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The hope is that it will turn out 
to be a rare hybrid that hasn’t yet 
been discovered, with a subtle 
pattern in the petals. 

The buying of orchids always has in it a certain
speculative excitement. At the auction, you are
presented with a shriveled plant and there is no
guarantee as to how it will bloom even after
the most careful cultivation. 

Here we have a 
Cymbidium Orchid. The 

bid starts at $50…do I hear
$60? $60! $80! Do I hear $90?

Going once, going twice…
SOLD for $90!

This hybrid 
derivative of the Brassavola 
shall be named Brassolaelia, 

after Mrs. Lila Jones… 

Pride, beauty, and profit 
blossoming together on one 
delicate green spike…and 
perhaps the dream of 
immortality. If the new strain
of orchid needs to be named,
what’s as convenient as that
of its discoverer? 

T he F lowering of the 

Strange Orchid
by H. G.Wells
adapted by Andrea Grant
illustrated by Shepherd Hendrix
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It was the hope of an epic orchid discovery
that made Winter a frequent attendant at
these auctions. Plus, he didn’t have much else
to do since he was provided with enough family
income to maintain his lifestyle.

He could have collected stamps, coins, or
even comic books. Instead, he grew orchids,
and had an ambitious little hothouse.

The interior landscape is far different
from what’s seen on the surface,
whether it be in plants or humans.

I feel like 
something oddly significant

is going to happen 
today.

Oh, I don’t 
mean anything bad. Just 
different…like I am on 

the edge of an 
adventure. 

Don’t incite 
bad luck, Winter! 
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It’s been speculated that the
appeal of collecting is connected
to the hunting and gathering that
was once necessary for survival.
For some, collecting things is a
symbolic way of asserting power.

Today PETERS is auctioning 
a batch of plants from the

Andamans and the Indies. Maybe
I’ll find something rare.

You mean the orchids that
belonged to that poor dead man

you told me about?

Yes, but at least he had 
an exciting story.  Nothing

extraordinary ever happens to me-
why? Other people win fortunes by
gambling, go through marriages 

and divorces. They travel the 
world, and have near-death 

accidents…

I’d rather not 
have so much excitement - it can't 

be good for you.

I suppose. But a dull life 
is tedious. When I was a boy I 

never had accidents. I never fell in
love, never married. I wonder how
it feels to experience something

remarkable.
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He killed a savage once, after
being wounded by a poisoned
dart. I admire that kind of
determination.  

That orchid-collector was
only 40 when he died.
Married twice and divorced
once. He traveled the world,
caught malarial fever. Once,
he broke his thigh bone in a
fight and managed to crawl
quite a distance for help.

In the end he was killed
by jungle-leeches.
Troublesome, but also a
very interesting death.

So none of his 
adventures worked out 

that well, in the end.

I Suppose not.
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Take an umbrella 
if you’re heading all the

way to London. 

8:23…I’m taking the 11:45 train 
to make sure there’s plenty of time. 
I think it’s a day for a grey felt hat 

and brown shoes.

Today, nothing 
can stop me!

Compulsive collecting
often reflects a fear
of scarcity- that if
you discard something,
you will regret it.

I don’t like them -
they remind me of dead

spiders, with those 
spindly offshoots. 

Look, Jeannie -
a Vandas, a Dendrobe, and

some Palaeonophis.  Well, at
least that’s what I 

think they are!  
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Jeannie was worried. The 
reliable, consistent man she
knew now seemed to be 
hovering upon the edge of 
a precipice.

Winter worked like a man obsessed.
Convinced he’d chanced upon some
rare discovery, he cultivated his
plants day and night.

He barely slept.

Almost spring!  
The weather is 

turning.

She couldn’t define the origin,
but a sickly sweet perfume
began to permeate the garden
and filter into the house. She
attributed it to spring pollen,
as it was getting warmer.  
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Few realize that there is one
strain of Praying Mantis that
looks like an orchid.

Impersonation is always jarring.
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There is a saying, “Sometimes an apple
is just an apple”, meaning there is not
always subtext regarding the Tree of
Knowledge or the Snow White fairy tale. 

Winter, you 
haven’t eaten anything
all day - let me make 

you something.

The truth is you can never be
sure anything is that simple. 

I’m not 
hungry.
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How is he? 
I haven't seen him at 
an auction in quite 

some time. 

Oh, hello, 
Mrs. Jones. Winter told

me about his discovery of
the hybrid Brassolaelia.

Congratulations!

Thank you, 
Jeannie.

Frankly, I’m 
concerned.  He spends

most of the time fussing 
over his orchids.  

Excellent idea. 

A hobby can 
quickly turn to obsession. You

should take him for a long walk
in the country to try to get his

mind off of it. Fresh air 
works wonders.
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Winter, are 
you here?  I ran into 
Mrs. Jones today…

Winter?

Winter? Where 
are you? This is 

ridiculous…

Odd. Maybe 
he needs some 

time alone.    
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He never 
vanishes like this.

Something’s 
wrong…

Winter?
Are you hiding 

somewhere?

This rare breed of
orchid is predatory, a
cousin to the Praying
Mantis variety. 

Oh no! 

This can’t be!

It’s ravenous for
food and water, and
it shoots up rapidly
as a result.

Winter -
hold on! I’ve

got you!

9 6
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Wake up!

Please!

We must 
kill it. 

Now. 

There are things we must let go of,
even the most covetable treasures.

Yes. Something 
safer, like collecting
comic books or taking 

up chess… 

I suppose 
its time for a new 

hobby, then.
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