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The First Men in the Moon
Adapted by Nat Segaloff and John de Lancie

An Alien Voices Production
Original story by H.G. Wells

MUSIC: Accompany when appropriate.

ANNOUNCER
There is, today, on the moon, an
American flag— placed there by the
astronauts of Apollo 11. A plaque
beside it has these words: “Here men
from the planet earth first set foot on 
the moon, July, 1969. We came in peace
for all mankind.” But readers of
literature know that H.G. Wells
traveled to that “pale-faced orb” long
before Neil Armstrong arrived. Come,
now, as we take one small step for men—
and one giant leap for science fiction.

INT. WENDIGEE RADIO SHOP— NIGHT 1

SOUND: Loud banging on wooden door.

BEDFORD
Is anybody there?

WENDIGEE
I’m coming, I’m coming!

BEDFORD
Open up! Open up!

SOUND: Banging continues, more insistently.

WENDIGEE
I said I was coming. Making a racket—
ought to call the—

SOUND: Opens the door.
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BEDFORD
Are you Julius Wendigee?

WENDIGEE
What...?

BEDFORD
I said, are you Wendigee?

WENDIGEE
Yes, but who are you...

BEDFORD
Then I must use your wireless
immediately!

WENDIGEE
Who do you think you are, barging into
my shop...

BEDFORD
Do you or do you not have a wireless
transmitter on the premises?

WENDIGEE
Well...yes, I do, but it’s just
experimental...

BEDFORD
Damn it, Wendigee! It’s a message for
the entire world!

WENDIGEE
The entire world, indeed, Mr., um, Mr.— 
whatever your name is...

BEDFORD
They’re coming!

WENDIGEE
Who’s coming?

BEDFORD
(as if to a child)

They’re coming from the moon!
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WENDIGEE
What did you say?

BEDFORD
The moon! I wouldn’t have believed it
myself, except—

WENDIGEE
Good God, man! Why didn’t you say that
in the first place? Follow me— in here! 
To the transmitter! As quickly as you
can—

SOUND: Walking to radio room.

(To Silas, o.s.)
Silas! We have a witness—

SOUND: Morse code oscillator and static.

SILAS
I think I’m getting the signal now.

BEDFORD
A signal?

WENDIGEE
Yes! Whatever your name is, stranger,
your timing is astonishing. Last night
we had the most unusual message from a
man who purports to be— of all places—
on the moon!

BEDFORD
What? Receiving a signal from the moon?

WENDIGEE
Yes! That’s what I said! The moon!

BEDFORD
That can’t be!

WENDIGEE
He says his name is Cavor, James Cavor.
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BEDFORD
But that’s impossible! I left James
Cavor for dead!

SOUND: Code continues; gets louder.

SILAS
It’s the same message as last night.
This Cavor fellow insists that a friend 
of his abandoned him on the moon. A man
named Bedford.

BEDFORD
Bedford? I am Bedford! And I abandoned
no one!

SILAS
(translating)

He says, “That coward, Bedford. He
abandoned me— ”

NOTE: Actors overlap and interrupt.

BEDFORD
Slander! I tried to save him!

SILAS
We’re losing the signal— he’s fading.

SOUND: Morse code stops— we hear static.

BEDFORD
He can’t! He can’t be! I must speak with him.

SILAS
He’s gone.

BEDFORD
Get him back.

SILAS
I’ll do what I can, but—

BEDFORD
Get him back, I tell you!
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WENDIGEE
Calm yourself—

BEDFORD
Alive? How could he be alive?

SOUND: Decanter; drink being poured.

WENDIGEE
In the meantime, I think you’d better
explain yourself, Mr. Bedford. After
all, you’re talking about men on the
moon! Here. Have this drink and start
your story— at the beginning.

BEDFORD
That I will— gladly!

SOUND: He drinks.

MUSIC: Throughout narration.

BEDFORD (N)
My adventures with James Cavor began
two months ago. Some of my business
dealings in town had gone sour and I’d
borrowed a friend’s country house to
relax. As I sat on my porch late one
afternoon—

EXT. COUNTRY HOME— SUNSET 2

SOUND: Cross-fade to birds chirping.

SOUND: Bicycle bell.
SIMON

Here’s your paper, Mr. Bedford.

BEDFORD
Thank you, Simon. Beautiful sunset, eh?

SIMON
That it is, sir.

SOUND: Cavor comes in.
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CAVOR
(makes buzzing with mouth)

SIMON
Oh-oh.

BEDFORD
What’s the matter, lad?

SIMON
Here comes Mr. Cavor. He’s got his head 
on the clouds. Gotta run.

SOUND: Bicycle bell rings.

CAVOR
(louder buzzing noise)

BEDFORD
(to himself)

Oh, that sound again!

CAVOR
(buzzing continues)

BEDFORD
Good evening, sir.

