Dr. Moreau, in 1896, Darwin's On the Origin of Species was still very controversial. The human qualities in animals or the animal qualities in humans had been considered metaphorically throughout the ages. But once one accepts the Darwinian notion that Homo sapiens has evolved from other creatures, humankind can be compared to other beasts with far more intimacy and force. Such comparisons are no longer merely metaphors. Simply put, we are 
animals. The telling irony of Dr. Moreau is that, at the same time the men feel disdain for Moreau's beasts and a superiority over animals in general, the narrator, Prendick, recognizes the “beastly” qualities of men. Men get drunk, they act foolishly, they cheat, they leave each other to die, they tell lies, they prowl and sneak about. The pathetic brutes on the island, once wolves and dogs and pumas and now rendered half man and half beast by Moreau's knife, desperately desire to be whole men. They are ashamed of their missing digits, their wild, gleaming eyes, their instincts to drink from green ponds and to stalk other creatures. They lie about in the dim light of their caves and chant their version of the Ten Commandments:

			

			Not to go on all-Fours; that is the Law. Are we not Men?

			Not to suck up Drink; that is the Law. Are we not Men?

			Not to eat Flesh nor Fish; that is the Law. Are we not Men?

			Not to claw Bark of Trees; that is the Law. Are we not Men?

			Not to chase other Men; that is the Law. Are we not Men?

			

			But, in Wells's view, the men they want to become are the real beasts.

			On one level, Wells may be warning us not to tamper with Mother Nature: The exiled vivisectionist Moreau ultimately pays with his life for performing his terrible experiments, mixing the identities of species. It is not difficult to translate the surgical operations and blood transfusions of the late nineteenth century to the genetic manipulations of the late twentieth.

			At a deeper level, Dr. Moreau suggests that man himself is an abomination who must fight against his baser instincts. Just as Moreau's beast-men constantly struggle to avoid reverting back to their beastlike natures, clearly a losing battle, we humans are in danger of reverting to our animal natures. Like the stranded boys in William Golding's Lord of the Flies, once Prendick is the lone man on the island, he becomes more and more “animal”: His hair grows long and matted, his eyes gain “a strange brightness, a swift alertness of movement.” Even when Prendick escapes the island altogether and returns to civilization, he fears the men and women he sees on the streets of London:

			

			I see faces keen and bright, others dull or dangerous, others unsteady, insincere; none that have the calm authority of a reasonable soul. I feel as though the animal was surging up through them; that presently the degradation of the Islanders will be played over again on a larger scale.

			

			Thus there is no happy resolution, no real escape, except for a brief note at the end of the book:

			

			There is, though I do not know how there is or why there is, a sense of infinite peace and protection in the glittering hosts of heaven. There it must be, I think, in the vast and eternal laws of matter, and not in the daily cares and sins and troubles of men . . .

			

			In other words, all animals, including humans, are terrible brutes. If anything in nature is comforting and worthwhile, it is inanimate.

			This was an unsettling message for a young college student eager to understand the meaning of evolution and the unity of nature. In fact, most of Wells's novels are darkly pessimistic. He imagined the worst for humankind. In 1903, just after the discovery of radioactivity, the great chemist Frederick Soddy wrote happily in the Times Literary Supplement that the huge latent energy in the atom would have vast benefits for society. Wells, on the other hand, focused on the possibilities of building atomic bombs. He saw practically every discovery in science as a new opportunity for the expression of the savage, beastly part of human nature.

			Wells admitted that his books were “consciously grim, under the influence of Swift's tradition.” But even this young college student understood a sharp difference between the two writers. While both evidenced a low opinion of their fellow man, Swift worked through political satire, and his preposterous fantasies had no scientific plausibility whatsoever. Wells, on the other hand, moved closely with the currents of science. (At the writing of The War of the Worlds, intelligent life on Mars was considered a serious possibility; The World Set Free followed the discovery of radioactivity, which accurately hinted at the vast latent energy in the atom.) Thus, whether intended or not, Wells's pessimism about people was compellingly linked to science in his novels, and one cannot read them without absorbing the feeling that advances in science will inexorably highlight the unpleasant nature of men.

			Such a viewpoint certainly leads one to question the long-unquestioned assumption that science necessarily leads to progress. Indeed, the concept of “progress” was a major intellectual theme during the nineteenth century, when Wells wrote Dr. Moreau. According to this concept, natural and man-made forces are causing the world to become more and more developed, advanced, and moral with time. This idea was fueled in part by the industrial revolution, which began in England in the previous century and promised a fully mechanized society. On the biological side, Darwin's and Wallace's theory of evolution and the principle of survival of the fittest also gave strength to the idea. Many scientists and nonscientists of the nineteenth century (and some today) interpreted biological evolution as a kind of progress from lower forms to higher, culminating in human beings. Writers, philosophers, and social thinkers of the nineteenth century also embraced the concept of progress driven by science. Edward Bellamy's classic novel Looking Backward (1888) describes an ideal social and industrial system of the future. William Morris's News from Nowhere (1890) similarly describes an idyllic utopia of social and ethical progress. In much of his writing, Wells courageously rebels against such longstanding notions of progress.

			Today, after two decades in science, I still share Wells's concerns, if not his stark pessimism, and I still have no good ideas about how to put on the brakes. It seems that ever since the beginnings of science, the unstated directive has been that if something is technically possible, then let's do it; that new scientific ideas and inventions will unquestionably improve the quality of life. Onward and upward. Fiber-optic technology and advanced computers may someday incorporate all of us into one giant database. Small remote phones will soon allow us to keep in touch with our offices wherever we are, twenty-four hours a day. Genetic engineering may someday allow us to create people according to initial specifications. Advances in medicine, computers, and brain physiology may someday allow us to build creatures who are half animal and half machine, the modern version of Moreau's island beasts. Imagine, for argument's sake, that a medical machine of the future could diagnose your insides so thoroughly that, neglecting outside accidents, it could determine the year of your death. Would such a prediction improve the quality of your life? What are we trying to improve? What are the aims of science and technology? What is progress?

			I suspect that market forces will continue to drive applied science, whatever our personal hesitations. As for pure science, there is no stopping ideas. Nor do I think there should be. If darkness is part of our nature, then so too is light, and research into pure science expresses our creativity and ideas. Many new discoveries have given us a more humble view of ourselves. After Copernicus, we no longer think of planet Earth as the center of the universe; after Darwin, we recognize new relatives clinging from the family tree; after Einstein, we appreciate the extreme limitations of our sensory perceptions. Advances in science, as in art, will continue to reveal us in our entirety. We cannot help looking in the mirror.

		

	
		
		CHAPTER THE FIRST
                                                                                                                              

		IN THE DINGEY OF THE “LADY VAIN”

		I DO NOT propose to add anything to what has already been written concerning the loss of the Lady Vain. As everyone knows, she collided with a derelict when ten days out from Callao. The long-boat with seven of the crew was picked up eighteen days after by H.M. gun-boat Myrtle, and the story of their privations has become almost as well known as the far more terrible Medusa case. I have now, however, to add to the published story of the Lady Vain another as horrible, and certainly far stranger. It has hitherto been supposed that the four men who were in the dingey perished, but this is incorrect. I have the best evidence for this assertion—I am one of the four men.

		But, in the first place, I must state that there never were four men in the dingey; the number was three. Constans, who was “seen by the captain to jump into the gig” (Daily News, March 17, 1887), luckily for us, and unluckily for himself, did not reach us. He came down out of the tangle of ropes under the stays of the smashed bowsprit; some small rope caught his heel as he let go and he hung for a moment head downward, and then fell and struck a block or spar floating in the water. We pulled towards him, but he never came up.