(No response)
I say, good evening—

(No response)
Hello? Hello, there? Excuse me, sir—

CAVOR
Hmm? Yes? Me?

BEDFORD
Yes. You have walked by my house every
evening at this time for the past two
weeks, and I can’t help but notice that 
you are so preoccupied, you never even
look at the sunset.

CAVOR
(breaking reverie)

I what?
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BEDFORD
I say you never look at the sunset.

CAVOR
Do I? I mean, I don’t?

BEDFORD
No. And you are always making that
noise.

CAVOR
What noise?

BEDFORD
That buzzing.

(Imitates the buzzing)
Listen to yourself.

CAVOR
I do that?

BEDFORD
Yes.

CAVOR
Oh, well, it’s just a habit. Nothing to 
it.

BEDFORD
Yes, well— in any case— allow me to
introduce myself— I’m Jeremiah Bedford.

CAVOR
And I am James Cavor.

BEDFORD
And what do you do, Mr. Cavor— besides
imitate bees?

CAVOR
I invent things.

BEDFORD
Oh? Would I know of any of them?
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CAVOR
Have you ever heard of the motor car?

BEDFORD
(impressed)

Why yes! Did you invent that!?

CAVOR
No.

(Pause)
But I happen to be on the verge of a
discovery even more important. I had no 
idea I was making such an annoying
sound. Now you’ve made me quite
self-conscious—

BEDFORD
I’m sorry. That wasn’t my intention.
Uh— what is this “most important
discovery” you’re working on?

CAVOR
You wouldn’t understand it.

BEDFORD
Perhaps I would.

CAVOR
No one does. It has to do with the
photochemical reaction of elements on
the activity levels of particulates.
Or as you might call it, radiant
energy.

BEDFORD
You’re quite right. I don’t understand.

CAVOR
Let me simplify it, then: I am
developing a way to neutralize gravity. 
And there you have it. Nice meeting
you.

SOUND: Cavor walks off, buzzing.
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MUSIC: Playful (used as transition).

BEDFORD (N)
And he walked away, resuming that
infernal buzzing. Hmmmmmm— an anti-
gravity machine! If nothing else, it
seemed quite fantastic— and, possibly,
quite profitable. The next day I
decided to pay a visit to Mr. Cavor’s
workshop—

INT. CAVOR’S WORKSHOP— DAY 3

MUSIC: Concludes.

SOUND: Hammers on metal; sawing; workshop.

CAVOR
(preoccupied)

Oh, Bedford! What a— surprise— seeing
you here.

BEDFORD
I’ve come to see your anti-gravity
machine, Cavor, but you seem to be in
the middle of something.

CAVOR
Not at all. This is the perfect time.

EDGAR
Excuse me, Mr. Cavor, we’ve reached 270 
degrees.

CAVOR
Excellent, Edgar! Now mix in the helium 
and increase it to 450.

BEDFORD
If I’m in the way—

CAVOR
Nonsense. But it’s not a machine, it’s
a material. We’re about to make a sheet 
of it. Here, take these goggles.
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BEDFORD
I’m afraid I’m confused.

CAVOR
It is a substance that will block the
effects of gravity.

BEDFORD
But that’s impossible!

CAVOR
Not at all. Think of light, and the way
it passes through glass. If you put a
piece of metal in the way, the light is
blocked. This substance will do the
same thing to the force of
gravity. Cover an object with it, and
gravity has no effect: the object
becomes weightless. I’ve decided to
call my discovery “Cavorite.”

EDGAR
We’re ready to pour, sir.

CAVOR
(buzzing)

EDGAR
(more urgently)

We’ll need your attention here, Mr.
Cavor.

SOUND: Loud bubbling, blast furnace; winch.

CAVOR
Right. Hoist the cauldron— careful,
it’s molten hot— stand back. Put your
goggles on, Bedford!

EDGAR
Ready with the winch—

HENRY
— it’s in position—
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CAVOR
Go ahead and pour— mind the splatter—

HENRY
It’s filling the mold. Watch the level. 
Almost— almost—

ALL
(ad lib)

Ahhhhhhh! Wonderful, Oooo, etc.

CAVOR
There it is, Bedford! A sheet of pure
Cavorite—

BEDFORD
It’s beautiful! It’s like looking into
a pool of twilight.

CAVOR
Yes, optical displacement is a by-
product of the process. And as it
cools, it will start to exhibit its
anti-gravitational properties—

SOUND: Strong wind increasing. The men will have to
shout over debris crashing, etc.

BEDFORD
(shouting over wind)

What’s happening?

CAVOR
(shouting)

Nothing to worry about.
(To workmen)

Close all the windows, and shut the
chimney, men—

EDGAR
(shouting)

They are closed, Mr. Cavor.

HENRY
(shouting)

Storm’s inside the workshop, sir.
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