		I say luckily for us he did not reach us, and I might also add luckily for himself, for there were only a small beaker of water and some soddened ship's biscuits with us—so sudden had been the alarm, so unprepared the ship for any disaster. We thought the people on the launch would be better provisioned (though it seems they were not), and we tried to hail them. They could not have heard us, and the next morning when the drizzle cleared—which was not until past mid-day—we could see nothing of them. We could not stand up to look about us because of the pitching of the boat. The sea ran in great rollers, and we had much ado to keep the boat's head to them. The two other men who had escaped so far with me were a man named Helmar, a passenger like myself, and a seaman whose name I don't know, a short sturdy man with a stammer.

		We drifted famishing, and, after our water had come to an end, tormented by an intolerable thirst, for eight days altogether. After the second day the sea subsided slowly to a glassy calm. It is quite impossible for the ordinary reader to imagine those eight days. He has not—luckily for himself—anything in his memory to imagine with. After the first day we said little to one another, and lay in our places in the boat and stared at the horizon, or watched, with eyes that grew larger and more haggard every day, the misery and weakness gaining upon our companions. The sun became pitiless. The water ended on the fourth day, and we were already thinking strange things and saying them with our eyes; but it was, I think, the sixth before Helmar gave voice to the thing we all had in mind. I remember our voices dry and thin, so that we bent towards one another and spared our words. I stood out against it with all my might, was rather for scuttling the boat and perishing together among the sharks that followed us; but when Helmar said that if his proposal was accepted we should have drink, the sailor came round to him.

		I would not draw lots, however, and in the night the sailor whispered to Helmar again and again, and I sat in the bows with my clasp-knife in my hand—though I doubt if I had the stuff in me to fight. And in the morning I agreed to Helmar's proposal, and we handed halfpence to find the odd man.

		The lot fell upon the sailor, but he was the strongest of us and would not abide by it, and attacked Helmar with his hands. They grappled together and almost stood up. I crawled along the boat to them, intending to help Helmar by grasping the sailor's leg, but the sailor stumbled with the swaying of the boat, and the two fell upon the gunwhale and rolled overboard together. They sank like stones. I remember laughing at that and wondering why I laughed. The laugh caught me suddenly like a thing from without.

		I lay across one of the thwarts for I know not how long, thinking that if I had the strength I would drink sea-water and madden myself to die quickly. And even as I lay there I saw, with no more interest than if it had been a picture, a sail come up towards me over the skyline. My mind must have been wandering, and yet I remember all that happened quite distinctly. I remember how my head swayed with the seas, and the horizon with the sail above it danced up and down. But I also remember as distinctly that I had a persuasion that I was dead, and that I thought what a jest it was they should come too late by such a little to catch me in my body.

		For an endless period, as it seemed to me, I lay with my head on the thwart watching the dancing schooner—she was a little ship, schooner-rigged fore and aft—come up out of the sea. She kept tacking to and fro in a widening compass, for she was sailing dead into the wind. It never entered my head to attempt to attract attention, and I do not remember anything distinctly after the sight of her side, until I found myself in a little cabin aft. There is a dim half memory of being lifted up to the gangway and of a big round countenance, covered with freckles and surrounded with red hair, staring at me over the bulwarks. I also had a disconnected impression of a dark face with extraordinary eyes close to mine, but that I thought was a nightmare until I met it again. I fancy I recollect some stuff being poured in between my teeth. And that is all.

	
		
		CHAPTER THE SECOND
                                                                                                                              

		THE MAN WHO WAS GOING NOWHERE

		THE CABIN in which I found myself was small and rather untidy. A youngish man with flaxen hair, a bristly straw-coloured moustache, and a dropping nether lip was sitting and holding my wrist. For a minute we stared at one another without speaking. He had watery grey expressionless eyes.

		Then just overhead came a sound like an iron bedstead being knocked about and the low angry growling of some large animal. At the same time the man spoke again.

		He repeated his question: “How do you feel now?”

		I think I said I felt all right. I could not recollect how I had got there. He must have seen the question in my face, for my voice was inaccessible to me.

		“You were picked up in a boat—starving. The name on the boat was the Lady Vain, and there were queer marks on the gunwhale.” At the same time my eye caught my hand, so thin that it looked like a dirty skin purse full of loose bones, and all the business of the boat came back to me.

		“Have some of this,” said he, and gave me a dose of some scarlet stuff, iced.

		It tasted like blood, and made me feel stronger.

		“You were in luck,” said he, “to get picked up by a ship with a medical man aboard.” He spoke with a slobbering articulation, with the ghost of a lisp.

		“What ship is this?” I said slowly, hoarse from my long silence.

		“It's a little trader from Arica and Callao. I never asked where she came from in the beginning. Out of the land of born fools, I guess. I'm a passenger myself from Arica. The silly ass who owns her—he's captain too, named Davis—he's lost his certificate or something. You know the kind of man—calls the thing the Ipecacuanha—of all silly infernal names, though when there's much of a sea without any wind she certainly acts according.”

		Then the noise overhead began again, a snarling growl and the voice of a human being together. Then another voice telling some “Heaven-forsaken idiot” to desist.

		“You were nearly dead,” said my interlocutor. “It was a very near thing indeed. But I've put some stuff into you now. Notice your arms sore? Injections. You've been insensible for nearly thirty hours.”

		I thought slowly. I was distracted now by the yelping of a number of dogs. “May I have solid food?” I asked.

		“Thanks to me,” he said. “Even now the mutton is boiling.”

		“Yes,” I said, with assurance; “I could eat some mutton.”

		“But,” said he, with a momentary hesitation, “you know I'm dying to hear how you came to be alone in the boat.” I thought I detected a certain suspicion in his eyes.

		“Damn that howling!”

		He suddenly left the cabin, and I heard him in violent controversy with someone who seemed to me to talk gibberish in response to him. The matter sounded as though it ended in blows, but in that I thought my ears were mistaken. Then he shouted at the dogs and returned to the cabin.

		“Well?” said he, in the doorway. “You were just beginning to tell me.”

		I told him my name, Edward Prendick, and how I had taken to natural history as a relief from the dulness of my comfortable independence. He seemed interested in this. “I've done some science myself—I did my Biology at University College,—getting out the ovary of the earthworm and the radula of the snail and all that. Lord! it's ten years ago. But go on, go on—tell me about the boat.”

		He was evidently satisfied with the frankness of my story, which I told in concise sentences enough—for I felt horribly weak,—and when it was finished he reverted presently to the topic of natural history and his own biological studies. He began to question me closely about Tottenham Court Road and Gower Street. “Is Caplatzi still flourishing? What a shop that was!” He had evidently been a very ordinary medical student, and drifted incontinently to the topic of the music-halls. He told me some anecdotes. “Left it all,” he said, “ten years ago. How jolly it all used to be! But I made a young ass of myself. . . . Played myself out before I was twenty-one. I daresay it's all different now. . . . But I must look up that ass of a cook and see what he's doing to your mutton.”

		The growling overhead was renewed, so suddenly and with so much savage anger that it startled me. “What's that?” I called after him, but the door had closed. He came back again with the boiled mutton, and I was so excited by the appetising smell of it, that I forgot the noise of the beast forthwith.

		After a day of alternate sleep and feeding I was so far recovered as to be able to get from my bunk to the scuttle and see the green seas trying to keep pace with us. I judged the schooner was running before the wind. Montgomery—that was the name of the flaxen-haired man—came in again as I stood there, and I asked him for some clothes. He lent me some duck things of his own, for those I had worn in the boat, he said, had been thrown overboard. They were rather loose for me, for he was large and long in his limbs.

		He told me casually that the captain was three parts drunk in his own cabin. As I assumed the clothes I began asking him some questions about the destination of the ship. He said the ship was bound to Hawaii, but that it had to land him first.

		“Where?” said I.

		“It's an island. . . . Where I live. So far as I know, it hasn't got a name.”

		He stared at me with his nether lip dropping, and looked so wilfully stupid of a sudden
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